| , , 



COIYRIGI:IT, 1888, BY CHARLES SCRIBER'S SONS. 

TROW'8 
PRINTING AND BOOKBINDING COMPANY, 
NEW YORK. 



BELOW THE BROOKLYN BRIDGE. 
From a painting by J. H. Twachtman, engraved by J. Clement, 
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Portal of a Finished Tunnel; showing Cameron's Cone, Colorado. 

regions where very different measures enough to overcome the vezical height. 
must be taken to secure a location prac- This can often be accomplished by car- 
ticable for traffic. For instance, a line rying it up the valley on one side and 
at a high elevation approaches a wide down on the other. Tributaz T valleys 
valley which it must cross. The rate of can be made use of if necessary, and the 
descent is fixed by the established max- desired crossing thus accomplished. 
imum grade and the sides of the valley But at times even these expedients will 
are much steeper than that rate. Then not suffice. Then the line is made to 
the engineer must gain distance--that bend upon itself and wind down the hill- 
is to say, he must make the line long side upon benches cut into the earth, or 
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notched at the ends 
and passed through 
the ropes, to which 
they were afterward 
lashed. These lad- 

ders could be rolled 
up and carried about 
on donkeys or mules. 
When swung over the 
side of a cliff and se- 
cured at the top, and 
when practicable at 
the bottom, they 
formed a very useful 
instrument in loca- 
tion and construction. 
For simple examina- 
tion of the cliff, and 
for rough or broken 
slopes not exceeding 
70 to 80 degrees, an 
active fellow will, af- 
ter some experience, 
walk up and down 

such a slope simply 
grasping the rope in   _._--:_ 
his hands. If required 
secure the rope bout   :" :--- 
his body or wind it ', 
around his arm, leav- 
ing his hands com- 
paratively f r e e for 
light work. 
The boatswain's chair, consisting of 
woodea seat 6 inches Mde and two feet 
long through the ends of which pass the 
side ropes, looped at the top, and having 

Denver and Rio Grande Railway Entering the Portals of the Grand River Caon, Colorado. 

their ends knotted, is a particularly con- 
venient seat to use where cliffs over- 
hang to a slight degree. The riggers 
were generally Portuguese sailors, who 
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securing suitable foundations at great 
depths is, of course, hardly known to 
the thousands who constantly see the 

Foundation Crib of the Poughkeepsie Bridge. 

structures supported on those founda- 
tions, but in any fair consideration of 
such engineering achievements this must 
not be omitted. The beautiful bridge 
built by Captain Eads over the Missis- 
sippi liver at St. Louis, bold in its de- 
sign and excellent in its execution, is an 
object of admiration to all who visit it, 
but the impression of its importance 
would be greatly magnified if the part 
below the surface of the water, which 
beam the massive towers, and which ex- 
tends to a depth twice as 
great as the height of the 
pier above the water, could 
be visible. 
The simplest and most 
effective foundation is, of 
course, on solid rock. In 
many localities reliable foun- 
dations are built upon earth, 
when it exists at a suitable 
depth and of such a clmrac- 
ter as properly to sustain the 
weight, loundations under 
water, when rock or good m 
material occurs at moderate 
depth, are constructed fre- 
quently by means of the 
coffer-dam, which is simply an enclosure 
made water-tight and properly connect- 

expedient is the use of piles, which are 
driven into the ground, often to a very 
considerable depth, and sustain the load 
placed upon them by the 
friction upon the sides of 
the piles of the material in 
which they are driven. It is 
seldom that dependence is 
placed upon the load being 
transferred from the top to 
the point of the pile, even 
though the point +nay have 
penetrated to a compar- 
.tively solid material. Wood 
zs generally used for piles, 
and where the ground is 
permanently saturated there 
seems to be hardly any 
known limit to their dura- 
bility. The substructure of 
foundations generally, where 
it is certain that they will always be in 
contact with water, can be, and gen- 
erally is, of wood, and the permanency 
of such foundations is well established. 
An exception to this, however, occurs in 
salt-water, particularly in warmer coun- 
tries, where the ravages of the minute 
Teredo _havalis and of the still more 
minute Limnoria Terebrans destroy the 
wood in a very short period of ime. 
These insects, however, do not work 
below the ground-line or bed of the 

water. In many special cases hollow 
iron piles are used successfully. 

ed with the bottom of the stream. The The ordinary method of forcing a pile 
water is then pumped out and the foun- into the ground is by repeated blows 
darien and masonry built within this tern- of a hammer of moderate weight ; bet- 
porury dam. When the material is not of ter success being obtained by frequent 
a character to sustain the weight, the next blows of the hammer, lifted to a slight 
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elevation, than results from a greater desired depth. The stream of water 
fall, there being danger also in the latter must be continuous, as it rises along the 
case of injuring the material of the pile. side of the pile and keeps the sand in a 

Pneumatic Caisson. 

The use of the water jet for sinking mobile state. Immediately upon the 
piles, particularly in sand, is interesting, cessation of pumping, the sand settles 
A tube, generally of ordinary gas-pipe, about the pile, and it is sometimes quite 
open at the lower end, is fastened to the impossible to afterward move it. The 
pile; the upper end is connected by a water jet is used in sinking iron piles 
hose to a powerful pump and, the pile by conducting the water through the 

Transverse Section of Pneumatic Caisson. 

being placed in position on the surface 
of the sand, water is forced through the 
tube and excavates a passage for the 
pile, which, by the application of very 
light pressure, descends rapidly to the 

interior of the hollow pile and out of a 
hole at its point. The piles of the great 
iron pier at Coney Island were sunk 
with great celerity in this way. The 
illustration on page 14 shows one of 
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the piers of a bridge founded 
upon vooden piling. 
In many cases it would be im- 
possible to drive piling in such 
a way as to insure the durability 
of the structure above it. This 
is particularly true of the foun- 
dations of structures crossing 
many of our rivers, where the 
bottom is of material which, in 
time of flood, sometimes scours 
to very remarkable depths; the 
material often being replaced 
when the flood has subsided. 
The expedient adopted is the 
pneumatic tube, or the caisson. 
Both are merely applications of 
the well-known principle of the 
diving-bell. In the former case 
hollow iron tubes, open at the 
bottom, are sunk to considerable 
depths, the water beiig expelled 
by air pumped into the tubes at 
a pressure sufficient to resist the 
weight of the water. Entrance 
to the tubes is obtained by an 
air-lock at the top, and the mate- 
rial is excavated from the inside, 
and sufficient weight placed upon 
the tube to force it gradually to 
the desired depth. When that 
depth is attained, the tubes are 
filled with concrete, and thus 
solid pillars of hydraulic con- 
crete, surrounded by cast-iron 
tubing," are obtained. 
The pneumatic caisson is an 
enlargement of this idea of the 
diving-bell. The caisson is sim- 
ply a great chamber or box, open 
at the bottom ; the outside bot- 
tom edges are shod and cased 
with iron so as to give a cutting 
surface; the roof and sides are 
made of timber, thoroughly bolt- 
ed together, and of such strength 
as to resist the pressure of the 
structure to be finally founded 
upon it. The chamber in the 
open bottom is of sufficient height 
to enable the laborers to work 
.comfortably in it. This caisson 
s generally constructed upon 
the shore in the vicinity of the 
structure and towed to the point 
where the foundation is to be 
sunk. Air is supplied by power- 
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is an excellent example. Each 
street crossed by the -iaduct is 
spanned by a bold arch of brick. 
Upon a number of our railways 
there are heavy masonry arches 
and culverts, and at some places 
these are of a very interesting 
character. The arches in the ap- 
proach to the bridge over the 
Harlem Valley, now in construc- 
tion, are shown on page 19. These 
are arches of granite, of a span of 
60 feet. The illustration shows 
also the method of supporting 
the stone work of such arches 
dining construction. Braced 
timbers foan what is called the 
centre, and support the curved 
frame of plank upon which the 
masonry is built, which, of course, 
cannot be self-supporting until 
the keystone is in place ; then the 
centre is lowered by a loosening 
of the wedges which support it, 
and the stone work of the arch 
is permitted to assume its final 
bearing. It is generally consid- 
ered that where it is practicable 
to constuct masonry arches un- 
der railways there is a fair as- 
surance of their permanency, but 
some enginee of great exleri- 
ence in railway construction ad- 
vance the theory that the con- 
stant jar and tremor produced 
by passing railway trains is 
really more destructive to ma- 
sonry work than has been sup- 
posed, and that it nmy be true 
that the elements of the best 
economy will be found in metal 
structures rather than in mason- 
ry. It is true that repairs and 
renewals of metal bridges are 
much more easily accomplished 
than of masonry constructions. 
In this country the wooden 
bridge has been an important, 
in fact an essential element in 
the successfll building of our 
railwavs. At this moment the 
length" of wooden bridges on the 
railway lines is very much great- 
er titan of metal. There have 
been a number of folans of wood- 
en structure, but the Howe truss 
is, in many respects, the most per- 
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are on the Victoria Bridge 30 acres of years; it was then found that some re- 
iron surface to be painted, pairs to the cable were required at the 
A remarkable and interesting contrast anchorage, the portions of the cables ex- 
to these heavy tubes of iron is the i- posed to the air being in excellent condi- 
agara Falls railway suspension bridge, tion. These repairs were made, and the 
anchorage was substan- 

tiallv reinforced. At the 
same time it was found 
that the wooden suspend- 
ed superstructure was in 
bad condition, and this 
was entirely removed and 
replaced by a structure 
of iron, built and adjust- 
ed in such a manner as 
to secure the best possi- 
ble results. 'or some 
time it had been no- 

completed in ]Iarch, 1855. The span of 
this bridge is 821 feet, and the track is 
24:5 feet above the water surface. It is 
supported by : cables which rested on 
the tops of two masonry towers at each 
end of the central span, the ends of the 
cables being carried to and anchored in 
the solid rock. The suspended super- 
structure has two floors, one abo-e the 
other, connected together at each side 
by posts and truss rods, inclined in such 
a manner as to form an open trussed 
tube, not intended to support the load, 
but to prevent excessive undulations. 
The floors are suspended from the ca- 
bles by wire ropes, the upper floor car- 
rying the railroad track, and the lower 
forming a foot and carriage way. Each 
cable has 3,64:0 iron wires. This bridge 
carried successfully a heavy traffic for 26 

riced that the stone towers which sup- 
ported the great cables of the bridge 
showed evidences of disintegration at 
the surface, and a careful engineering 
examination in 1885 showed that these 
towers were in a really dangerous con- 
dition. The reason for this was that 
the saddles over which the cables pass 
on the top of the towers had not the 
freedom of motion which was required 
for the action of the cables, caused by 
differences of temperature and by pass- 
ing loads. These saddles had been 
placed upon rollers but, at some period, 
cement had been allowed to be put be- 
tween these rollers, thus preventing 
their free motion. The result was a 
bending strain upon the towers which 
was too great for the strength and co- 
hesion of the stone. A most interesting 
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riveting machine, operated by steam or 
hydraulic pressure. Ingenious portable 
machines are now manufactured which 
are hung from the structure during 
erection and connected by flexible hose 
with the steam power, by the use of 
which the rivet heads can be formed in 
place with great celerity. The connec- 
tions of plates by rivets of proper di- 
mensions and properly spaced give great 
strength and stiffness to such joints. 
In pin connections the members of a 
structure are assembled at points of 
junction and a large iron or steel pin 
inserted in a pin-hole running through 
all the members. This pin is made of 
such diameter as to withstand and prop- 
erly transmit all the strains brought 
upon it. ;[oints made with such pin 
connections have flexibility, and the 
strains and stresses can be calculated 
with great precision. Eye-bars are 
forged pieces of iron or steel, generally 
flat, and enlarged at the ends so as to 
give a proper amount of metal around 
the pin-hole or eye, formed in those 
ends. 
Structures connected by pins at their 
principal junctions have, of course, many 
parts in which riveting must be used. 
The elements which are distinctively 
American in our railway bridges are the 
concentration of material in few mem- 
bers and the use of eye-bars and pin 
connections in place of riveted connec- 
tions. The riveted methods are, how- 
ever, largely used in connection with the 
American forms of truss construction. 
An excellent example of an American 
railway truss bridge is shown on page 
23. This structure spans the Missouri 
River at its crossing by the Northern 
Pacific Railroad. It has three through 
spans of 400 feet each and two deck 
spans of 113 feet each. The bottom 
chords of the long spans are 50 feet 
above high water, which at this place is 
1,636 feet above the level of the sea. 
The foundations of the masonry piers 
were pneumatic caissons. The trusses 
of the through spans, 400 feet long, are 
50 feet deep and 22 feet between centres. 
They are divided into 16 panels of 25 
feet each. The truss is of the double 
system Whipple type with inclined end 
posts. The bridge is proportioned to 
carry a train weighing 2,000 pounds per 

lineal foot, preceded by two locomotives 
weighing 150,000 pounds in a length of 
50 feet. The pins connecting the mem- 
bers of the main truss are 5 inches in 
diameter. 
This bridge is a characteristic illus- 
tration of the latest type of American 
methods. The extreme simplicity of its 
lines of construction, the direct transfer 
of the strains arising from loads, through 
the members, to and from the points 
where those strains are concentrated in 
the pin connections at the ends of each 
member, are apparent even to the un- 
technical eye. The apparent lightness 
of construction arising from the concen- 
tration of the material in so small a 
number of members, and the neces- 
sarily great height of the truss, give a 
grace and elegance to the structure and 
suggest bold and fine development of 
the theories of mechanics. 
An interesting structure is that shown 
on page 24, where the railway crosses its 
own line on a curved truss. 
The truss bridges which have been 
mentioned as types of the modern rail- 
way bridge are erected by the use of 
false works of timber, placed generally 
upon piling or other suitable founda- 
tion, between the piers or abutments, 
and made of sufficient strength to carry 
each span of the permanent structure 
until it is completed and all its parts 
connected, or, as is technically said, un- 
til the span is swung. Then the false 
works are removed and the span is left 
without intermediate support. But 
there are places where it would be im- 
possible or exceedingly expensive to 
erect any false works. A structure over 
a valley of great depth, or over a river 
with very rapid current, are instances of 
such a situation. 
A suspension bridge would solve the 
problem, but in many cases not satis- 
factorily. The method adopted by Col- 
onel C. Shaler Smith at the Kentucky 
River Bridge [p. 9] shows ingenuity 
and boldness worthy of special remark. 
The Cincinnati Southern Railroad was 
here to cross a cation 1,200 feet wide 
and 275 feet deep. The river is sub- 
ject to freshets every two months, with 
a range of 55 feet and a known rise 
of 40 feet in a single night. Twenty 
years before, the towers for a sus- 
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pension bridge had been erected at this half the length of the side spans, and at 
point. The design adopted for the this point rested upon temporary wood- 
railroad bridge was based upon the en supports. From thence they were 
cantilever principle. The structure has again extended as cantilevers until the 
three spans of 375 feet each, carrying a side spans were completed and rested 
railway track at a height of 276 feet upon the iron piers. This cantilever 
above the bed of the river. At the time principle is simply the balancing of a 
of its construction this was the highest portion of the structure on one side of 
railway bridge in the world, and it is a support by the portion on the opposite 

,. 
The Niagara Cantilever Bridge. 

still the highest structure of the kind 
with spans of over 60 feet in length. 
The bridge is supported by the bluffs 
at its ends and by two intermediate iron 
piers resting upon bases of stone ma- 
sonry. Each iron pier is 177 feet high, 
and consists of four legs, having a base 
of 71-. x 28 feet, and terminating at its 
top in a turned pin 12 inches in diame- 
ter under each of the two trusses. Each 
iron pier is a structure complete in it- 
self, with provision for expansion and 
contraction in each direction through 
double roller beds interposed between it 
and the masonry, and is braced to with- 
stand a gale of wind that would blow 
a loaded freight-train bodily from the 
bridge. 
The trusses were commenced by an- 
choring them back to the old towers, 
and were then built out as cantilevers 
from each bluff to a distance of one- 

side of the same support. Similarly the 
halves of the middle span were built 
out from the piers, meeting with exact- 
ness in mid-air. The temporary sup- 
port used first at the centre of one side 
span and then at the other, was the only 
scaffolding used in erecting the struct- 
ure, none whatever being used for the 
middle span. 
When the junction was made at the 
centre of the middle span, the tlusses 
were continuous from bluff to bluff, and, 
had they been left in this condition, 
would have been subjected to constantly 
varying strains resulting from the rise 
and fall of the iron piers due to thermal 
changes. This liability was obviated b 
cutting the bottom chords of the side 
spans and converting them into sliding 
ioints .at points 75 feet distant from the 
iron pel. This done, the bridge con- 
sists of a continuous girder 525 feet 
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the upright web, which is a single piece 
of steel. The vertical height of the -[" is 
13 feet. The span of each of these 
arches is 510 feet. There axe six such 
parallel ribs in each span, connected with 
each other by bracing. These great ribs 
rest upon steel pins of 18 inches diam- 
eter, placed at the springing of the arch. 
The arches rise from massive masonry 
piers, which extend up to the level of the 
floor of the bridge. This floor is sup- 
ported by vertical posts from the arches 
and is a little above the highest point 
of the rib. It is 152 feet above the sur- 
face of the river--having an elevation 
fifty feet greater than the well-known 
ttigh Bridge, which spans the same val- 
ley within a quarter of a mile. The ap- 
proaches to these steel arches on each 
side are granite viaducts carried over a 
series of stone arches. The whole struct- 
ure will form a notable example of en- 
gineering construction. It will be fin- 
ished within two years from the begin- 
ning of work upon its foundations, the 
energy of its builders being worthy of 
special commendation. 

In providing for the rapid transit of 
passengers in great cities the two types 
of construction successfully adopted are 
represented by the New York Elevated 
and the London Underground railways. 
The New York Elevated is a continuous 
metal viaduct, supported on columns 
varying in height so as to secure easy 
grades. The details of construction dif- 
fer greatly at various parts of the ele- 
rated lines, those more recently built 
being able to carry much heavier trains 
than the earlier portions. The roads 
have been very successful in providing 
the facilities for transit so absolutely 
necessary in New York. The citizens of 
that city are alive to the present neces- 
sity of adding very soon to those facili- 
ties, and it is now only a question of the 
best method to be adopted to secure the 
laxgest results in a permanent manner. 
The London Underground road has 

also been very successful. Its construc- 
tion was a formidable undertaking. Its 
tunnels are not only under streets but 
under heavy buildings. Its daily traffic 
is enormous. The difficult question in 
its management is, as in all long tun- 
nels, that of ventilation, but modern 
science will surely solve that, as it does 
so many other problems connected with 
the active life of man. 

Many broad questions of general pol- 
icy, and innumerable matters of detail 
are involved in the development of raft- 
way engineering. In the determination, 
for instance, of the location, the rela- 
tions of cost and construction to future 
business, the possibilities of extensions 
and connections, the best points for set- 
tlements and industrial enterprises, the 
merits and defects of alternative routes 
must be weighed and decided. 
Yhere structures are to be built, the 
amount and delicacy of detail requisite 
in their design and execution can hard- 
ly be described. Final pressures upon 
foundations must be ascertained and 
provided for. Accurate calculations of 
strains and stresses, involving the appli- 
cation of difficult processes and me- 
chanical theories, must be made. The 
adjustment of every part must be se- 
cured with reference to its future duty. 
Strength and safety must be assured 
and economy not forgotten. Every con- 
tingency must, if possible, be antici- 
pated, while the emergencies which arise 
during every great construction demand 
constant watchfulness and prompt and 
accurate decision. 
The financial success of the largesg 
enterpl-ises rests upon such practical 
application of theory and experience. 
Even more weighty still is the fact that 
the safety of thousands of human lives 
depends daily upon the permanency and 
stability of railway structures. Such 
axe some of the deep responsibilities 
which are involved in the active work of 
the Civil Engineer. 



MAESTRO AMBROGIO. 

property has been in his own family 
from time immemorial, and that no such 
man ever lived and died there as Maestro 
Ambrogio. 
He was a bachelor, of course, and had 
come to that time of life when a man is 
neither young nor old, and when a few 
additional years work little change in 
him. His figure was slender and well- 
proportioned; but his shoulders had 
the scholar's stoop, his thin face the 
hungry look of an ascetic; the bright 
blu eyes in it seemed younger than the 
rest of him ; for, contrary to all custom 
of the day, he went unshorn and un- 
shaven, and his brown hair, streaked 
with gray, mingled with the untrimmed 
beard that swept over his breast, muf- 
fling him like a disguise. He wore habit- 
ually the Florentine lucco, or long robe 
of black serge, familiar to the world 
tha-ough Dante's portraits; and, with 
this, the hood-like civic bonnet of the 
same material. These garments, in spite 
of his absorbing pursuits, were always 
of the most scrupulous neatness ; while 
his hands were marvellously white and 
slender, fine, delicate, like the hands 
of a noble. But the man's nobility 
of nature found its best expression in 
his voice, which was low and clear, 
never querulous, never raised in anger, 
of surpassing gentleness and patience 
in all its tones; so that he who heard 
it for the first time stood spell-bound 
in respectful silence, as though the 
speech were half divine, and its simple 
phrases the utterance of an oracle. 
Few, however, beyond the narrow 
limits of his household, ever heard the 
voice of Maestro Ambrogio. His one 
servant, an old peasant woman from the 
mountains of the Mugello, stood between 
him and all the cares and worries of the 
outer world. Monna Modesta was well 
known in the quarter. It was she who 
went to market for him, who knew the 
worth of a plump fowl, and was ready 
to pay just that and no more; above 
all, who kept her master's house n the 
wonderful and incredible state of clean- 
liness, noted in chronicles of the time. 
But only the house; she was never al- 
lowed to pass beyond the garden, to 
profane the dust of the laboratory with 
her vulgar hands. This, to one of her 
instincts, was a positive and constant 

grief. With tears in her eyes she bade 
the saints witness that her master's good 
was all she had at heart, and that dust 
was the insidious foe of all mankind. 
Yet Maestro Ambrogio remained a very 
pig for obstinacy, as she declared. The 
laboratory and its contents were never 
to be touched; he, and his young pupil, 
the noble signor Gentile Morelli alone 
could enter it ; even its small windows, 
high above her head, must not be 
scoured. This last command was hard- 
ly to be borne, and for a time she per- 
sistently disobeyed it; climbing the 
trellis in her master's absence, removing 
dead leaves from the sills, polishing the 
leaded panes; and since she could not 
open them, peering within, defiantly, 
upon a group of broken jars stored 
away on a neglected shelf and half buried 
in cobwebs, through which the wicked 
old spiders eyed her with indifference. 
Beyond these evidences of pestilential 
disorder she saw dimly, in the feeble 
glow of the furnace, a confusion of uten- 
sils whose very names were unknown to 
her. And one day, when there was 
more light than usual, she also discerned 
the outlines of a splendid alabaster 
chest, of great size and carved in high 
relief, but sadly stained and blackened. 
In her simple ignorance she took this 
for a linen-coffer, and longed to have it 
removed and cleansed and restored to 
its proper uses under her careful super- 
vision. The good soul little dreamed 
that this sculptured wonder had been 
designed merely to hold what she most 
despised--namely, dust. For it was an 
Etnmcan sarcophagus, found long ago 
by her master in his mountain vineyard 
near Gubbio ; and by him brought down 
to Florence with reverent care, for the 
sake of its principal figure--a young 
girl, recumbent in the marble, but life- 
like, as if a touch would rouse her--the 
portrait, no doubt, of the dead unknown 
whose ashes Maestro Ambrogio still treas- 
ured, undisturbed. 
Monna Modesta, wise in her small 
way, applied to herself that proverb of 
her nation, which prizes the ounce of 
discretion above the pound of -knowl- 
edge. As a matter of course, she gave 
her master no cause to suspect that she 
had climbed the trellis to look upon 
these things, prudently resolving to pry 
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into them no more. But she continued 
to sound the praises of order and her 
own devotion to it, on all possible occa- 
sions; with righteous thanks that she 
was not as others were, uplifting her 
standard at the gate of the enemy's cita- 
del, to wage fierce warfare upon the in- 
sects of the garden, where not so much 
as a leaf was permitted to fall unnoted : 
while the student, Gentile, having daily 
access to the precincts from which she 
was so rigorously excluded, daily grew 
in her disfavor. She looked upon him 
as a poor, misguided creature, aiding 
and abetting her master in practices that 
were, to say the least, unwholesome, and 
that did no good to anybody, so far as 
honest folk could see. 
Toward the close of a lovely day when 
the long Italian summer was nearly gone, 
Monna Modesta sat spinning and consid- 
ering deeply many things. She had 
moved her wheel into a sunny corner of 
the garden, and the grateful warmth re- 
minded her that winter was not far off, 
and that winter, at her age, was to be 
dreaded. She must go to market in the 
morning and get the better of old Nic- 
colb, who was a rascal at heart and 
would cheat her if he could. The 
thought caused her wheel to rattle an- 
grily. The world's prevailing wicked- 
ness made duty doubly hard ; the wicked 
seemed to thrive and flourish, while, for 
the good, life was a long contention, with 
palsy at the end. The breeze shook 
down some dead leaves from the rose 
trained above her head. Yes, autumn 
had already come ; and what would be- 
fall her master if the winter should be 
her last ? He could never take care of 
himself, he must inevitably become the 
prey of thieves. She sighed, and the 
wheel stopped turning; the dr)- leaves 
rustled under foot, but she did not stoo I ) 
for them. 
A key grated in the lock of the labora- 
tory door. The sound passed unheeded, 
and her master's presence was first made 
known to her by his shadow on the gar- 
den-path. The wheel resumed its work, 
but quite unconsciously she sighed 
again. 
"Vhy do you sigh, my good Mo- 
desta ?" asked Maestro Ambrogio. 
"The winter is at hand, my master. 
I feel its breath already, and I am old." 

"Madre mia, with such nimble fin- 
gers!" returned the doctor, as he 
watched the whirring wheel. "There 
is no winter in your blood." 
"Eh, signor, the candle burns low ; a 
puff will put it out. And who then will 
look after you ? 'ot the miserable Gen- 
tile, that insect, who knows less of the 
world's ways than would fill a snail-shell. 
The house that has no woman in it is a 
ruined house, signor. You must mar-, 
that I may die content." 
"Death will come," said the doctor, 
gravely ; "but yesterday you did not 
fear it. And it is only one day nearer, 
now. You talk of winter, too, before its 
time. See, above your head, there is a 
rose." 
"The last," she answered ; "to pick 
that would bring ill luck upon the house. 
Master, do not touch it, I pray you." 
But the rose was already plucked, 
and, as the doctor held it out to her, its 
petals fell apart in the hollow of his 
hand. To Monna Modesta this was the 
worst of omens, and as if to confirm her 
superstitious fancy, a violent gust of 
the autumn breeze shook ever)" twig in 
the garden, and raised a cloud of dust 
about their feet. The small whirlwind 
passed them by in a moment; but she 
had spoken truly; there was winter in 
its breath. 
"Keep the rose, signor," she said, re- 
proachfully ; "for death has overtaken 
it. Is not this a warning ? Make haste 
to choose your wife, and choose her well, 
Maestro Ambrogio." 
The doctor smiled, and pointed at the 
door of his laboratory. 
"My wife is there," said he, lightl): 
"She is wise and gentle and forgiving, 
with no complaints and no hamh words. 
She is always young, always beautiful; 
after all these years, would you have me 
turn against her now, and prove unfaith- 
ful ?" 
"Has my master lost his senses ?" 
muttered Monna Modesta. "Of what 
woman is he speaking ?" 
"Of no woman, but of Science," re- 
plied the doctor, laughing. "She is the 
best and sweetest wife in the whole 
world." 
"A fig for her !" cried the old servant. 
testily. "Tell me! Can Science go to 
market, and choose between an old fowl 
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him, but left his mind clouded with this 
last illusion, as if she had been dealing 
with a child. After all, the rose with- 
out its perfume was a sufficient mar- 
vel; she put it away in water, crossing 
herself, involuntarily, as she did so. 
While it lived, her wholesome awe of it 
continued; she would not even touch 
the unholy thing again, but when it had 
faded for the second time, seizing the 
dried stalk with a pair of tongs, at arm's 
length, she flung it into the fire; then 
raked apart the ashes. They should 
not kindle into another life through 
any fault of hers. 
Winter came, and with it the first 
symptoms of the infirmity she feared. 
Her voice shook in an annoying way, 
her step grew heavier, her wrinkles 
deepened; she compared herself to an 
old witch, when she looked in the glass. 
Her lightest household care became a 
burden, even grumbling was an effort. 
But she toiled and scolded and drove 
her bargains with unflagging spirit, 
praying only that death might find her 
still in the pious fury of her work. 
She was ready; let this hour be her 
last; she wanted no interval of deplo- 
rable rest, no sickly folding of the hands. 
Her master's future gave her more 
concern than ever. He had drawn very 
near, he told her, to that greatest of dis- 
coveries, which had baffled him so long. 
But no further hint of his revealed any- 
thing of its scope or even of its nature. 
Vainly, she took the young student into 
favor, plying him with wine, artfully 
leading him on to gossip indiscreetly 
about Maestro Ambrogio's affairs; and 
gaining only a reluctant admission that 
Gentile was quite ignorant of the possi- 
ble result to which their labors tended. 
He performed his share of them adroitly, 
by his own showing; and slept soundly 
each night when they were over. But 
at his retula, he often found that the 
last day's work had been undone. For 
day and night his master seemed to toil 
incessantly, suffering repeated discour- 
agements, but through them all upheld 
and strengthened by some wild hope 
that he would not explain. 
One morning, Gentile presented him- 
self only to be sent away again. All 
that day, Maestro Ambrogio did no 
work and spoke no word. Monna Me- 

dest came and went, but he never heeded 
her, until she made a dia-ect attack upon 
him with inhasive questions, when he 
shook his head motufully. Itis eyes 
glistened; a tear trickled down upon 
his beard; she was sure, then, that his 
experiments had failed. 
"tteaven help us all!" she thought ; 
and clattering off to the neighboring 
church, she said her prayers in one of 
its chapels. 
She heard him stirring in the night ; 
he left his room, his step died away 
upon the stairs. She followed, but not 
softly enough, for at the garden door, 
in the dark, she found him waiting. 
She felt his hand upon her wrist, and 
drew back, alarmed. But his reproof 
was of the gentlest. 
"Why do you get up so early .9 One 
watcher is enough to guard my house. 
Go to your bed, and sleep ; it is the best 
service you can do me." 
And she obeyed him, silently. 
The next day, Maestro Ambrose re- 
called his student. The old hope had 
revived, informing new schemes, induc- 
ing new tests. And as time passed, as 
his problem advanced favorably toward 
its mysterious solution, the confidence 
daily growing stronger within him shone 
through his eyes and gave his face the 
radiance of youth. He was like the fort- 
unate lover, who believes that some di- 
vinity has alighted upon the earth to 
walk hand in hand with him forever. 
At length, when Monna Modesta im- 
agined that the hour of triumph must 
be very near, her master, who so rarely 
stirred abroad, suddenly bade her pre- 
pare him for a long journey. In answer 
to her startled look, he told her that all 
was well with him ; that he had onl.v one 
venture left to make ; but that he dared 
not rtm the extreme risk it involved, 
without first consulting the one ling 
man whose judgment could be called 
infallible. This was a famous Yenetian 
doctor, almost a century old, unimpaired 
in mind, but far too feeble in body to 
endure the fatigue of travel, which, there- 
fore, he himself must undertake. He 
charged her solemnly to admit no one, 
not even Gentile, to the house during 
his absence. The laboratory door he 
locked and sealed, leaving all behind 
him, apparently, except a scroll of parch- 
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der the smallest pretext to dance attend- 
nce on the languid lady whose slave he 
had become. To show his wife a flower 
in the garden, to read her a line of Tus- 
can verse, that should give her in one 
breath a better knowledge of his love 
and of his language, were tasks of more 
importance than any prescribed to him 
in those ponderous books of his This, 
of course, was commendable and prop- 
er; one pardons, nay exacts some such 
parade of weakness in the manners of a 
bridegroom. It was in the attitude of 
her mistress that Modesta found the 
first cause for complaint. Clearly, Maes- 
tro Ambrogio's devotion was wholly 
wasted; day by day, he squandered it, 
like the money woven into the embroid- 
ered garments worn by his foreign prin- 
cess, who either had no heart to give 
him in return, or had chosen to with- 
hold her gift. Her thoughts seemed 
always on the wing. The dragon-fly, 
darting to and fl-o among the leaves, 
could win her smile as easily as the 
poor man's fondest word. She was no 
happier for his approach ; her steel-gray 
eyes never looked upon him tenderly. 
At what, then, was she always smiling ? 
At him, perhaps ; not with him, surely. 
For all his kindness must have failed to 
touch her, since she took it so impas- 
sivelymsometimes, indeed, as if she 
hardly knew that he was at her side. 
Ah! All men were alike, and all were 
fools ! It needed no spark of feeling to 
bewitch them; not even a pretence of it. 
Here was Gentile, now, openly worship- 
ping this same idol with eager eyes. 
A stray glance from her would upset 
him for a whole day. And Messer 
Leonardo, too! At the first sight of 
her face his admiration burst forth in a 
torrent of superlatives. She smiled 
upon him;he laughed, and talked of 
other things; but his eyes never left 
her. He came again, and asked that 
she might sit to him. And when per- 
mission was refused, almost on his 
knees, he begged, implored Maestro 
Ambrogio to grant it. The smile haunt- 
ed him, he said, impelling him to paint it 
from memory if not from life; its per- 
fect beauty existed for no ,lay, no gen- 
eration, but must be fixed and made 
imperishable for all to know until the 
end of time. Without this attempt, he 

should hold himself false to the divine 
art he sewed ; and with all the success 
he, had achieved, with laurels heaped on 
laurels in the future, hereafter ages 
would hold him forever miserable, if 
this duty to the world went unfulfilled, 
if, for want of means or want of inspira- 
tion, he had failed on earth to perpetu- 
ate that faultless smile. 
These entreaties in the end prevailed. 
The painter began upon his first sketch 
--a drawing in red chalk, at which he 
worked for days, but only to destroy it. 
The pose was wrong, he explained ; he 
must try another;and this, too, came 
to nothing. He lamented bitterly his 
own incompetence, lever had subject 
thwm4ed him like this ; always the look 
he wanted was not there. That elusive 
smile played tricks with him; its lovely 
lines would not be caught, but changed 
their places before he could reproduce 
them. How to do her justice? How 
to accomplish what he already feared 
would prove impossible? To control 
that look a while, he must control the 
sitter's mind ; he must have music, some 
sweet, delightful strain to charm her 
into subjection to his will. So Gentile 
brought his lute only too readily, and 
played to them; while a new drawing 
was begun, and all went well with it. 
But all went far fl'om well with lIaes- 
fro Ambrogio. Of late, he had grown 
moody and despondent; most unlike 
himself. And now, to-day, he left his fur- 
nace, to pace aimlessly back and forth in 
one of the garden-paths--that farthest 
away from the great hall of the house, 
where the painter had set up his easel 
near an open window, through which 
Gentile's music and even Messer Ieon- 
ardo's progress could be followed. For, 
now and then, the master spoke a word 
of satisfaction, in his own encourage- 
ment; he had found the way at last; 
here was success indeed. But the mas- 
ter of the house only sighed when he 
heard this, and his step grew heavier 
and more uncertain, as though a leaden 
clog were dragging at his heels. 
What weight of sorrow thus depressed 
him ? Old Modesta knew him too well, 
had watched him too closely not to have 
divined it. All was plain enough. The 
scales had fallen from his eyes ; he had 
come to doubt the wisdom of his choice ; 
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to distrust the smile of the enchantress, 
and with reason. In one fatal cast, 
rashly made, he had flung away his life; 
and now he repented his rashness. The 
poor serving-woman, who loved him 
better than she loved herself, looked at 
him and longed to help him, but could 
not find the way. What comfort had 
she to offer? If she spoke, what good 
would her words do? This:that he 
would be forced to answer them; and 
if he did not speak, his heart would 
surely break. So, praying Heaven to 
guide her, she went out and stopped 
him in his walk. 
"My master," she began ; "never have 
I seen you so unhappy. What is it now 
that troubles you ?" 
He stared at her with shining eyes, 
dry and tearless. 
"Nothing," he answered. "Nothing." 
The tears were in her eyes. "Oh, 
my poor master !" she sighed, mourn- 
fully. But he blushed by her, and was 
gone again, muttering to himself. 
"My wife !" she heard him say. 
Then there came a shout of triumph, 
and the painter dashed out upon them 
with the drawing in his hand. 
"See ! " he cried. "I have surpassed 
myself. Who will dare to tell me this 
is not worthy of her ?" 
In that glowing moment of success 
he had no thought beyond his work. 
The doctor took the paper, while Leo- 
nardo, passing behind him and leaning 
upon his shoulder, failed to note with 
what trouble he regarded it. 
Modesta looked on, silently. They 
made a picture in themselves against a 
background of the vine-leaves, as if they 
had been posed for embodiments of 
light and darkness. Light gleamed in 
the painter's rose-hued silken mantle, 
in his flushed cheek, his joyous eyes. 
He was all aflame. In the other all was 
clouded, cold. 
But the hand of genius has a strength 
that cannot be resisted ; and it held her 
master now. Slowly, the light illumined 
him. His face brightened, until it re- 
flected the painter's look of exultation. 
"It is wonderful !" he whispered. 
" Caro mio !" said that other master 
there behind him. "This is a fortunate 
hour for us both--we must not let it 
slip. I will go home, and get my colors ; 

then make the portrait--finish it, while 
the light lasts. Think, amico: this day's 
work will hang upon some wall in Flor- 
ence, ages hence when we are only mem- 
ories. And all the painters of the world 
will bow before it. They will say: 'See 
how one brushmark, tracing out a wom- 
an's smile, gave poor Da Vinci his un- 
dying fame! Look at Leonardo's mas- 
terpiece---Iovina, Maestro Ambrogio's 
wife ! '" 
"Yes," returned the doctor, eagerly. 
"The colors--bring the colors, noble 
Leonardo." 
The painter hurried off, catching as 
he went a note of laughing music, and 
singing his own song to it. For in the 
house Gentile's lute played on. 
Then, as the doctor listened, his face 
grew dull and grave again. The old 
dark thought possessed him wholly. 
The lovely drawing slipped from his 
hand, falling face downward in the earth. 
He let it lie there, and, turning away, 
he flung himself upon one of the garden- 
benches, hiding his own face. 
The silent witness, whom he had for- 
gotten, now forgot herself. Overcome 
with his despair, she knew neither what 
she said nor what she did; but, rushing 
forward, knelt beside him, and poured 
out her inlnost soul in a flood of uncon- 
sidered words. 
"Master, why did you marry her ? 
She has brought ruin upon the house; 
she cares for nothing that is good ; she 
never goes to church, never says a 
prayer ; she is a pagan, a demon. How 
has she ensnared you ?" 
"Modesta, Modesta ! What words are 
these ?" 
"I cannot help it---I cannot bear it 
longer. Why did you go so far to b14ng 
her home ? he i-not like other,wom- 
en. Maestro io, she has no heart, no 
tenderness. She is like the flower that 
sprung out of the ashes, beautiful, with- 
out its fragrance." 
She had risen nearly to her feet in her 
excitement, but Maestro Ambrogio now 
caught her by the wrist, and forced her 
back upon her knees. 
"hat do you mean ?" he asked. 
"Forgive me, master ; I forgot----" 
"Speak!" he continued, sharply. 
"Vhat flower do you mean ?" 
"The rose," replied Modesta. "The 
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dead rose that seemed to live again. 
Signo.r, it was not life, for life has sweet- 
ness m it. And she has none--she has 
no feeling, no kindness in her. She is 
like the rose." 
As though the woman had stabbed 
him to the heart, he released her with a 
moan of anguish. 
"Oh, had I known !" he cried, in a 
broken voice. "Of all men that ever 
breathed I am the most pitiable. It is 
true---it is true. She is like the rose." 
A light breeze caught the fallen paper, 
which fluttered to his feet. He stooped 
for the master's handiwork, considered 
it one moment, then tore it up, and gave 
it to the winds again; not angrily, but 
deliberately, with a look and gesture of 
the deepest sorrow. 
Modesta nodded approvingly. Then 
her eyes flashed. He should do more 
than this;such calm submission was 
intolerable. 
"Listen !" she cried. "My lady must 
have music. What cares she for your 
unhappiness ? The boy amuses her, and 
she smiles upon him. Ay ! Go on with 
it ; play and sing to her, do !" 
The words were hardly spoken, when 
the music stopped. The doctor rose 
and moved slowly toward the house with- 
out an answer to Modesta, who, accept- 
ing the silent rebuke, followed him 
meekly, but only to the window. 
The lute lay upon the floor. There 
was the painter's seat, there his empty 
easel ; and beyond, where he had posed 
her, half reclined the lovely figure he 
longed to make immortal. But now 
Gentile knelt beside her, drew her face 
down to his, and kissed it ; and she per- 
mitted this; she did not draw away; 
the golden ornament at her wrist shone 
throu'gh his dark curls, while she 
smoothed the hair upon his temples, idly 
but gently. In truth, the boy amused 
her, and she smiled upon him. 
A shadow came between them and the 
sunlight. With a cry of terror Gentile 
fled, unregarded. For Maestro Am- 
brogio went directly to his wife, and 
took her hand. 
"Come!" he said, gravely, in a tone 
of pity rather than of remonstrance. 
"Come with me!" 
She made no effort to resist him ; and 
with a firm step he led her out into the 

garden. While they crossed it, all the 
sunshine seemed to come from her. She 
caught its glory like a mirror, and gave 
it back in playful gleams ; then took it 
all away in one last, radiant smile, when 
they passed into the laboratory and the 
door shut behind them. She had out- 
done the flowers; they looked cold and 
colorless. The perfect moment of the 
day had passed. The hours now could 
only droop and die. 
What stillness in the house! The 
mute, unbidden guest, misfortune, had 
chosen it for his abode. Modesta barred 
the great door, and when the painter 
came she met him at the wicket, to put 
him off until the morrow with poor ex- 
cuses. He entreated, threatened her in- 
effectually. He begged at least to have 
his drawing, but she denied him even 
that; she dared not tell him it had been 
destroyed. One word answered every- 
thing. To-morrow he should see her 
master ; all would explain itself, all come 
right to-morrow. And while he pro- 
tested, she closed the loophole in his face. 
He went away and did not come again. 
There was no urther disturbance from 
without ; even the distant rumors of the 
city sunk to rest. The great blue si- 
lence overhead deepened and faded som- 
brely into the chilling pallor of the stars. 
Below, in the garden, the fireflies glanced 
about, the crickets droned;no other 
sound broke in upon the quiet of the 
night; no sign of life, no movement 
from the workshop ; there, too, all was 
black and still. 
Bolt upright in her chair, hour by 
hour, Modesta sat and told her beads. 
From intervals of uneasy slumber in 
which she heard her master's voice call- 
ing her, she started up to listen breath- 
lessly, to drop back and pray herself to 
sleep again. At last she felt sure that 
she had not been dreaming. "Modes- 
ta! Modesta!" the cry of distress came 
sharply and clearly, bringing her to her 
feet with an answering cry. But now 
the cool, gray tint of morning met her 
eyes. The drowsy notes of night were 
hushed. She could hear the twitter of 
the waking swallows ; but nothing else. 
She went to the laboratory door, and 
knocked repeatedly--then tried the 
latch ; it yielded, and she stood for the 
first time on that forbidden ground. 
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The place was like some dream of a 
disordered mind. Piles of mouldy 
books, loose parchment leaves, yellow 
and illegible ; flasks of metal, incrusted 
and corroded into fantastic shapes and 
colors; swollen monsters of glass with 
slender necks, emitting dull phosphoric 
light, or bearing old stains of substances 
long since distilled ; mortars, and heaps 
of pounded drugs;fossils, and charts, 
and livid specimens in bottles; these 
things and more were huddled together 
in motley groups, or flung aside neg- 
lected. And in the midst of all, by the 
door of the furnace, which was choked 
with dying embers, crouched Maestro 
Ambrogio. 
He seemed to have dropped asleep 
with his hand upon the bellows; they 
had fallen close beside him. The air of 
the room was full of dust, through which 
Modesta made her way with timid steps, 
hesitating to disturb her master, shrink- 
ing from the surrounding objects, yet 
eager to examine them. She stopped 
half stifled, drew back for freer breath, 
returned, went on. She could see more 
clearly now. Maestro Ambrogio was 
alone. Where then was her mistress .9 
What had he done with her .9 At the 
form into which the question shaped it- 
self Modestu stood still, trembling. 
Here, close by, was the carved chest 
which had aroused her curiosity, long 
ago. At that moment, through the little 
window to which she had climbed in 
former days, the first sunbeams slanted 
down. She saw at her feet a stone tab- 
let, rudely inscribed with records of a 
dead peoplemshe remembered others 
like it, unearthed among her own moun- 
tains ; and on the lid of the coffer at her 
side, she saw a sculptured fi-mre, in high 
relief, perfect in form and featuremthe 
graven image of the stranger who had 
brought ill luck upon the house, the 
woman with the pagan name. 
There she lay asleep, as Modesta had 
first seen her, with the clinging gar- 
ment, the veil about her head, the orna- 

ment at her wrist. And her lips had 
the same enchanting smile upon them ; 
it was hard to believe that they were 
cut in alabaster. This seemed to be 
living statue of one who in life hal only 
seemed to live. 
What did the chest hold .9 Modesta 
must know that; now was the very 
time. She tugged at the lid with 
her might, but could not raise it. 
Slowly, without noise, she pushed and 
pushed again, sliding it aside. Ashes 
theremand nothing else; ashes, fine as 
dust; stay, something more, on which 
the sun's rays glittered. It was the 
twisted thread of gold that Maestro 
Ambrogio's wife had worn. 
With a cry Modesta staggered back; 
then, to save herself, caught at the ala- 
baster cover which toppled and fell, 
dashing itself into a thousand pieces. 
Dust and ashes mingled in a thicker 
cloud. The room woke to life. Mice 
scampered across it, squeaking; spiders 
fled to hide themselves; a bat flew wild- 
ly in and out of the dark corners. The 
embers of the furnace rattled down, and 
flickered into flame ; while poor Modes- 
ta waited with downcast eyes for her 
master's angry word. It did not come, 
and she looked up. The firelight flashed 
upon his face. It was a death-mask. The 
days of his reproof were over. All the 
vexations of the world were done for him. 

Modesta returned to her native hills 
of the Mugello, and for many winters 
more her master's dead face haunted 
her, as the look he could never catch 
haunted the great painter all his life. 
It was a life of wandering, and he died 
in lrance years afterward. The pictttre 
he longed to make was never finished. 
But between him and every woman's 
face lie painted came that mysterious 
remembrance, which, in spite of himself, 
his brush recorded. The world saw it, 
named it, handed down the name; and, 
to this day, we know it as the smile of 
Leonardo. 
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days of the year are called cloudy, and 
on only three of these is the sun como 
pletely hidden all day long. In the 
summer, Athens suffers from drought, 
and the wind drives the fine dust in suf- 
focating clouds. The dryness of the 
air tends to the preservation of the mar- 
ble statues and temples, which do not 
become moss-grown and corroded as in 
America, but take on a golden patina. 
The mean temperature of Athens is 
62  F., nearly that of Corfu, Gibraltar, 
or the Bermudas--three degrees higher 
than that of Lisbon ; but it is colder in 
winter, and much warmer in summer. 
The difference between the temperature 
of January and that of July, according 
to the thermometer, is about three- 
fourths the difference between the tem- 
perature of the same months in New 
York City. But both the cold and the 
heat of Athens are very piercing. Lit- 
tie snow falls in Attica; most of it 
melts before reaching the ground; but 
the fierce wind drives the sand in storms 
in winter as it does in summer. 
In spite of the chilly months of win- 
ter, Greek life is in the open air. The 
houses are built for temporary shelter 
rather than for constant occupation. 
Many of the Greeks sleep in the open 
air during the summer months. Their 
gatherings for amusement are on the 
open squares. The artisans and traders 
pursue their calling in the streets, not 
infrequently occupying all of the side- 
walk. From the Acropolis of Athens, 
one looks down into a multitude of lit- 
tle courts, and sees the importance of 
these for the family life. 

In the spring-time, many villages and 
hamlets have gatherings for dancing in 
the open air. The dance at Megara 
has attracted so much admiration that a 
special train is sent from Athens on 
Easter Tuesday, for the accommodation 
of those who wish to see the gay cos- 
tumes, bright faces, and curious dance. 
This festival at hlegara has become a 
public display. One afternoon, on my 
way back to Athens from the ruins of the 
fortress of 1)hyle, I saw a similar dance 
before the village church of Khasih. 
There the people seemed almost jealous 
of the presence of foreigners. 
On Easter ]Ionday, two years ago, 

as I strolled along the shore of the bay 
of Salamis, I saw a small sail-boat just 
putting off. I huffed the skipper and 
he took me on board. A fresh breeze 
brought us to the island in ten minutes. 
After an examination of one or two topo- 
graphical questions, I strolled at random 
along a path through the fields. 1)re- 
sently I found myself within a hamlet. 
The passages between the houses were 
lined by high walls; they were not in- 
tended for vehicles, and had not been 
trodden by horses. No house had a 
window or door opening on the street, 
but an occasional gate ajar gave me a 
glimpse into a courtyard where the fam- 
ily lived. Opposite the entrance was a 
chicken-coop or an oven (shaped like a 
beehive). The houses had been newly 
whitewashed, in honor of the Easter 
season, and the vertical part of the 
steps was washed with bright blue. I 
met only two men, and pursued my way. 
After many turns (the passage was as 
crooked as the streets of Venice), I came 
to the public square, which was about 
seventy feet each way. At two corners 
of this square, were sheds of cafS where 
groups of men were smoking, and: drink- 
mg a very resinous wine. A high wall 
formed the sides of the rest of the 
square ; only one narrow, wooden-shut- 
tered window was to be seen. Along 
three sides of the square, sat the ma- 
trons of the hamlet, with their babies 
and other young children--some sitting 
on a bench, others squatting on the 
ground. I evidently was the only on- 
looker who did not live in the village. 
I joined one of the groups of men and 
was very courteously received. They 
were eager for a comparison of customs. 
In the middle of the square was a ring 
or coil of maidens, the eldest perhaps 
twenty years of age, the youngest hard- 
ly more than five years old. ]qo two 
were dressed exactly alike, yet there 
was a general similarity of style. All 
wore long white skirts, some of delicate 
materials and others of heavy stuff. 
The overskirt, reaching to the knee, was 
dark and full, hanging in many folds. 
A broad belt of silk hung below the 
waist. An elaborate apron of great var- 
iety of color and decoration, reached 
nearly to the ankles. Each maiden wore 
a closely-fitting vest, generally of red, 
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gilt. This was 
cut low and 
round in front, and served as stays. 
Over the upper part of the breast hung 
a little stomacher, on which were strung 
jingling gold and silver coins, the girl's 
chief dowry. Over and around the head 
(sometime covering the lower part of 
the face), was wrapped a gay kerchief. 
Seven of the girls, however, who always 
stood near the head of the line, wore 
veils of white tissue. The maidens' 
sleeves showed no organic connection 
with any outer garment ; they fitted the 
arm closely, and were of some silk stuff, 
with stripes running around the arm. 
Most of the girls wore slippers, but a few 
were barefoot. The whole costume was 
bright with harmonious colors. 
About sixty of these maidens danced 
together, with arms interlaced in a dou- 
ble line, for hours. The dance was led 
by one or two young men at the head of 
the line--attached to the maidens only 
by means of a handkerchief! The mu- 
sic was only the humming of the girls, 
rarely did the words of the song be- 
come really aiculate. The steps were 
simple, generally three forward, followed 
.by three back obliquely, so as to move 
m a circle. 
I sav no "mixed dances " of men and 
women in Greece, though these have 
been imported to the cities. The men, 
however, as in Homer's day, have their 
own dances, which are much more vig- 
orous than those of the girls. 
Greek houses are never built in many 
stories, like the houses of Italian cities. 
The people are not fond of climbing 
VOL. IV.--7 

stairs, and some have a wholesome dread 
of earthquakes, which have caused dev- 
astation in many parts of Greece. Even 
the narrow streets of Athens are not 
dark ; the)- are cosey rather than gloomy. 
In Sparta and Messenia, the sides and 
roofs of many houses are made of bam- 
boo-Eke reeds, well plastered with mud. 
In l%loponnesus, generally, the ground 
floor of the dwelling is used as a store- 
house and stable, while the living-rooms 
are reached by an outer staircase. Many 
of the peasants' huts are barren and 
comfortless. A violent storm drove us 
one afternoon to accept the shelter freely 
offered us in the best of a small group 
of cottages. A heap of dry furze divided 
the hut into two rooms, into one of 
which our horses were led, to the place 
of the family donkey. The family room 
had no floor, chimney, nor windows ; no 
chair, table, nor bed. An aged man lay 
near the fire, two small children were 
playing with kids, which evidently dis- 
liked the smoke ; a baby lay in a trough, 
which doubtless served also, on occa- 
sion, for a bread bowl. The mother of 
the children exerted herself to put dry 
shrubs upon the fire, and make us com- 
fortable. Her husband was with the 
army in Thessaly, on the Turkish fron- 
tier. 
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national dress, although it was origin- 
ally Albanian. In the country the rustic 
dress is more picturesque. The home- 
made garments of coarse cloth, of goat- 
skins and sheepskins are attractive to 
the eye, even when ragged and stained. 
Capuchin cloaks are commonly worn by 
the men in cool weather, the hood being 
drawn over the head in a storm. These 
serve as mantles by day and blankets by 
night. 
The women in the country are dressed 
very simply on ordinary occasions, but 
are perhaps more extravagant in dress 
for special occasions than in anything 
else. Hats and bonnets are almost un- 
known except in towns; ladies often 
wear a long veil-like wrap, or the fez, of 

which the red is very becoming as it lies 
on their dark hair ; women of the lower 
classes often bind a kerchief about the 
head. A face-cloth may conceal the low- 
er part of the face from strangers. 
Women are still kept in half-oriental 
seclusion. They have a retired gallery 
in the churches. They may perform 

hard labor in the fields, but they do not 
go freely upon the streets. Peasant 
girls shrink from going out to service, 

and much 
domestic 
by boys. " .,..;:.. .:: .-" 
Greek wo- 
men of the 
lower classes 
are seldom 
beautiful; if :. ''" 
they ever 
have beauty 
as girls' they .,i;(   
lose it under 
the hard- 
of their ; 
ships 
life. T h e y . :.-.. 
carry heavy Greek Maiden. 
burdens. 

Near Eleusis I met a dozen young 
women carrying kegs of water, each 
crouching under the load. The lads, 
on the other hand, are tall, straight, 
and dignified. Their dress is often 
much like that of their sisters, and more 
than once I exclaimed at the beauty of a 
maiden who proved to be a shepherd lad. 
The Greek ladies of Athens incline to 
a full habit, and most would appear to 
better advantage in the more flowing 
robes of the country dress than in the 
close-fitting Parisian costume. 

Travel in Greece has never been so 
comfortable and easy as now. At the 
close of the Greek war for independence, 
not much more than half a century ago, 
hardly a wheeled vehicle or a mile of road 
passable for wagons remained in the 
country. The Turks had destroyed the 
roads and the bridges. One of the first 
plans of the new government was for 
the construction of roads; but the work 
went on very slowly. One of the wit- 
tiest bits in About's extravaganza, "The 
King of the Mountains," is the charge 
made by the brigand chief for "repairs 
on the road to Thebes, which had become 
impassable, and on which we no longer 
found travellers to arrest!" Highways 
in Greece are very expensive ; they are 
said to cost, on the average, $3,000 per 
mile. But they are often very rough, 
and poorly macadamized. The pieces 
of broken stone are so large that driv- 
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ers avoid them. Public conveyances are 
few. An omnibus runs between Athens 
and Thebes, and another between Thebes 
and Lebadea ; but these lumbering vehi- 
cles run (if that is a correct term to ap- 
ply) by night, in order to avoid the heat 
of the day. Thus the traveller has no 
view of the country to console him for the 
many discomforts of the ride. Another 
omnibus conveys passengers from Argos 
to Tripolitza, but spends thir- 
teen hours in going thirty miles. 
A definite course of travel in 
Peloponnesus has been fixed by 
custom during the last few years, 
but many detours are possible. 
The first part of the journey from 
Athens can be taken by railroad. 
I had the honor of buying the 
first ticket ever sold to Mycenm. 
Leaving Athens at half-past sev- 
en o'clock in the morning, our 
train reached Eleusis an hour 
later, and Megara (where we 
stopped ten minutes for refresh- 
ments !) at half-past nine, and 
Corinth soon after eleven. Leav- 
ing Corinth at noon, we stopped 
at Nemea at two P.., and half 
an hour later at Mycenm. We 
spent the afternoon among the 
ruins, and took an evening train 
to Nauplia, an hour's ride further 
on. Nauplia [p. 62] forms a con- 
venient centre for two or three 
days' excursions. It was the 
first capital of the Greek kingdom. It 
still retains some remnants of dignity, 
and possesses an endurable inn. 
From Nauplia the traveller drives part 
of the way, and walks the rest, to the 
sanctuary and theatre of Epidaurus. 
This theatre was designed by one of the 
most famous of the sculptors of Greece, 
Polycletus, and is preserved in its orig- 
inal form (though without the stage 
building), with round orchestra. The 
railroad train from Nauplia carries the 
traveller conveniently-to Argos, where 
the ancient citadel, Jarissa, rises 1,000 
feet above the level plain. On the east- 
ern side of this hill are the remains of 
the seats of the old theatre, famous now 
as the meeting place of one of the early 
National Assemblies, in 18"29. Argos 
itself has little of interest to show. The 
houses are mostly low, of rough stone 

daubed with mud. In the business part 
of the town the shops throw open their 
wooden shutters, and the customer 
stands in the street to make his ptu-- 
chase. I was there one Saturday mo-- 
ing when the country people came to 
town with their produce. The market- 
place was crowded with a mot- 
ley throng. Lambs and kids, 
eggs and cheese, and loads of 

In Holiday Dress. 

l! :" 
-., . 

dry shrubs to be used as fuel, were the 
most important articles brought from 
the country, while gay kerchiefs for the 
women's heads, and thread and needles, 
were exposed to attract buyers. 
Tiryns, with the most famous ancient 
walls of Greece, is about half-wa.v be- 
tween Argos and Nauplia. The railway 
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station is just across the road from the 
ruins. 
If the traveller desires to see more of 
Peloponnesus than this glimpse of Ar- 
golis, three courses are open to him. 
He can take a dragoman, who will pro- 
vide tent, beds, and provisions; in this 
case he will have more comfort, but will 
have to pay a larger sum, and will see less 
of the life of the people. This was the 
customary mode of travel for foreigners 
in Greece, as in Palestine, a few years ago. 
If the traveller has strength of body 
and a fair acquaintance with the modern 
language, and is indifferent to creature 
comforts, he cun see the country and the 
people to the best advantage by shoul- 
dering his knapsack and setting out by 
himself, trusting to his Bdeker's Guide, 
his Pausanias, and the courteous hospi- 
tality of the people. 
Most travellers now prefer a middle 
course. They hire an agoyiatis (mule- 

are unknown. Angelis knows well where 
the best accommodations can be found ; 
and where he foresees a barren country, 
he makes provision of the most neces- 
sary stores; but he does not fully com- 
prehend as yet the cravings of an Amer- 
ican body. He is trusty and strong, 
quick as a flash at an emergency ; he is 
handsome, withal;an ideal William 
Tell. His face is as thoughtful as if he 
had more learning. His assistant, Athan- 
asius, was a mercurial little fellow, who 
was continually showing his beautiful 
white teeth, which contrasted well with 
his black whiskers. The horses were 
not worthy of the men. Their on, but 
redeeming, virtue was that they were 
sure-footed. They climbed over rocks 
like cats, and had excellent judgment as 
to the best paths. But they bit and 
kicked everyone (except their riders) who 
came near them. Horses and dogs are 
ill-trained in Greece. We were some- 
what helpless when seat- 
  ed upon these horses. 
  Our saddles were the 
Greek pack-s,ddle, which 
does not fit the human 
 figure. A loop of rope 
served as one stirrup; 
_  rope halter 'as our 
__  only bridle. The steeds 
did not recognize the 
authority of tleir rid- 
ers; they accepted or- 
ders only from their mas- 
ters, who trudged along 
behind. Our pace was 
gentle, which afforded us 
the better opportunity to 
enjoy the country. But 
occasionally a fit of zeal 
would seize our ago'i- 
atis, who would steal up 
without waing and lash my horse, 
which unfortunately was accustomed to 
the last place in the line. My beast natu- 
rally tried to press past the other horses, 
and a conflict arose which seemed to be 
most fierce and vicious when we were 
on a specially rough or precipitous part 
of the path. A favorite amusement of 
one guide was to vind his whip-lash 
around the hind legs of my horse ; this 
did not increase his speed, but stimu- 
lated him to persevere in his habit of 
standing on his forelegs. 

Mount Lycabettus, behind Athens. 

teer}, who charges a fixed sum per day 
for himself and his beust, and under- 
takes to be both guide and assistant. 
The German archmologists have trained 
one of these men to unite many of the 
most valuuble qualities of dragoman and 
agoyiatis. This Angelis Cosmopulos, 
who was one of the overseers in the ex- 
cavations at Olympia, has been over the 
principal routes of Peloponnesus many 
times. Only once did I know him to be 
perplexed as to the right path, although 
the ways were devious and guide-posts 
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west, and -all roads between Northern More than one-fifth of the men of 
and Southern Greece meet there. The Greece (210,000) are peasants; about 
remains of old Corinth (at the foot of one-twentieth are shepherds ; 34,000 are 
Acrocorinthus, which rises nearly 2,000 shopkeepers ; 38,000 workmen ; 1,700 
feet above the plain) were destroyed by lawyers ; 7,600 government officials ; 

Citadel of Argos. 

an earthquake thirty years ago. New 
Corinth was built near the western shore, 
and is a barren, uninteresting town. 
Another important public work is the 
draining of the Stwnphalian Lake in 
Arcadia, and part of'Lake Copas in Boe- 
otia. Both of these are connected with 
the sea by underground channels, which 
were kept open by the ancients, but which 
have become clogged. The opening of 
these pssages will m,ke available for 
tillage a large amount of most fertile 
land, and remove a fruitful source of 
malariu from the surrounding country. 
The dama,e of Lak 
 "  e Stymphalus is to 
be macle useful further in the irrigation 
of the thirsty Argive plain. 
The most important trade of Greece 
is with England. The American trade 
is insignificant. A cargo of American 
agricultural implements was a losing 
venture ; but American kerosene oil and 
sewing-machines are used, and in a lit- 
tle Arcadian shop I saw shelves full of 
Chicago canned meats and California 
fruits. 

8,000 priests and monks. The census 
reckons only about 5,000 women as 
workwomen. The lawyers naturally are 
gathered in the towns. Nauplia is said 
to have one lawyer to every hundred 
inhabitants! The Greeks do not take 
kindly to factory life; ma3" they long be 
preserved from it ! They choose to live 
in the open air. If th lower classes 
come o America, they will prefer keep- 
ing fruit and peanut stands to work in 
mills or on railroads. 

The Greeks are the most fa-ugal and 
temperate people of Europe. Gluttony 
and drunkenness are rare vices among 
them. Their diet is such as it was two 
thousand years ago. They eat little 
meat; barley bread, goats  cheese, or 
black dried olives, and wine make up a 
bountiful repast. Bread and wine, or 
bread and leeks, folan many a man's 
dinner. Our agoyiatis nmnched raw 
beans with evident relish, as his lunch- 
eon. Maize is cultivated in some parts 
of the counh T, and is imported from 
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Italy ; but I never saw it properly treat- 
edmit is generally eaten half-cooked. 
A large number of herbs are boiled as 
"greens," and used in salads. Salt fish 
are prepared in some districts. Salt is 

and Sparta is now abundantly supplied 
with good water from the mountains. 
Water for drinking is peddled in Athens, 
as in some American cities, although 
fair water is brought in pipes, from the 

Acrocorinthus from the East, 

a government monopoly, and is very 
brown. Olive-oil serves as butter, cream, 
lard, and suet. The food is generally 
too oily for an American. Honey is of- 
ten used (as in ancient times) instead of 
sugar. Sweet milk is little used, but 
many preparations of curds are com- 
mort ; curds and sugar (ga;h'ti) are made 
into a toothsome dish. There are many 
varieties of Greek wine, but almost all 
are strong and fiery, and are tempered 
with water when they are drunk. Wine 
costs only a trifle (about eight cents per 
quart of excellent quality), but is seldom 
taken in excess. That used in the coun- 
try is generally treated with rosin, part- 
ly to preserve it, partly as being healthy, 
partly because the Greeks have become 
accustomed to it and like it so. Mas- 
ticha, an anisette liqueur, is a favorite 
drink. Tea is not used. Coffee is hey- 
er mixed with milk, but is served black, 
prepared with the fine grounds. Drink- 
ing water is scarce; the lack of it is a 
discomfort in travelling ; the guide-book 
advises quenching thirst with coffee, 
soup, and wine! The water at Argos, 
on a plain, is abominable; but no city 
in Europe, except Rome and some Swiss 
towns, is so well watered as Thebes, 

mountains. The bread is much like the 
black bread of Germanv. It is generally 
baked in public ovens, hough sometimes 
the out-door ovens are to be seen near 
the houses. Meat is expensive. Most of 
the beef is imported from the Black Sea. 
Lamb is the ordinary meat, especially in 
the season immediately following Lent. 
Goats' flesh is also used. To the modern 
as to the ancient Greek, meat is not food, 
but a relish. Servants often receive from 
their employers no food but bread and 
olives. 
But the Greeks are not without their 
dainties. Rice is much used with meat 
gravy, making an excellent pilaff. 
Chopped meat is rolled into croquettes, 
wrapped in young vine leaves, and fried. 
The best olives are much richer and 
higher flavored than those sold in Amer- 
ica. Rich sweetmeats are prepared 
from quinces and from other fruit. 
The offer of some sweetmeats is often 
among the first attentions paid to a 
guest. A delightful drink is made from 
the milk of the green almond. The rose- 
flavored lubumi is hardly equalled by 
any of our confectionery. In this con- 
nection, perhaps, I should mention the 
Greek tobacco, which is cheap and mild, 
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and has a fine flavor. The bubble- 
bubble argilehs are seen at the ca- 
f6s, but the Greeks generally smoke 
only cigarettes, which they roll for 
themselves very neatly. 
In other parts of Europe the poor- 
est classes live as plainly as the 
Greeks, with as little meat and as 
few luxuries; but nowhere in West- 
ern Europe do the owners of the 
land through large districts of the 
country live in such rude houses, 
with so little furniture and adorn- 
ment, and on such simple food. 

A temperate and frugal life does 
not conduce to many vices and crimes 
which are common in hot-blooded 
southern races. Taken as a whole, 
the Greeks are a moral and orderly 
people. The revolution which de- 
manded a constitution and the dis- 
missal of the ]3Kvarians, in 1843, and 
that which drove away King Otho, 
in 1862, were both bloodless. 

The vegetation of Greece embraces 
almost ever)- variety of plant and tree, 
from tropical to arctic. The unbo- 
tanical American is pleasantly sin'- 
prised to recognize so many familiar 
flowers--daisies, dandelions, violets, 
poppies, "star of ]3ethlehem," iris, 
and the like. Early in the spring the 
fields are bright with the red ane- 
mone, and later the grain fields show 
many poppies. As we are familiar 
with fields of daisies or dandelions, 
and large clumps of golden-rod, so 
the Greeks see on every hand parti- 
colored slopes with flowers in thick 
masses. On the hill which rises 
above Thoricus I could not step 
without treading on three or four 
kinds of flowers. The asphodel, with 
long branching stalks, is graceful and 
attractive when in bloom, but drear)" 
when in seed. The pliant acanthus 
is far more beautiful than its cousin, 
our thistle. The cytisus, which is a 
favorite food of the goats, has a rough, 
thick leaf, but its blossom bears a rude 
resemblance to our wild roses. Many 
of the flowers are so aronmtic in their 
fragrance that the honey may well be 
high flavored. The hills of Attica are 
covered with thyme. 
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The most important tree of Greece is 
the olive, of which there are about one 
million in the grove near Athens. The 
vines are becoming more and more im- 
portant as better processes of making 
wine are made familiar. The small 

Nauplia, from Tiryns. 

raisins, known to the trade as currants 
(from Corinth), form more than half of 
all the exports of the country. 
Most of the kingdom is sadly lacking 
in trees. Of European countries, Spain 
alone is more treeless than Greece. 
Many districts are now bare which were 
well wooded in classical times; while 
Plato saw clear indications that many 
mountains which were bare in his day 
had been covered once with forests. In 
the hot, dry summers, many a great fire 
is caused by the carelessness of the shep- 
herds; while this devastation is often 
charged upon the goatherds, whose goats 
love to browse on the young twigs which 
grow up after a fire. Monks have been 
accused of inciting the burning of some 
forests, in revenge for the expropria- 
tion of lands. At any rate, the forests 
have gone, and so much of the soil has 
been washed from the mountains, that 

trees can hardly find a foothold. The 
government endeavors to protect the 
trees, but its forestry force of seven hun- 
dred men is too small, and the laws are 
not sustained by the sentiment of the 
rural communities. But while Attica 
has only 
one forest 
remaining, 
_ -- in Western 
Arcadia I 
rode for 
-- five hours 
through a 
 thick wood 
of pines 
and firs, 
where not a 
shepherd's 
flock or hut was 
to be seen for the 
whole distance, and in 
Northwestern G r e e c e 
are other large districts 
........... given up to woods. 
Even in Attica, in fav- 
ored, well-watered spots, 
the great plane-trees are lux- 
uriant. 

The traveller is often rudely 
shocked by the contrast be- 
tween the reality of the pres- 
ent and the ideal picture of 
the ancient Arcadian life of the 
rm'al districts or the intellectual and ar- 
tistic life of Athens. But doubtless if 
we could be transported back to Ancient 
Greece, we should find much tliat would 
not please us in the daily life of the peo- 
p!e. Ien may say, "'Tis Greece, but liv- 
ing Greece no more ;" it is still an en- 
chanted land for me. No other civil- 
ized country withdraws the visitor so 
far from the ordinary routine of the 
present ; no other land affords so many 
suggestions of the life of the ancients 
from whom our civilization comes. I 
am sure that I understand Greek art 
better because of my life for a few weeks 
under the Athenian sky. A few days in 
Peloponnesus, and a few more in Cen- 
tral Greece, gave me a clearer compre- 
hension of Greek political history. The 
Homeric age seems more of a reality 
after a study of the ruins of Tiryns and 
Mycenee. The pe.storals of Theocritus 
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PART SECOND. 

Vo 

XD are you telling 
me the perfect 
truth when you 
say that Captain 
Crispin, was not 
there ?' 
411% "The, p e r f e c t 
rington straight- 
ened herself to her height, threw back 
her head and measured her interlocu- 
tress up and down ; this was one of the 
many ways in which it is to be sur- 
mised that she knew she looked very 
handsome indeed. Her interlocutress 
was her sister, and even in a discussion 
with a person long since under the 
charm she was not incapable of feeling 
that her beauty was a new advantage. 
On this occasion she had at first the air 
of depending upon it mainly to produce 
an effect upon Laura; then, after an 
instant's reflection, she determined to 
.arrive at her result in another way. 
She exchanged her expression of scolm 
(of resentment at her veracity being 
impugned) for a look of gentle amuse- 
ment; she smiled patiently, as if she 
remembered that of course Latu-a 
couldn't understand of what an imper- 
tinence she had been guilty. There 
was a quickness of perception and light- 
ness of hand which, to her sense, her 
American sister had never acquired; 
the girl's earnest, almost barbarous 
probity blinded her to the importance 
of certain pleasant little forms. "My 
poor child, the things you do say! One 
doesn't put a question about the perfect 
truth in a manner that implies that a 
person is telling a perfect lie. However, 
as it's only you, I don't mind satisfying 
your clumsy curiosity. I haven't the 
least idea whether Captain Crispin was 
there or not. I know nothing of his 
movements, and he doesn't keep me 
informed--why should he, poor nmn ? 

--of his whereabouts. He was not 
there for me--isn't that all that need 
interest you? As far as I was con- 
cerned he might have been at the North 
Pole. I neither saw him nor heard of 
him. I didn't see the end of his nose I" 
Selina continued, still with her wiser, 
tolerant brightness, looking straight 
into her sister's eyes. Her own were 
clear and lovely, and she was but little 
less handsome than if she had been 
proud and freezing. Laura wondered 
at her more and more; stupefied sus- 
pense was now almost the girl's constant 
state of mind. 
Mrs. Berrington had come back from 
Paris the day before, but had not pro- 
ceeded to Mellows the same night, 
though there was more than one train 
she might have taken. Neither had she 
gone to the house in Grosvenor Place, 
but had spent the night at an hotel. 
Her husband was absent again--he was 
supposed to be in Grosvenor Place, and 
they had not yet met. Little as she 
was a woman to admit that she had been 
in the wrong, she was known to have 
granted, later, that at this moment she 
had made a mistake in not going 
straight to her own house. It had 
given Lionel a sort of advantage--made 
it appear, perhaps, a little, that she had 
a bad conscience and was afraid to face 
him. But she had had her reasons for 
putting up at an hotel, and she didn't 
think it necessary to express them very 
definitely. She came home by a morn- 
ing train, the second day, and arrived 
before luncheon, of which meal she par- 
took in the company of her sister and in 
that of Miss Steer and the children, sent 
for in honor of the occasion. After 
luncheon she let the governess go, but 
kept Scratch and Parson--kept them on 
ever so long, in the morning-room, 
where she remained ; longer than she had 
ever kept them before. Laura was con- 
scious that she ought to have been pleased 
at this, but there was a perversity even 
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ingly. "Well, you are a poor dear inno- 
cent, after all. Lionel would be about 
as able to divorce me--even if I were 
the most abandoned of my sex--as he 
would be to write a poem." 
"I know nothing about that," said 
Laura. 
"So I perceive--as I also perceive that 
you must have shut your eyes very tight. 
Should you like to know a few of the 
reasons--heaven forbid I should attempt 
to go over them a11; there are millions! 
--why his hands are tied .9" 
"Not in the least." 
"Should you like to know that his 
own life is too vile for words, and that 
his impudence in talking about me 
would be sickening if it weren't gro- 
tesque .9" Selina went on, with increasing 
emotion. "Should you like me to tell 
you to what he has stooped--to the very 
gutter--and the cha,r, ming history of 
his relations with. 
"No, I don't want you to tell me any- 
thing of the sort," Laura interrupted. 
"Especially as you were just now so 
pained by the license of my allusions." 
"You listen to him, then--but it suits 
your purpose not to listen to me !" 
"Oh, Selina, Selina !" the girl almost 
shrieked, tm'ning away. 
"Where have yore" eyes been, or your 
senses, or your powers of observation ? 
You can be clever enough when it suits 
you !" Mrs. Berrington continued, 
throwing off another 15pple of derision. 
"And now, perhaps, as the carriage is 
waiting, you will let me go about my 
duties." 
Lmtra tin'ned again and stopped her, 
holding her arm as she passed toward 
the door. "Will you swear--will you 
swear by everything that is most sa- 
cred .9" 
"Will I swear what ?" And now she 
thought Selina visibly blanched. 
"That you didn't lay eyes on Captain 
Crispin in Paris." 
Mrs. Berrington hesitated, but only 
for an instant. "You are really too 
odious, but as you are pinching me to 
death I will swear, to get away from 
you. I never !aid eyes on him." 
The organs of vision which Mrs. Ber- 
rington was ready solemnly to declare 
that she had not misapplied were, as her 
sister looked into them, an abyss of 

indefinite prettiness. The girl had 
sounded them before without discover- 
ing a conscience at the bottom of them, 
and they had never helped any one to 
find out anything about their possessor 
except that she was one of the beauties 
of London. Even while Selina spoke 
Laura had a cold, horrible sense of not 
believing her, and at the same time a 
desire, colder still, to extract a reitera- 
tion of the pledge. Was it the assevera- 
tion of her innocence that she wished 
her to repeat, or only the attestation of 
her falsity ? One way or the other it 
seemed to her that she should settle 
something, and she went on, inexora- 
bly--" By our dear mother's memory-- 
by our poor father's ?" 
"By my mother's, by my father's," 
said Mrs. Berrington, "and by that of 
any other member of the family you 
like !" Laura let her go ; she had not 
been pinching her, as Selina described 
the pressure, but had clung to her with 
insistent hands. As she opened the 
door Selina said, in a changed voice: 
"I suppose it's no use to ask you if you 
care to drive to Plash." 
"No, thank you, I don't care--I shall 
take a walk." 
"I suppose, from that, that your 
friend Lady Davenant has gone." 
"1o, I think she is still there." 
"That's a bore!" Selina exclaimed, 
as she went off. 

VI. 

LAURA WING hastened to her room to 
prepare herself for her walk; but when 
she reached it she simply fell on her 
knees, shuddering, beside her bed. She 
buried her face in the soft counteq)ane 
of wadded silk; she remained there a 
long time, with a kind of aversion to 
lifting it again to the day. It burned 
with horror, and there was coolness in 
the smooth glaze of the silk. It seemed 
to her that she had been concelmed in a 
hideous transaction, and her uppemaost 
feeling was, strangely enough, that she 
was ashamed, not of her sister, but of 
herself. She didn't believe her--that 
was at the bottom of everything, and 
she had made her lie, she had brought 
out her perju_o', she had associated it 
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with the sacred images of the dead. 
She took no walk, she remained in her 
room, and quite late, towards six o'clock, 
she heard on the gravel, outside of her 
windows, the wheels of the carriage 
blinng back Mrs. Berrington. She 
had evidently been elsewhere as well as 
to tlash ; no doubt she had been to the 
vicarage--she was capable even of that. 
She could pay "duty-visits," like that 
(she called at the vicarage about three 
times a year), and she could go and be 
nice to her mother-in-law, with her fresh 
lips still fresher for the lie she had just 
told. For it was as definite as an ach- 
ing nerve to Laura that she didn't be- 
lieve her, and if she didn't believe her 
the words she had spoken were a lie. 
It was the lie, the lie to her, and which 
she had dragged out of her, that seemed 
to the girl the ugliest thing. If she had 
admitted her folly, if she had explained, 
attenuated, sophisticated, there would 
have been a difference in her favor; 
but now she was bad because she was 
hard. And she could make plans and 
clculate, she could act and do things 
for a particular effect. She could go 
straight to old Mrs. Berrington and to 
the parson's wife and his five daughters 
(ust as she had kept the children after 
luncheon, on purpose, so long) because 
that looked innocent and domestic and 
denoted a mind without a feather's 
weight upon it. 
A servant came to the young lady's 
door to tell her that tea was ready ; and 
on her asking who else was below (for 
she had heard the wheels of a second 
vehicle, ust after Selina's retina), she 
learned that Lionel had come back. At 
this news she requested that some tea 
should be brought to her roommshe de- 
termined not to go to dinner. When 
the dinner-hour came she sent down 
word that she had a headache, that she 
was going to bed. She wondered wheth- 
er Selina would come to her (she could 
forget disagreeable scenes amazingly); 
but her fervent hope that she would stay 
away was gratified. Indeed she would 
have another call upon her attention, if 
her meeting with her husband was half 
as much of a concussion as was to have 
been expected. Laura had found herself 
listening hard, after knowing that her 
brother-in-law was in the house; she 

hal expected to hear indications of vio- 
lence--loud cries or the sound of a scuf- 
fle. It was a matter of course to her 
that some dreadful scene hl not been 
slow to take place, something that dis- 
cretion should keep her out of, even if 
she had not been too sick. She didn't 
go to bed--partly because she didn't 
know what might happen in the house. 
But she was restless also for herself; 
things had reached a point when it seemed 
to her that she must make up her mind. 
She left her candles unlighted--she sat 
up till the small hours, in the glow of 
the fire. What had been settled by her 
scene with Selina was that worse things 
were to come (looking into her fire, as 
the night went on, she had a rare previs- 
ion of the catastrophe that hung over 
the house), and she considered, or tried 
to consider, what it would be best for 
her, in anticipation, to do. The first 
thing was to take flight. 
It may be related, without delay, that 
Laura Wing did not take flight, and 
that, though the circumstance detracts 
from the interest that should be felt in 
her character, she did not even make up 
her mind. That was not so easy, when 
action had to ensue. At the same time, 
she had not the excuse of a conviction 
that by not acting--that is, by not with- 
drawing from her brother-in-law's roof 
--she should be able to hold Selina up to 
her duty, to drag her back into the 
straight path. The hopes connected 
with that project were now a phase that 
she had left behind her; she had not, 
to-day, an illusion about her sister large 
enough to cover a sixpence. She had 
passed through the period of supersti- 
tion, which had lasted the longestthe 
time when it seemed to her (as at fit) 
a kind of profanity to doubt of Selina 
and judge her, the elder sister whose 
beauty and success she had ever been 
proud of, and who carried herself (though 
with the most good-natured fraterniz- 
ings) as one native to an upper air. She 
had called herself, in moments of early 
penitence for irrepressible suspicion, a 
little presumptuous prig ; so strange did 
it seem to her at first, the impulse of 
criticism in regard to her bright protec- 
tress. But the revolution was over, and 
she had a desolate, lonely freedom which 
struck her as not the most cynical thing 
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in the world only because Selina's be- 
havior was more so. She supposed she 
should learn, though she was afraid of 
the knowledge, what had passed between 
that lady and her husband while her vig- 
il ached itself away. But it appeared 
to her the next day, to her surprise, 
that nothing was changed in the situa- 
tion, save that Selina knew at present 
how much more she was suspected. As 
this had not a chastening effect upon 
. Berringt.on nothing had been gained 
by Laura's appeal to her. Whatever 
Lionel had said to his wife he said noth- 
ing to Laura ; he left her at perfect lib- 
erty to forget the subject he had opened 
up to her so luminously. This was very 
characteristic of his good-nature ; it had 
come over him that, after all, she wouldn't 
like it, and if the free use of the gray 
ponies could make up to her for the 
shock, she might order them every day 
in the week and banish the unpleasant 
conversation from her mind. 
Laura ordered the gray ponies very of- 
ten; she drove herself all over the country. 
She visited not only the neighboring 
but the distant poor, and she never went 
out without stopping for one of the 
vicar's five daughters. Mellows was now 
half the time full of visitom, and when it 
was not its master and mistress were 
staying with their friends, either togeth- 
er or singly. Sometimes (almost always 
when she was asked) Laura Wing accom- 
panied her sister, and on two or three 
occasions she paid an independent visit. 
Selina had often told her that she wished 
her to have her own friends, and the 
girl now felt a great desire to show her 
that she had them. She had arrived at 
nodecision whatever ; she had embraced, 
in intention, no particular course of ac- 
tion. She dz-ifted on, shutting her eyes, 
averting her head and, as it seemed 
to herself, hardening her heart. This 
admission will doubtless suggest to the 
reader that she was a weak, inconsequent, 
spasmodic young person, with a stand- 
ard not really, or at any rate not con- 
tinuously, high; and I have no desire 
that she shall appear an)hing but what 
she was. It must even be related of her 
that since she could not escape and live 
in lodgings and paint fans (there were 
reasons why this combination was im- 
possible) she determined to tl T and be 

happy in the given circumstances---to 
float in shallow water. She gave up the 
attempt to understand the queer modus 
vivendi at which her companions seemed 
to have arrived; she knew it was not 
final, but it served them sufficiently for 
the time, and if it served them why 
shouldn't it serve her, the dependent, 
impecunious, tolerated little sister, rep- 
resentative of the class whom it behoved 
above all to mind their own business ? 
The time was coming round when they 
would all move up to town, and there, in 
the crowd, with the added movement, 
the strain would be less and indifference 
easier. 
Whatever Lionel had said to his wife 
that evening, she had found something 
to say to him: that Laura could see, 
though not so much from any change in 
the simple expression of his little red face 
and in the vain bustle of his existence, as 
from the grand manner in hich Selina 
now carried herself. She was "smarter" 
than ever, and her waist was smaller, and 
her back straighter, and the fall of her 
shoulders finer ; her long eyes were more 
oddly charming, and the extreme de- 
tachment of her elbows from her sides 
conduced still more to the exhibition of 
her beautiful m-ms. So she floated, with 
a serenity not disturbed by a general 
lateness, through the interminable suc- 
cession of her engagements, tier pho- 
tographs were not to be purchased in 
the Burlington Arcade--she had kept 
out of that ; but she looked more than 
ever as they would have represented her 
if they had been obtainable there. 
There were times when Laura thought 
her brother-in-law's fmznless desistence 
too frivolous for nature; it even gave 
her a sense of deeper dangers. It was 
as if he had been digging away in the 
dark and they would all tumble into the 
hole. It happened to her to ask herself 
whether the things he had said to her 
the afternoon he came to her in the 
schoolroom had not all been blind folly, 
or brandy and soda, which came to the 
same thing, tIowever this might be, 
she was obliged to recoo-nize that the im- 
pression of brandy and soda had not 
again been given her. More striking 
still, however, was Selina's capacity to 
recover from shocks and condone impu- 
tations ; she kissed again--kissed Laura 
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--without tears, and proposed problems 
connected with the rearrangement of 
trimmings and of the flowers at dinner, 
as candidly--as earnestly--as if there 
had never been a sharper question be- 
tween them. Captain Crispin was not 
mentioned; much less, of course, so 
far as Laura was concerned, was he seen. 
But Lady Ringrose appeared ; she came 
down, once, for two days, during an ab- 
sence of Lionel's. Laura, to her sur- 
prise, found her no such Jezebel, but a 
clever little woman with a single eye- 
glass and short hair, who had read Lecky 
and could give her useful hints about 
water-colors; a tolerance that encour- 
aged the girl, for this was the direction 
in which it now seemed to her best that 
she herself should grow. 

VII. 

In Grosvenor Place, on Sunday after- 
noon, during the first weeks of the Sea- 
son, Mrs. Berrington was usually at 
home; this, indeed, was the only time 
when a visitor who had not made an 
pointment could hope to be admitted to 
her presence. Very few hours in the 
twenty-four did she spend in her own 
house. Gentlemen calling on these occa- 
sions rarely fotmd her sister : Mrs. Ber- 
rington had the field to herself. It was 
understood between the pair that Laura 
should take this time for going to see 
her old women;it was in this manner 
that Selina qualified the girl's indepen- 
dent social resources. The old women, 
however, were not a dozen in number ; 
they consisted mainly of Lady Davenant 
and the elder Mrs. Berrington, who had 
a house in Portman Street. Lady Dave- 
nant lived at Queen's Gate, and also was 
usually at home of a Sunday afternoon ; 
her visitors were not all men, like Selina 
Berrington's, and Laura's maidenly bon- 
net was not a false note in her drawing- 
room. Selina liked her sister, naturally 
enough, to make herself useful, but of 
late, somehow, they had grown rarer, 
the occasions that depended in any de- 
gree upon her aid, and she had never 
been much appealed to--though it would 
have seemed natural she should be--on 
behalf of the weekly circle of gentlemen. 
It came to be recognized on Selina's part 

that nature had dedicated her more to 
the relief of old women than to that of 
young men. Laura had a distinct sense 
of interfering with the free interchange 
of anecdote that went on at her sister's 
fireside ; the anecdotes were mostly such 
an immense secret that they couldn't be 
told fairly if she were there, and she had 
their privacy on her conscience. There 
was an exception, however ; when Selina 
expected Americans she naturally asked 
her to stay at home ; not, apparently, so 
much because their conversation would 
be good for her as because hers would be 
good for them. 
One Sunday, about the middle of 
May, Laura Wing prepared herself to 
go and see Lady Davenant, who had 
made a long absence from town at 
Easter, but who would now have re- 
turned. The weather was charming, 
she had from the first established her 
right to tread the London streets alone 
(if she was a poor girl she could have 
the detachment as well as the helpless- 
ness of it) and she promised herself the 
pleasure of a walk along the park, 
where the new grass was bright. A 
moment before she quitted the house 
her sister sent for her to the drawing- 
room; the servant gave her a note 
scrawled in pencil: "That man from 
New York is here--Mr. Wendover, who 
brought me the introduction the other 
day from the Schoolings. He's rather 
a dose--you must positively come down 
and talk to him. Take him out with 
you if you can." The description was 
not alluring, but Selina had never made 
a request of her to which the girl had 
not instantly responded: it seemed to 
her she was there for that. She joined 
the circle in the drawing-room and 
found that it consisted of five persons, 
one of whom was Lady Ringrose. Lady 
Ringrose was at all times and in all 
places a fitful apparition; she had des- 
cribed herself to Laura, during her 
visit at Mellows, as "a bird on the 
branch." She had no fixed habit of 
receiving on Sunday, she was in and 
out as she liked, and she was one of the 
few specimens of her sex who, in Gros- 
venor Place, ever turned up, as she 
said, on the occasions to which I allude. 
Of the three gentlemen two were known 
to Laura; she could have told you at 
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least that the big one, with the red hair, 
was in the Guards and the other in the 
Rifles; the latter looked like a rosy 
child, and as if he ought to be sent up 
to play with Scratch and Parson: his 
social nickname, indeed, was the Baby. 
Selina's admirers were of all ages--they 
ranged from infants to octogenarians. 
She introduced the third gentleman 
to her sister; a tall, fair, slender young 
man, who suggested that he had made 
a mistake in the shade of his tight, per- 
pendicular coat, ordering it of too light 
a blue. This added, however, to the 
candor of his appearance, and if he 
was a dose, as Selina had described 
him, he could only operate beneficently. 
There were moments when Laura's heart 
rather yearned towards her countrymen, 
and now, though she was preoccupied 
and a little disappointed at having 
been detained, she tried to like Mr. 
Wendover, whom her sister had com- 
pared invidiously, as it seemed to 
her, with her other companions. It 
struck her that his surface, at least, was 
as glossy as theirs. The Baby, whom 
she remembered to have heard spoken 
of as a dangerous flirt, was in conver- 
sation with Lady Ringrose, and the 
guardsman with Mrs. Berrington; so 
she did her best to entertain the Ameli- 
can visitor, as to whom any one could 
easily see (she thought) that he had 
brought a letter of introduction--he 
wished so to maintain the credit of 
those who had given it to him. Laura 
scarcely knew these people, American 
friends of her sister, who had spent a 
period of festivity in London and gone 
back across the sea before her own ad- 
vent; but Mr. Wendover gave her all 
possible information about them. lie 
lingered upon them, returned to them, 
corrected statements he had made at 
first, discoursed upon them, in short, 
earnestly and exhaustively, lie seemed 
to fear to leave them, lest he should find 
nothing again so good, and he indulged 
in a parallel that was almost elaborate 
between Miss Fanny and Miss Katie. 
Selina told her sister afterwards that 
she had overheard him--that he talked 
of them as if he had been a nursemaid ; 
upon which Laura defended the young 
man even to extravagance. She remind- 
ed her sister that people in London 

were always saying Lady Mary and 
Lady Susan ; why then shouldn't Ameri- 
cans use the Christian name, with the 
humbler prefix with which they had to 
content themselves ? There had been a 
time when Mrs. Berrington had been 
happy enough to be Miss Lina, even 
though she was the elder sister; and 
the girl liked to think there were still 
old friends--friends of the family, at 
home, for whom, even should she live 
to sixty years of spinsterhood, she 
wotfld never be anything but Miss 
Laura. This was as good as Donna 
Anna or Donna Elvira; English people 
could never call people as other people 
did, for fear of resembling the servants. 
Mr. Wendover was very attentive, as 
well as communicative ; however his let- 
ter might be regarded in Grosvenor 
Place he evidently took it very seriously 
himself ; but his eyes wandered consid- 
erably, none the less, to the other side 
of the room, and Laura felt that though 
he had often seen persons like her before 
(not that he betrayed this too crudely), 
he had never seen any one like Lad)- 
Ringrose. liis glance rested also on 
Mrs. Berrington, who, to do her justice, 
didn't show, by the way she returned it, 
that she wished her sister to get him 
out of the room. lier smile was partic- 
ularly pretty on Sunday afternoons, and 
he was welcome to enjoy it, as a part of 
the decoration of the place. Whether 
or no the young man should prove inter- 
esting, he was at any rate interested; 
indeed she afterwards learned that 
what Selina deprecated in him was the 
fact that he would eventually display a 
fatiguing intensity of observation. He 
would be one of the sort who noticed all 
kinds of little things--things she never 
saw or heard of--in the newspapers or 
in society, and would call upon her (a 
dreadful prospect), to explain or even to 
defend them. She hadn't come there to 
explain England to the Americans ; the 
more particularly as her life had been a 
burden to her during the first years of 
her marriage through her having to ex- 
plain America to the English. As for 
defending England to her countl-men 
she had much rather defend it fro 
them ; there were too many--too many 
for those who were already there. This 
was the class she wished to spare--she 
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didn't care about the English. They 
could obtain an eye for an eye, and a 
cutlet for a cutlet, by going over there ; 
which she had no desire to do--not for 
all the cutlets in Christendom ! 
When Mr. Wendover and Laura had 
at last cut loose from the Schoolings he 
let her know, confidentially, that he had 
come over really to see London : he had 
time, that year; he didn't know when he 
should have it again (if ever, as he said) 
and he had made up his mind that this 
was about the best use he could make 
of four months and a half. He had 
heard so much of it ; it was talked of so 
much to-day ; a man felt as if he ought 
to know something about it. Laura 
wished the others could hear that--that 
England was coming up, was making" 
her way at last to a place among" the 
topics of societies more universal. She 
thought Mr. Wendover, after all, remark- 
ably like an Englishman, in spite of his 
saying that he believed she had resided 
in London quite a time. He talked a 
great deal about things being character- 
istic, and wanted to know, lowering his 
voice to make the inquiry, whether Lady 
Ringrose were not particularly so. He 
had heard of her very often, he said ; and 
he observed that it was very interesting 
to see her ; he couldn't have used a dif- 
ferent tone if he had been speaking of 
the prime minister or the laureate. 
Laura didn't know what he had heard of 
Lady Ringrose ; she doubted whether it 
could be the same as what she had heard 
from her brother-in-law: if this had 
been the case he wouldn't have men- 
tioned it. She foresaw that his friends 
in London would have a good deal to do 
in the way of telling him whether this or 
that were characteristic or not ; he would 
go about in much the same way that 
English travellers did in America, fixing 
his attention mainly on society (he let 
Laura know that this was especially 
what he wished to go into) and neglect- 
ing the antiquities and sights, quite as 
if he didn't believe in their importance. 
He would ask questions it was impossi- 
ble to answer; as to whether, for in- 
stance, society were very different in 
the two countries. If you said yes you 
gave a wrong impression, and if you 
said no you didn't give a right one ; that 
was the kind of thing that Selina had 

suffered from. Laura found her new 
acquaintance, on the present occasion 
and later, more philosophically analytic 
of his impressions than those of her 
countrymen she had hitherto encoun- 
tered in her new home : the latter, in re- 
gard to such impressions, usually exhib- 
ited either a profane levity or a tendency 
to romantic mawkishness. 
Mrs. Berrington called out at last to 
Laura that she must not stay, if she 
had prepared herself to go out ; where- 
upon the girl, having nodded and smiled 
good-bye at the other members of the 
circle, took a more formal leave of Mr. 
Wendovermexpressed the hope, as an 
American girl does in such a case, that 
they should see him again. Selina asked 
him to come and dine, three days later ; 
which was as much as to say that re- 
lations might be suspended till then. 
Mr. Wendover took it so, and having 
accepted the invitation, he departed at 
the same time as Laura. He passed 
out of the house with her, and in the 
street she asked hiln which way he was 
going. He was too tender, but she liked 
him; he didn't deal in chaii, and that 
was a change that relieved hermshe had 
so often had to pay out that coin when 
she felt wretchedly poor. She hoped 
he would ask her leave to go with her 
the way she was going--and this not on 
particular but on general grounds. It 
would be American, it would remind 
her of old times, and she should like 
him to be as American as that. There 
was no reason for her taking so quick 
an interest in his nature, inasmuch as 
she hadn't fallen under his spell; but 
there were moments when she felt a 
whimsical desire to be reminded of the 
way people felt and acted at home. Mr. 
Wendover didn't disappoint her, and 
the bright chocolate-colored vista of 
the Fifth Avenue seemed to surge be- 
fore her as he said, "May I have the 
pleasure of making my direction the 
same as yours?" and moved round, 
systematically, to take his place between 
her and the curbstone. She had never 
walked much with young men in America 
(she had been brought up in the new 
school, the school of attendant maids 
and the avoidance of certain streets) 
and she had very often done so in Eng- 
land, in the country ; yet, as at the top 
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of Grosvenor Place she crossed over to 
the park, proposing they should take 
that way, the breath of her native land 
was in her nostrils. It was certainly 
only an American who could have the 
tension of Mr. Wendover ; his solemnity 
almost made her laugh, just as her eyes 
grew dull when people "slanged" each 
other, hilariously, in her sister's house ; 
but at the same time he gave her a feel- 
ing of high respectability. It would be 
respectable still if she were to go on 
with him indefinitely--if she never were 
to come home at all. He asked her after 
a while, as they went, whether he had 
violated the custom of the English in 
offering her his company; whether in 
that country a gentleman might walk 
with a young lady--the first time he 
saw her--not because their roads lay 
together but for the sake of the walk. 
"Why should it matter to me whether 
it is the custom of the English ? I am 
not English," said Laura Wing. Then 
her companion explained that he only 
wanted a general guidance--that with 
her (she was so kind) he had not the 
sense of having taken a liberty. The 
point was simply--and rather compre- 
hensively and strenuously he began to 
set forth the point. Laura interrupted 
him ; she said she didn't care about it, 
and he almost irritated her by telling her 
she was kind. She was, but she was not 
pleased at its being recognized so soon ; 
and he was still too heavy when he 
asked her whether she continued to go 
by American usage, didn't find that if 
one lived there one had to conform in 
a great many ways to the English. She 
was weary of the perpetual comparison, 
for she not only heard it from others-- 
she heard it a great deal from herself. 
She held that there were certain differ- 
ences you felt, if you belonged to one or 
the other nation, and that was the end 
of it ; there was no use trying to express 
them. Those you could express were 
not real, or not important ones, and were 
not worth talking about. Mr. Wend- 
over asked her if she liked English soci- 
ety and if it was superior to American, 
and if the tone were very high in Lon- 
don; she thought his questions "acade- 
mic "--the term she used to see applied 
in the Times to certain speeches in Par- 
liament. Bending his long leanness over 

her (she had never seen a man so slim ; 
his waist was almost as small as Selina's, 
and evidently he was not squeezed) and 
walking almost sidewise, to give her a 
proper attention, he struck her as inno- 
cent, as incapable of guessing that she 
had had a certain observation of life. 
They were talking about totally differ- 
ent things ; English society, as he asked 
her judgment upon it and she had hap- 
pened to see it, was an affair that he 
didn't suspect. If she were to give him 
that judgment it would be more than 
he, doubtless, bargained for; but she 
wouldn't do it to make him open his 
eye.-only to relieve herself. She had 
thought of that before, in regard to two 
or three pelons she had met--of the 
satisfaction of breaking out with some 
of her feelings. It wouldn't make much 
difference whether the person under- 
stood her or not ; the one who should 
do so best wouldn't understand every- 
thing. "I want to get out of it, please 
--out of the set I live in, the one I have 
tumbled into through my sister, the 
people you saw just now. There are 
thousands of people in London who are 
different from that and ever so much 
nicer; but I don't see them, I don't 
know how to get at them ; and after all, 
poor dear man, what power have you to 
help me ?" That was, in the last anal S- 
sis, the gist of what she had to say. 
Mr. Wendover asked her about Selina 
in the tone of a person who thought 
Irs. Berrington a very important phe- 
nomenon, and that, by itself, was irri- 
tating to Laura Wing. Important-- 
gracious heaven, no ! She might have 
to live with her, to hold her tongue 
about her; but at least she was not 
bound to exaggerate her significance. 
The young man didn't make use of the 
expression but she could see that he 
supposed Selina to be a professional 
beauty, and she guessed that as this 
product had not yet been domesticated 
in the western world the desire to be- 
hold it, after having read so much about 
it, had been one of the motives of Mr. 
Wendover's pilgrimage. Mrs. School- 
ing, who must have been a goose, haA 
told him that Mrs. Berrington, though 
transplanted, was the finest flower of a 
rich, ripe society, and as clever and ir- 
tuous as she was beautiful, lIeanwhile 
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Laura knew what Selina thought of Fan- 
ny Schooling and her incurable provin- 
ciality. "Now was that a good example 
of London talkmwhat I heard (I only 
heard a little of it, but the conversation 
was more general before you came in) 
in your sister's drawing-room ? I don't 
mean literary, intellectual talk--I sup- 
pose there are special places to hear 
that ; I mean--I mean" Mr. Wen- 
dover went on with a deliberation which 
gave his companion an opportunity to 
interrupt him. They had arrived at 
Lady Davenant's door, and she cut his 
meaning short. A fancy had taken her, 
on the spot, and the fact that it was in- 
congruous seemed only to recommend 
it. 
"If you want to hear London talk 
there will be some very good going on 
in here," she said. "If you would like 
to come in with me ?" 
"Oh, you are very kind I should be 
delighted," replied Mr. Wendover, emu- 
lating naturally her own candor. They 
stepped into the porch and the young 
man, anticipating his companion, lifted 
the knocker and gave a postman's rap. 
She laughed at him for this and he 
looked bewildered; the idea of taking 
him in with her had become agreeably 
exhilarating. She explained to him who 
Lady Davenant was, and that if he was 
in search of the characteristic it would 
be a pity he shouldn't know her; and 
then she added, before he could put the 
question : 
"And what I am doing is not in the 
least usual. No, it is not the custom 
for young ladies here to take strange 
gentlemen off to call on their friends the 
first time they see them." 
"So that Lady Davenant will think it 
rather extraordinary?" Mr. Wendover 
eagerly inquired; not as if that idea 
frightened him, but so that his observa- 
tion on this point should also be well 
founded. He had entered into Laura's 
proposal with complete sereni. 
"Oh, most extraordinary !" said Lau- 
ra, as they went in. The old lady, how- 
ever, concealed such surprise as she may 
have felt, and greeted Mr. Wendover as 
if he were any one of fifty familiars. 
She took him altogether for granted, 
and asked him no questions about his 
arrival, his departure, his hotel, or his 

business in England. He noticed, as he 
afterwards confided to Laura, her omis- 
sion of these forms; but he was not 
wotmded by it-he only made a mark 
against it as an illustration of the differ- 
ence between English and American man- 
ners : in New York people always asked 
the arriving stranger the first thing about 
the steamer and the hotel. Mr. Wendover 
appeared greatly impressed with Lady 
Davenant's antiquity, though he con- 
fessed to his companion, on a subse- 
quent occasion, that he thought her a 
little flippant, a little frivolous even, for 
her years. " Oh, yes," said the girl, on 
that occasion, "I have no doubt that 
you considered she talked too much, for 
one so old. In America old ladies sit 
silent and listen to the young." Mr. 
Wendover stared a little and replied to 
this that with her with Laura Wing-- 
it was impossible to tell which side she 
was on, the American or the English: 
sometimes she seemed to take one, 
sometimes the other. At any rate, he 
added, smiling, with regard to the other 
great division it was easy to see--she 
was on the side of the old. "Of course 
I am," she said; "when one is old!" 
And then he inquired, according to his 
wont, if she were thought so in England, 
and she answered that it was England 
that had made her so. 
Lady Davenant's bright drawing-room 
was filled with mementoes, and especially 
with a collection of portraits of distin- 
guished people, mainly fine old prints 
with signatures, an array of precious 
autographs. "Oh, it's a cemetery," she 
said, when the young man asked her 
some question about one of the pict- 
ures ; " they are my contemporaries, 
they are all dead, and those things are 
the tomb-stones, with the inscriptions. 
I'm the grave-digger, I look after the 
place and try to keep it a little tidy. I 
have dug my own little hole," she went 
on, to Laura, "and when you are sent for 
you must come and put me in." This 
evocation of mortality led Mr. Wend- 
over to ask her if she had known Charles 
Lamb ; at which she stared foran instant, 
replying : "Dear me, no--one didn't 
meet him." 
"Oh, I meant to say Lord Byron," 
said Mr. Wendover. 
"Bless me, yes; I was in love with 
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him. But he didn't notice me, fortu- 
natelymwe were so many. He was 
very nice-looking, but he was very vul- 
gar." Lady Davenant talked to Laura 
as if Mr. Wendover had not been there ; 
or, rather, as if his interests and knowl- 
edge were identical with hers. Before 
they went away the young man asked her 
if she had known Garrick, and she re- 
plied: "Oh, dear, no, we didn't have 
them in our houses, in those days." 
"He must have been dead long before 
you were born !" Laura exclaimed. 
"I dare say ; but one used to hear of 
"I think I meant Edmund Kean," said 
Mr. Wendover. 
"You make little mistakes of a cen- 
tury or two," Laura Wing remarked, 
laughing. She felt now as if she had 
known Mr. Wendover a long time. 
"Oh, he was very clever," said Lady 
Davenant. 
"Very magnetic, I suppose," Mr. 
Wendover went on. 
"What's that? I believe he used to 
get tipsy." 
"Perhaps you don't use that expres- 
sion in England ?" Laura's companion 
inquired. 
"Oh, I dare say we do, if it's Ameri- 
can ; we talk American now. You seem 
very good-natured people, but such a jar- 
gon as you do speak!" 
"I like your way, Lady Davenant," said 
Mr. Wendover, benevolently, smiling. 
"You might do worse," cried the old 
woman, and then she added: "Please 
go out !" They were taking leave of her, 
but she kept Laura's hand and, for the 
young man, nodded, with decision, at 
the open door. " Now, wouldn't he 
do ?" she asked, after Ir. Wendover 
had passed into the hall. 
"Do for what ?" 
"For a husband, of course." 
"For a husband---for whom ?" 
" Whymfor me," said Lady Davenant. 
"I don't know I think he might tire 
yOU." 
"Ohmif he's tiresome !" the old lady 
continued, smiling at the girl. 
"I think he's very good," said Laura. 
"Well, then, he'll do." 
"Ah, perhaps you won't !" Laura ex- 
claimed, smiling back at her and turn- 
ing away. 

VIII. 

SHE was of a serious turn by nature, 
and, unlike many serious people, she 
made no particular study of the art of 
being gay. Had her circumstances been 
different she might have done so, but 
she lived in a merry house (heaven save 
the mark! as she used to say), and 
therefore was not driven to amuse her- 
self for conscience sake. The diversions 
she sought were of a serious cast, and 
she liked those best which showed most 
the note of difference from Selina's in- 
terests and Lionel's. She felt that she 
was most divergent when she attempted 
to cultivate her mind, and it was a 
branch of such cultivation to visit the 
curiosities, the antiquities, the monu- 
ments of London. She was fond of the 
Abbey and the British Museum--she 
had extended her researches as far as 
the Tower. She read the works of Mr. 
Jolm Timbs and made notes of the old 
corners of history that had not vet been 
abolishedmthe ]ouses in which great 
men had lived and died. She planned 
a general tour of inspection of the an- 
cient churches of the City and a pilgrim- 
age to the queer places commemorated 
by Dickens. It must be added that 
though her intentions were great her 
adventures had as yet been small. She 
had wanted for opportunity and inde- 
pendence; people had other things to 
do than to go with her, and it 'as not 
till she had been some time in the 
country, and till a good while after she 
had begun to go out alone, that she 
entered upon the privilege of visiting 
public institutions by herself. There 
were some aspects of London that 
frightened her, but there 'ere certain 
spots, such as the Poet's Corner in the 
Abbey, or the room of the Elgin mar- 
bles, where she liked better to be alone 
than not to have the right companion. 
At the time Mr. Wendover presented 
himself in Grosvenor Place she had be- 
gun to put in, as they said, a museum, 
or something of that sort, whenever she 
had a chance. Besides her idea that 
such places were sources of knowledge 
(it is to be feared that the poor gh-l's 
notions of knowledge were at once con- 
ventional and crude) hey were also 
occasions for detachment, an escape 
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from worrying thoughts. She forgot 
Selina and she "qualified" herself a 
littlemthough for what she hardly knew. 
The day lIr. Wendover dined in Gros- 
venor Place they talked about St. Paul's, 
which he expressed a desire to see, 
wishing to get some ideas of the past, 
as he said, in England, as well as of the 
present. Laura mentioned that she 
had spent half an hour, the summer be- 
fore, in the big black temple on Lud- 
gate Hill; whereupon he asked her if 
he might entertain the hope that--if 
it were not disagreeable to her to go 
again--she would serve as his guide 
there. She had taken him to see Lad), 
Davenant, who was so remarkable and 
worth a long journey, and now he 
should like to pay her back--to show 
her something. The difficulty would 
be that there was probably nothing she 
hadn't seen, but if she could think of 
anything he was completely at her ser- 
vice. They sat together at dinner, and 
she told him she would think of some- 
thing before the repast was over. A 
little while later she let him know that 
a charming place had occurred to her 
--a place to which she was afraid to go 
alone and where she should be grateful 
for a protector; she would tell him 
more about it afterwards. It was then 
settled between them that on a certain 
afternoon of the same week they would 
go to St. Paul's together, extending 
their rmnble as much further as they 
had time. Laura lowered her voice for 
this discussion, as if the range of allu- 
sion had had a kind of impropriety. 
She was now still more of the mind that 
Mr. Wendover was a good young man 
---he had such worthy eyes. His prin- 
cipal defect was that he treated all sub- 
jects as if they were equally important ; 
but that was perhaps better than treat- 
ing them with equal levity. If one took 
an interest in him one might not de- 
spair of teaching him to discriminate. 
Laura said nothing, at first, to her 
sister about her appointment with him ; 
the feelings with which she regarded 
Selina were not such as to make it easy 
for her to talk over matters of conduct, 
as it were, with this votary of pleasure 
at any price, or at any rate to report 
her arrangements to her as one would 
do to a person of fine judgment. All 

the same, as she had a horror of posi- 
tively hiding anything (Selina herself 
did that enough for two) it was her 
purpose to mention at luncheon, on the 
day of the event, that she had agreed 
to accompany Mr. Wendover to St. 
Paul's. It so happened, however, that 
Mrs. Berrington was not at home at this 
repast; Laura partook of it in the com- 
pany of Miss Steer and her yoking char- 
ges. It very often happened now that 
the sisters didn't meet in the morning, 
for Selina remained very late in her 
room, and there had been a considerable 
intermission of the girl's earlier cus- 
tom of visiting her there. It was Seli- 
na's habit to send forth from this frag- 
rant sanctuary little hierogl)Thic notes, 
in which she expressed her wishes or 
gave her directions for the day. On 
the molazing I speak of her maid put 
into Laura's hand one of these com- 
munications, which contained the words, 
"Please be sure and replace me with 
the children at lunch. I meant to give 
them that hour to-day. But I have a 
frantic appeal from Lady Watermouth ; 
she is worse, and beseeches me to come 
to her, so I rush for the 12.30 train." 
These lines required no answer, and 
Laura had no questions to ask about 
Lady Watermouth. She knew she was 
tiresomely ill, in exile, condemned to 
forego the diversions of the season and 
calling out to her friends, in a house she 
had taken for three months at Wey- 
bridge (for a certain particular air) 
where Selina had already been to see 
her. Selina's devotion to her appeared 
commendable--she had her so much on 
her mind. Laura had observed in her 
sister, in relation to other persons and 
objects, these sudden intensities of char- 
ity, and she had said to herself, watch- 
ing them--" Is it because she is bad ?m 
does she want to make up for it some- 
how and to buy herself off from the 
penalties ?" 
Mr. Wendover called for his cicerone 
and they agreed to go in a romantic, 
Bohemian manner (the young man was 
very docile and appreciative about this) 
walking the short distance to the Vic- 
toria Station and taking the mysterious 
underground railway. In the carnage 
she anticipated the inquiLv that she 
figured to helelf he would presently 
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care, to some eccentric and rather alarm- 
ing old travelled person. Our young 
friends wandered from room to room 
and thought everything queer and some 
few objects interesting; Mr. Wendover 
said it would be a very good place to 
find a thing you couldn't find anywhere 
else--it illustrated the prudent virtue of 
keeping. They took note of the sarco- 
phagi and pagodas, the cmious old maps 
and medals. They admired the fine I-Io- 
garths ; there were uncanny, unexpected 
objects that Laura edged away from, 
that she didn't like to be in the room 
with. They had been there half an hour 
--it had grown much darker when they 
heard a tremendous peal of thunder and 
became aware that the storm had broken. 
They watched it awhile from the upper 
windows--a violent June shower, with 
quick sheets of lightning and a rainfall 
that danced on the pavements. They 
took it sociably, they lingered at the 
window, inhaling the odor of the fresh 
wet that splashed over the sultry town. 
They would have to wait till it had passed, 
and they resigned themselves serene- 
ly to this idea, repeating very often that 
it would pass very soon. One of the 
keepers told them that there were other 
rooms to see--that there were very inter- 
esting things in the basement. They 
made their way down--it grew much 
darker and they heard a great deal of 
thunder--and entered a part of the house 
which presented itself to Laura as a 
series of dim, irregular vaults--passages 
and little narrow avenues--encumbered 
with strange vague things, obscured for 
the time, but some of which had a wick- 
ed, startling look, so that she wondered 
how the keepers could stay there. "It's 
very fearful--it looks like a cave of 
idols!" she said to her companion, and 
then she added--" Just look there--is 
that a person or a thing ?" As she spoke 
they drew nearer to the object of her 
reference--a figure in the middle of a 
small vista of curiosities, a figure which 
answered her question by uttering a 
short shriek as they approached. The 
immediate cause of this cry was appar- 
ently a vivid flash of lightning, which 
penetrated into the room and illuminat- 
ed both Laura's face and that of the mys- 
terious person. Our young lady recog- 
nized her sister, as Mrs. Berrington had 

evidently recognized her. "Vhy, Sell- 
na !" broke from her lips before she had 
time to check the words. At the same 
moment the figure turned quickly away, 
and then Laura saw that it was accom- 
panied by another, that of a tall gentle- 
man with a light beard, which shone in 
the dusk. The two persons retreated 
together--dodged out of sight, as it 
were, disappearing in the gloom, or in 
the labyrinth of the objects exhibited. 
The whole encounter was but the busi- 
ness of an instant. 
"Was it Mrs. Ber4ngton ?" Mr. Wen- 
dover asked, with interest, while Laura 
stood staring. 
"Oh, no, I only thought it was at 
first," she managed to reply, very quick- 
ly. She had recognized the gentleman 
---he had the fine fair beard of Captain 
Crispin--and her heart seemed to her to 
jump up and down. She was glad her 
companion couldn't see her face, and yet 
she wanted to get out, to rush up the 
stairs where he would see it again, and 
escape from the place. She didn't wish 
to be there with them--she was over- 
whelmed with a sudden horror. "She 
has lied--she has lied again--she has 
lied ! "---that was the rhythm to which her 
thought began to dance. She took a 
few steps one way and then another; 
she was afraid of running against the 
dreadful pair again. She remarked to 
her companion that it was time they 
should go off, and then, when he showed 
her the way back to the staircase, she 
said she hadn't half seen the things. 
She pretended suddenly to a deep inter- 
est in them, and lingered there, roaming 
and prying about. She was flurried 
still more by the thought that he would 
have seen her flurry, and she wondered 
whether he believed the woman who had 
shrieked and rushed away was not Seli- 
na. If she wasn't Selina why had she 
shrieked ? and if she was Selina what 
would Mr. Wendover think of her be- 
havior, and of her own, and of the 
strange accident of their meeting? 
What must she herself think of that ? 
so astonishing it was that in the im- 
mensity of London so infinitesimally 
small a chance should have got itself 
enacted. What a queer place to come 
to--for people like them ! They would 
get away as soon as possible, of that she 
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could be sure ; and she would wait a lit- 
fie to give them time. 
M_r. Wendover made no ftu-ther re- 
mark--that was a relief ; though his si- 
lence itself seemed to show that he was 
puzzled. They went up-stairs again, 
and on reaching the door found, to their 
surprise, that their cab had disappeared 
--a circumstance the more singular as 
the man had not been paid. The rain 
was still coming down, though with less 
violence, and the square had been 
cleared of vehicles by the sudden storm. 
The doorkeeper, perceiving the dismay 
of our friends, explained that the cab 
had been taken up by another lady and 
gentleman, who had gone out a few min- 
utes before; and when they inquired 
how he had been induced to depart with- 
out the money they owed him, the re- 
ply was that there evidently had been a 
discussion (he hadn't heard it, but the 
lady seemed in a fearful hurry) and the 
gentleman had told him that they would 
make it all up to him and give him a lot 
more into the bargain. The doorkeeper 
hazarded the candid surmise that the 
cabby would make ten shillings by the 
job. But there were plenty more cabs ; 
there would be one up in a minute, and 
the rain moreover was going to stop. 
"Well, that is sharp practice !" said Mr. 
Wendover. But he made no further al- 
lusion to the identity of the lady. 

IX. 

TEE rain did stop while they stood 
there, and a brace of hansoms was not 
slow to appear. Laura told her com- 
panion that he must put her into one-- 
she could go home alone ; she had taken 
up enough of his time. He deprecated 
this course, very respectfully ; urged 
that he had i on his conscience to de- 
liver her at her own door; but she 
sprang into the cab and closed the apron 
with a movement that was a sharp pro- 
hibition. She wanted to get away from 
him--it would be too awkward, the 
long, pottering drive back. Her han- 
som started off, while Mr. Wendover, 
smiling sadly, lifted his hat. It wasn't 
very comfortable, even without him; es- 
pecially as before she had gone a quarter 
of a mile she felt that it had been too 

marked--she wished she had let him 
come. His puzzled, innocent air of won- 
dering what was the matter, annoyed her ; 
and she was in the absurd situation of 
being angry at a discretion which she 
would have been still more angl T if he 
had departed from. It would have com- 
forted her (because it would seem to 
share her burden)and yet it would have 
covered her with shame if he had guessed 
that what she saw was wrong. It wouldn't 
occur to him that there was a scandal so 
near her, because he didn't easily think 
such things ; and yet, since there was-- 
but since there was, after all, Laura 
scarcely knew what attitude would sit 
upon him most gracefully. As to what 
he might be prepared to suspect by hav- 
ing heard what Selina's reputation was 
in London, of that Laura couldn't judge, 
not knowing what was said, because, of 
course, it wasn't said to her. Lionel 
would undertake to give her the benefit 
of this any moment she would allow him, 
but how in the world could he know 
either, for how could things be said to 
him ? Then, in the rattle of the hansom, 
passing through streets the girl didn't 
see, "She has lied, she has lied, she has 
lied !" kept repeating itself. Why had she 
written and siszmd that wanton falsehood 
about her going down to Lady Water- 
mouth ? How could she have gone to 
Lady Watermouth when she was making 
so very different and so extraordinary a 
use of the hours she had announced her 
intention of spending there? What had 
been the need of that misrepresentation, 
and why did she lie before she was driven 
to it ? 
It was because she was false altogether, 
and deception came out of her with her 
breath; she was so depraved that it was 
easier to her to fabricate than to let it 
alone. Laura wouldn't have asked her 
to give an account of her day, but she 
would ask her now. She shuddered at 
one moment, as she found herself saying 
--even in silence--such things of her sis- 
ter, and the next she sat staring out of 
the front of the cab at the queer problem 
presented by Selina's turning up with the 
partner of her guilt, at the Soane Mu- 
seum, of all places in the world. The 
girl turned this fact about in various 
ways, to account for it--not unconscious, 
as she did so, that it was a pretty exer- 
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those that she had not foreseen. She 
had considered that she might take this 
tone or that tone or even no tone at all ; 
she was quite prepared for her present- 
ing a face of blankness (to any form of 
interrogation) and saying, "Vhat on 
earth are you talking about ?" It was, 
in short, conceivable to her that Selina 
would deny, absolutely, that she had been 
in the museum, that they had stood face 
to face, and that she had fled in confu- 
sion. She was capable of explaining the 
incident by an idiotic error on Laura's 
part, by her having mistaken another 
person for her sister, by her seeing Cap- 
rain Crispin in every bush; though 
doubtless she would be taxed (of course 
she would say that was the woman's own 
affair) to supply a reason for the embar- 
rassment of the other lady. But she was 
not prepared for Selina's breaking out 
with : "Will you be so good as to inform 
me if you are engaged to be married to 
Mr. Wendover ?" 
"Engaged to him ? I have seen him 
but three times." 
"And is that wha you usually do 
with gentlemen you have seen three 
times ?" 
"Are you talking about my having 
gone with him to see some sights ? I 
see nothing wrong in that. To begin 
with, you see what he is. One might 
go with him anywhere. Then he brought 
us an introduction--we have to do some- 
thing for him. Moreover, you threw 
him upon me the moment he came--you 
asked me to take charge of him." 
"I didn't ask you to be indecent ! If 
Lionel were to know it he wouldn't tol- 
erate it, so long as you live with us." 
Laura was silent a moment. "I 
shan't live with you long." The sisters, 
side by side, with their heads turned, 
looked at each other, and a deep crim- 
son had leaped into Laura's face. "I 
wouldn't have believed it--that you are 
so bad," she said. "You are horrible!" 
She saw that Selina had not taken up 
the idea of denying--she judged that 
would be hopeless : the recognition, on 
either side, had been too sharp. She 
looked radiantly handsome, espedally 
with the strange new expression that 
Laura's last word brought into her eyes. 
This expression seemed to the girl to 
show her more of Selina, morally, than 
VOL. IV.--9 

she had ever yet seen--something of the 
full extent and the miserable limit. 
"It's different for a married woman, 
especially when she's married to a beast. 
It's in a girl that such things are odious 
--scouring London with strange men. 
I am not bound to explain to you--there 
would be too many things to say. I 
have my reasons--I have my conscience. 
It was the oddest of all things, our 
meeting in that place--I know that as 
well as you," Selina went on, with her 
wonderful affected clearness ; "but it 
was not your finding me that was out of 
the way; it was my finding you--with 
your remarkable escort ! That was in- 
credible. I pretended not to recognize 
you, so that the gentleman who was 
with me shouldn't see you, shouldn't 
know you. You may thank me for sav- 
ing you. You had better wear a veil 
next time--one never knows what may 
happen. I met an acquaintance at Lady 
Vatermouth's, and he came up to town 
with me. He happened to talk about 
old prints ; I told him how I have col- 
lected them, and we spoke of the bother 
one has about the frames. He insisted 
on my going with him to that place-- 
from Waterloo--to see such an excellent 
model." 
Laura had turned her face to the 
window of the carriage again; they 
were spinning along Park Lane, passing, 
in the quick flash of other vehicles, an end- 
less succession of ladies with "dressed" 
heads, of gentlemen in white necktiea 
"Why, I thought your frames were all 
so pretty !" Laura murmured. Then 
she added: "I suppose it was your 
eagerness to save your companion the 
shock of seeing me-- my dishonor-- 
that led you to steal our cab." 
"Your cab?" 
"Your delicacy was expensive for 
you!" 
"You don't mean you were knocking 
about in cabs with him !" Selina cried. 
"Of course I know that you don't 
really think a word of what you say-- 
about me," Laura went on, "though I 
don't know that that makes your saying 
it a bit less unspeakably base." 
The brougham pulled up in Park 
Lane, and Mrs. Berrington bent herself 
to have a view through the front glass. 
"We are there, but there are two other 
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carriages,"she remarked, for all answer. 
"Ah, there are the Collingwoods." 
"Where are you going--where are 
you going--where are you going?" 
Laura broke out. 
The carriages moved on, to set them 
down, and while the footman was get- 

ring off the box Selina said: "I don't 
pretend to be better than other women, 
but you do!" And being on the side 
of the house, she quickly stepped out 
and carried her crowned brilliancy 
through the long-lingering daylight and 
into the open portals. 

[To be continued.] 

A Near View of Birr Castle. 

AN ASTRONOMER'S SUMMER TRIP. 

By Charles A. Young. 

What shadows we are and what shadows we pursue. 

N the early morning of the 19th of 
last August there was a total eclipse 
of the sun. The moon's shadow, 
about 80 miles in diameter, first 
struck the earth near Berlin, at sunrise. 
From there it moved on into the Rus- 
sian empire, passing just north of Mos- 
cow, and, bearing still a little to the 
north, crossed the Ural Mountains into 
Siberia; it passed over the towns of 
Krasnojarsk and Tobolsk, crossed Lake 
Baikal about noon, and now bending its 
course a little southward, advanced 
across lorthern China, visited Japan 
in the afternoon, and finally ended its 
course in the Pacific Ocean about ,000 
miles west of the Sandwich Islands. 
Like all total eclipses of the sun, it 
was anticipated by astronomers with 

lively interest. The few rarely occur- 
ring moments when the sun's dazzling 
disk is hidden by the moon, and in our 
darkened air the glory of the corona 
and the mysteries of the solar atmo- 
sphere thus become visible and acces- 
sible to study--these moments consti- 
tute the astronomer's golden opportun- 
ity, to be utilized to the utmost. The 
writer of this paper had a somewhat 
special, and semi-private, interest in the 
matter, because lately a question has 
been raised by Mr. Lockyer and others 
as to the real existence of the so-called 
"reversing layer" of the sun's atmo- 
sphere, which layer owes its scientific 
recognition mainly to an observation 
made by myself during the Spanish 
eclipse of December, 1870. The obser- 
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vation referred to was this--and an ex- 
quisitely beautiful thing it was to see : 
The slit of the spectroscope, attached 
to a powerful telescope, was adjusted 
tangent to the sun's image at the pre- 
cise point where the last ray would 
vanish under the advancing moon. A 
few moments before totality the spec- 
trum still preserved in the main its fam- 
iliar appearance, except that certain 
lines, usually only flickeringly and faint- 
ly bright at the sun's limb, were now 
steady and conspicuous ; this was spec- 
ially true of the three magnesium lines, 
and the mysterious line of the coro- 
na The other countless dark lines re- 
mained hard and black. But the mo- 
ment the sunlight vanished, the dark 
lines instantly flashed into colored bright- 
ness, shone for two or three seconds, 
and then quickly faded away, leaving still 
visible only those which had been bright 
before totality. Of course, in the two 
or three seconds during which the phe- 
nomenon lasted it was not possible to 
be quite sure that all the dark lines 
were thus reversed, and in this uncer- 
tainty lies the opportunity for varying 
interpretations of the phenomenon. The 
natural interpretation, in the light of 
what was then known, was that this 
bright line spectrum which flashed out 
so beautifully is due to a thin sheet of 
gaseous matter, overlying the luminous 
clouds which constitute the so-called 
"photosphere," and containing, in the 
vaporous form, all the substances which 
reveal themselves to us by the dark lines 
of the ordinary spectrum. 
Hence the writer's special interest in 
the Russian eclipse; and when the case 
was laid before certain liberal friends of 
everything that is good, they at once 
responded with the offer of funds suffi- 
cient to send out three of us with the 
necessary apparatus. Photography at 
first was not included in our plans ; but 
when my colleague, Professor Libbey, 
volunteered to join us at his own charges, 
his offer was enthusiastically accepted, 
and through the kindness of the Wash- 
ington astronomers and the Secretary 
of the Navy we secured the use of an 
eclipse camera which had been em- 
ployed by one of the Government parties 
in photographing the Colorado eclipse of 
1878. Professor Libbey was accom- 

partied by his wife, who had with her 
also two young friends, so that when we 
sailed from lew York on the 25th of 
June, in the swift Etruria, we were a 
party of seven, Professor llcNeill, and 
Mr. Fisher, our mechanician, being the 
two others of the original three. 
Probably most of our readers know 
that our journey ended in disappoint- 
ment and a rain-storm. We were at our 
post and in readiness on the designated 
morning, and no one of course was to 
blame for the envious clouds which de- 
feated the army of astronomers who had 
taken position along the line of opera- 
tions. But the disappointment was 
keen, and it is still rather a sober task 
to retrace in memory the way that led 
to and from it. 
The journey, however, was in itself a 
most agreeable one, and full of interest, 
especially from an astronomer's point of 
view, for we took pains as far as possible 
to visit all the observatories, and all the 
distinguished astronomers that came in 
our way. 

The voyage was quick and unevent- 
ful we reached the Liverpool bar about 
10 A.., just seven days after we passed 
Sandy Hook, and arrived in London soon 
after midnight. It is much the same as 
I saw it in 1870, only ever more and more 
extensive; broadening, widening, over- 
flowing all the country about it like stif- 
fening lava. The Jubilee celebrations 
had just come to an end, and many of 
the persons we would have been glad 
to see were out of town, but many re- 
mained. 
One delightful afternoon was spent 
with Dr. Huggins, the pioneer in as- 
tronomical spectroscopy. He is a vet- 
eran eclipse observer, and was naturally 
much interested in our plans: we owe 
to him many valuable suggestions. 
We had also several interviews with 
Mr. Lockyer, and spent an "evening in 
council" with him, discussing, in the 
most cordial and friendly way, the points 
at issue in regard to the "reversing lay- 
er," and considering the best arrange- 
ments for making our observations de- 
cisive. He is a younger man than Dr. 
Huggins, but as an eclipse observer still 
more of a veteran, having alre.ady been 
on duty on five such occasions. He 
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like Erckmann & Chatrian, work to- 
gether and publish their results as a 
single person. Their telescope has an 
object-glass 13 inches in diameter, ex- 
pressly constructed for photography, 
and the sme tube carries also an ordi- 
nary telescope of 9 inches diameter, 
which serves as a tender to the other, 
and enables the operator to. keep it 
accurately pointed during the exposure 
of the plates. The whole is mounted 
substantially after the so-called English 
pattern of equatorial, like the telescope 
at Greenwich. 
At the Astronomical Congress which 
had been held at Paris in April and May, 
it was decided to undertake the construc- 
tion of a photographic chart of the 
whole heavens by the co-operation of 
about a dozen different obsewatories, 
the apparatus used to be the stone ev- 
erywhere, as well as the plates and pro- 
cesses of development. The Paris in- 
strument was selected as the standard, 
and many of the other instruments are 
already well advanced in their construc- 
tion. It would take us too far to en- 
ter into the details of the matter now 
but clearly this photographic mapping 
of all the stars will be, when accom- 
plished, the greatest astronomical 
achievement the world has ever seen; 
transmitting to posterity an accurate 

and permanent record of the present 
state of the heavens, and furnishing a 
secure foundation for the future struct- 
ure of stellar astronomy. 
Another day we went to Meudon vith 
Lieutenant Winterhalter, to visit "the 
Observatory of Physical Astronomy." 
This is also a Government institution, es- 
tablished in 1876 for the ew astronomy, 
as Professor Langley calls it, its main 
work being spectroscopic research and 
the study of the physical features of the 
sun and planets. Its director is M. J. 
Janssen, who at the solar eclipse of 1868, 
in India, discovered how to observe the 
solar prominences by means of the spec- 
troscope. The same discovery was made, 
as everyone knows, independently and 
simultaneously by Lockyer, in England. 
M. Janssen has been on a number of as- 
tronomical expeditionswas in Northern 
Africa to observe the eclipse of 1870, in 
India again in 1871, and in Japan in 1874, 
to observe the transit of Yenus. In 
1870 he made his way out of Paris over 
the German lines in a balloo, but at his 
station had unfortunately the same bad 
fortune as Dr. Huggins, who was near 
him. He is at present the president of 
the French Academy of Sciences: an 
elderly man of middle size, with a ruddy 
countenance and a bright eye, but not 
in very vigorous health. 
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director, is specially devoted to spec- 
troscopy, and his second in authority, 
Dr. Loehse, to photography. The vet- 
eran Spoerer is there, still keeping up 
his researches on sun-spots, and there 
are a number of younger men, some 
working at photometry, some experi- 
menting upon the earth's density, and 
others at still different problems--each 
on his own. While in Berlin we took 
an opportunity, with Dr. Foerster's in- 
troduction, to visit the optical estab- 
lishment of Bamberg, who, under the 
direction of Dr. Vogel, is making ob- 
ject-glasses from the new Jena glass. 
We examined one of his lenses, of 
about 5 inches diameter. The color- 
correction was certainly remarkably 
perfect---by far the best I have ever 
seen ; but the surfaces were either badly 
figured, or else (and I suspect this was 
the case) the glass was not very homo- 
geneous; at any rate the images were 
far from satisfactory. We have been 
told also that the new glass is very soft 
and subject to corrosion. 
We left Berlin for St. Petersburg on 
Friday forenoon, and the next evening 
were in the Russian capital. Our jour- 
ney was pleasant; and the cars were 
very comfortable, especially those of the 
Russian train which we took on crossing 
the frontier at Wirballen. These Rus- 
sian cars were the best we found in Eu- 
rope-built of iron, arranged much af- 
ter the plan of our Mann boudoir cars, 
but with larger compartments and more 
room for each passenger. 
At St. Petersburg we were met at the 
station by Dr. Hermann Struve, the 
youngest son of the director, who saw 
our party safely settled in our hotel, and 
then took me with him in his carriage 
to Pulkowa. We reached the observa- 
tory a little before ten o'clock, iust as 
the last twilight was fading, and the 
stars began to shine. A warm greeting 
from the noble old director and his fam- 
ily, a couple of hours with the great tel- 
escope, and then a good night's rest-- 
what more could an astronomer ask for ? 
The observatory of Pulkowa is on a 
little hill about 250 feet high and about 
10 miles due south of St. Petersburg, 
connected with the capital by a road 
perfectly straight and almost level un- 
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til it reaches the base of the observatory 
hill, around which it winds at an easy 
grade to reach the summit. The village 
of Pulkowa itself is a mere hamlet, the 
houses mostly wooden, the majority of 
them not much better than huts or cab- 
ins ; but the observatory and its depen- 
dencies is an imposing mass of buildings, 
covering several acres and containing 
residences for all the astronomers and 
employs of the establishment. It shel- 
ters between 150 and 200 people, who 
are under the control of the director in 
a relation almost patriarchal. 
The observatory was founded by the 
Emperor licholas in 1839--and the 
ukase establishing it decrees in terms 
that it is always to be kept in the first 
rank. So far this has unquestionably 
been done ; and at present, not only in 
material equipment, but as regards the 
amount and quality of its work, and the 
ability and fame of its astronomers, it 
stands second to no other in the world. 
Its special forte has been stellar astron- 
omy, but of late it is taking up vigor- 
ously the subject of astronomical phy- 
sics; and the researches, spectroscopic 
and photographic, of Dr. Hasselberg, 
who is in charge of the newly erected 
physical laboratory, have been most im- 
portant and valuable. 
The first director of the observatory was 
Dr. F. G. W. yon Struve, who was called 
from Dorpat to organize and superintend 
the new establishment. He died in 1864, 
at the age of seventy-one, and was suc- 
ceeded by his son, the present director, 
his "most high excellency" Dr. Otto yon 
Struve. [See p. 97.] He is a tall, erect, 
vigorous old gentleman, not yet quite 
seventy years of age, whose kindly heart 
and courteous manners win the sincere 
regard of all who come to know him : and 
he is well known in America, for he has 
been here twice, once in 1879, when he 
gave the order for the object-glass of the 
great telescope which, until a few months 
ago, was the largest refractor in exist- 
ence, and again four years later, when he 
came to test and accept the lens. On this 
occasion he made a short visit at Prince- 
ton; so that it was an old fl-iend, and 
no stranger, who greeted us at Pulko- 
wa. His younger half-brother, Baron 
yon Struve, has been for several years 
the Russian minister at Washington-- 
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later with a courier, the gentlemen start- 
ed on Monday evening (August 15) in 
company with Dr. Struve, who was to oc- 
cupy a station not very far from us. The 
place he had selected for our observations 
was at Ustpenskoie, a country seat some 
eight miles east of Rschew, a city of 
about 20,000 inhabitants, situated on 
the upper (but still navigable) Volga, 
at the terminus of a railway which 
branches off to the southwest from 
the main line between St. letersburg 
and Moscow, leaving it at Ostaschkowo, 
a point about 130 miles northwest from 
Moscow. 
The place had been offered to Dr. 
Struve for the use of the American party 
by its owners, two wealthy young mar- 
ried ladies, Iadame Olga lieskowski, 
and Madame Yera Tchernicheff, to whom 
I desire here to offer our most hearty 
and respectful thanks for their liberal 
kindness in the matter. They were not 
there themselves during our stay, as 
they reside with their husbands (who 
are officers in the Government service), 
one of them at Warsaw and the other at 
Torschok, and only occasionally visit the 
homestead for a summer outing. But 
they placed the whole establishment at 
our service, and arranged with I. lies- 
kowski, of Rschew, a connection by mar- 
riage, to come to the house, and do the 
honors as host. To him we owe more 
than we can well express for the hearty 
cordiality with which he welcomed and 
entertained us. A young officer of en- 
gineers, Captain Witkowski, had also 
been detailed by the War Department, at 
his own request, though at Struve's sug- 
gestion, to come to our station with his 
orderly, to assist us in our preparations, 
and to take upon himself the labor of 
the time-determinations; which was no 
small matter, involving as it did three or 
four night journeys over a roadless coun- 
try. to the telegraph office at Rschew, 
through rain and storm. We have much 
to be grateful for to many other Rus- 
sians, but toward Captain Witkowski our 
feelings go deeper. We admired him 
for his ability and manly energy, his 
elevated character, and his remarkable 
accomplishments as a cultivated gen- 
tleman, but we learned to love him sin- 
cerely as the kindest and most unselfish 
of friends. 

We reached our station on Tuesday 
noon, having dropped Struve at Tor- 
schok. The Captain, who arrived the day 
before, had had our boxes brought over 
from the railway, and had engaged the 
necessary laborers, so that after lunch 
we proceeded at once to unpack. We 
found everything, with few and very 
slight exceptions, in perfect order, and 
in spite of the lowering sky we had our 
apparatus mostly in position before it 
was dark. We placed our instruments 
in tim yard north of the house, only a 
few rods away, so that in case of rain 
we could bring the delicate pieces 
quickly under shelter. 
The house itself is a large modern 
brick structure, as the illustration shows. 
The lower floor is mostly devoted to 
the servants and the housekeeping de- 
partment, while the upper floor contains 
a library and a number of plainly fur- 
nished sleeping-rooms, where we made 
our own quarters. The middle floor, 
however, containing the great hall, the 
parlors, the dining-room and the ladies' 
boudoir, is elegantly furnished. To 
the south the windows look out upon 
a large park and garden, at present per- 
haps a little less trimly kept than when 
the house was the house of the family, 
but still very beautiful. To the north 
is the kitchen garden and the yard I 
have spoken of, and a large open space 
of six or eight acres, around which are 
arranged the houses of the steward and 
some of the workmen, as well as the 
granaries and stables, l'ot far away, in 
a hollow, are seen the roofs of the little 
village in which most of the peasants of 
the estate have their houses; beyond, a 
mile and a half or so distant, lies the 
railway track. I do not know the size 
and value of the estate. It is certainly 
large, for the Captain said that the 
ladies were "schrecklich reich." 
We were re1T anxious to have pleas- 
ant weather before the eclipse in order 
to adjust our instruments and make 
some preliminary trials and observa- 
tions. But Wednesday was dull and 
threatening all day, so that we could do 
nothing more than to complete the erec- 
tion of our instruments. Thursday 
morning was clear for a short time just 
after sunrise, and I obtained a few sex- 
tant readings; but before the sun was 
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high enough to allow any spectroscopic 
or photographic work, it had clouded 
again, and the rest of the day was a rep- 
etition of Wednesday, enlivened only by 
the arrival of our ladies about noon. 
In the evening some friends of M. Nies- 
kowski came over from lschew to see 
our instruments and operations, and 
about ten o'clock the clouds broke and 
the strs appeared. Naturally our spir- 
its rose. The Captain put out his in- 
strument and began a series of observa- 
tions, while our party gathered in one 
of the lower rooms, and the ladies went 
through their drill with the instrument 
which they were to operate. But our 
exultation was short-lived : in less than 

progress, though the sun was still invis- 
ible. The gloom began to thicken, and as 
totality approached, became more and 
more oppressive. A few minutes before 
the totality the increase of the darkness 
was somewhat rapid, and to appearance 
notsteady, butpulsatory. At the moment 
when the sun was finally covered, there 
was not that sudden fall of darkness 
which is usually so impressive, and we 
could not be sure of the critical instant, 
within a quarter of a minute; at the 
close of the totality, some two minutes 
later, the access of light was on the other 
hand so sudden that the three obsezwers 
agreed upon that instant within a frac- 
tion of a second. The obscurity at the 

Russian Country House, used as Headquarters by the American Eclipse Observers. 

an hour it clouded again, and when we 
retired at midnight it was storming as 
viciously as ever. 
On Friday morning, August 19, we 
were early astir, as the beginning of the 
eclipse was at half-past five; but the 
clouds were thick and we could see 
nothing. Forty minutes later it was 
evident that the eclipse was really in 

darkest moment was by no means so 
great as usual during an eclipse--at 
least it did not seem so. It did not be- 
come too dark for reading ordinary 
print, and there was no difficulty in dis- 
tinguishing the window panes, and even 
the separate bricks, in a building four or 
five hundred feet away. The birds and 
cattle seemed to be rather puzzled than 
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Birr Castle, Ireland--The Home of Lord Rosse. 

tensive and beautiful, with fine old trees, 
and two little rivers vhich come dancing 
down from the hills, and at the meeting 
of the waters join in a wider and more 
placid stream which glides on to the 
Shannon a few miles below. 
To an astronomer, of course the chief 
interest of the place lies in the colossal 
telescopes, which were constructed by 
the father of the present earl nearly fifty 
years ago, and in his hands and those of 
his son, have contributed so much to our 
knowledge of the nebulee, and to some 
branches of astronomical physics. There 
are three of them, all reflectors: one 18 
inches in diameter which is mounted in 
a dome of its own, one 3 feet in diame- 
ter, and the "Leviathan," of six feet aper- 
ture and nearly sixty feet in length, in- 
comparably he most immense of all as- 
tronomical instruments, though probably 
in real power such great refractors as the 
Pulkowa telescope and that of the Lick 
Observatory would overmatch it. The 
smaller instruments have been pretty 
much reconstructed during recent years, 
and the three-foot telescope especially,. 
as regards everything except the specu- 
lum, is far more the work of the present 
owner than of his father. Its equatorial 

mounthg is of a pattern quite unique, 
and the arrangement by which the ob- 
server is enabled to reach the eyepiece 
is extremely ingenious. He stands in a 
sort of cage or basket which hangs from 
the arm of a crane that swings him 
around into the necessary position. 
The mounting of the great telescope 
has also received some really important 
improvements of late, but they are not 
very conspicuous, and in the main its 
general appearance is the same as when 
first erected in 1842. In all these in- 
struments the great concave mirror 
(which answers to the object-glass of a 
refractor) is anade, not of silvered glass, 
as is nov common, but of metal, and the 
speculum of the great instnmaent weighs 
nearly four tons. 
At dinner time the sky was cloudy 
and threatening, but soon after dark 
it cleared away, and I had the ga'eat 
good fortune to be able to realize a 
dream of my boyhood by actually "look- 
ing through Lord Rosse's telescope." 
We examined with the 6-foot reflector 
a few stars and a number of nebulee, and 
although the mirror was not quite in its 
best condition (not having been repol- 
ished for several years), I was agreeably 
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Lord Rosse's Great reflecting Telescope--Six Feet Aperture, Sixty Feet in Length. 

(From a recent photograph,) 
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surprised with its performance. The 
star-inages of course were less perfect 
than those given by the large refractors 

machinery by which these great specula 
are figured. But it was now Saturday 
noon, and in order to catch the Aurania 

Lord Rosse's Three-foot Reflector, with Hanging Basket for the Observer. 

I had seen ; but the nebulm were simply 
magnificent. With the three-foot in- 
strument also we looked at a number of 
double-sturs, no planet happening to be 
available. 
The speculum of this instrument, like 
that of the larger one, was considerably 
tarnished, and was to be taken out and 
exchanged for the substitute mirror pro- 
videcl for the purpose; accordingly the 
next morning the spure mirror was put 
upon the polisher, and I had the pleas- 
ure of seeing the actual operation of the 

at Queenstown it was necessary to cut 
short this most delightful visit. A five- 
hours' railway journey, a night's rest in 
Cork, and a morning's ride along the 
lovely shore of Queenstown Harbor, took 
me to the steamer; and a quiet seven 
days' voyage brought me home. 
So far as the main purpose of our trip 
was concerned, it was an utter disap- 
pointment; but the trip itself and its 
experiences--their memory, and the new 
friendships--these are "a possession for- 
ever." 
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Or with dumb faces smiling as for gladness, 
But stricken with utter blight 
Of motionless, inert, and hopeless sadness. 
Fear you the naked horrors of a war ? 
Then cherish peace, and take up arms no more; 
For if you fight you must 
Behold your brothers' dust 
Dishonored and ground down 
And mixed with blood and powder, 
To write the annals of renown 
That make a nation prouder! 

All is quiet till one o'clock: 
Then the hundred and fifty guns, 
Metal loaded with metal in tons, 
Massed by Lee, send out their shock: 
And, with a movement magnificent, 
Pickett, the golden-haired leader, 
Thousands and thousands flings onward, as if he sent 
Merely a meek interceder. 
Steadily sure his division advances, 
Gay as the light on its weapons that dances. 
Agonized screams of the shell 
The doom that it carries foretell: 
Rifle-balls whistle like sea-birds singing; 
And limbs are shred and souls set winging; 
But Pickett's soldiers never waver. 
Show me in all the world anything braver 
Than the bold sweep of his fearless battalions 
Three half-miles over ground unsheltered, 
Up to the cannon, where regiments weltered 
Prone in the batteries' blast that raked 
Swaths of men and, flamed-tongued, drank 
Their blood with tier)" thirst unslaked! 
Armistead, Kemper and Pettigrew 
Rush on the Union men, rank against rank; 
Planting their battle-flags high on the crest. 
Pause not the warriors, nor dream they of rest, 
Till they fall with enemies' guns at the breast, 
And the shriek in their ears of the wounded artillery stallions! 
So Pickett charged, a man indued 
With knightly power to lead a multitude 
And bring to fame the scarred, surviving few. 
The Ridge was wreathed with angry fire, 
As flames rise round a martyr's stake: 
Brave men were offered on that pyre, 
Who perished for our dear land's sake. 
Far up in heaven the gray clouds flew, 
And mingled with the deathless blue; 
Vhfle here, below, the blue and gray 
Melted minglingly away, 
Mirroring heaven, to make another day. 
And we who are Americans, we pray 
The splendor of strength that Gettysburg knew 
May light the long generations with glorious ray, 
And keep us undyingly tl-ue! 
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])ear are the dead we weep for; 
Dear are the strong hearts broken, 
Whose_ memory still we keep for 
Our help and hope, a token 
Of sacred thought too deep for 
The words that leave it unspoken. 
All that we know of fairest 
All that we feel of meetest, 
Here we bring for the rarest 
Doers, whose souls rose fleetest 
And in their homes of air rest, 
Ranked with the truest and sweetest. 
Days with fiery-hearted, bold advances; 
Tights in dim and shadowy, swift retreat; 
Rains that rush with bright, embattled lances 
Thunder, booming round your stirless feet; 
Winds that set the orchard with sweet fancies 
All abloom, or ripple the ripening wheat; 
Moonlight, starlight, on your mute graves falling; 
Dew, distilled as tears unbidden flow; 
Dust of drouth in drifts and layers crawling; 
Lulling dreams of softly whispering snow; 
Happy birds from leafy coverts calling ;m 
These go on, yet none of these you know; 
Hearing not our human voices 
Speaking to you all in vain, 
Nor the psalm of a land that rejoices, 
Ringing from churches and cities and foundries its mighty refrain! 
But the sun and the birds, and the frost, and the breezes that blow 
Vhen tempests are striving and lightnings of heaven are spent, 

With one consent 
Make unto them 
Who died for us eternal requiem! 

IV. 

Two hostile bullets in mid-air 
Together shocked, 
And swift were locked 
Forever in a firm embrace. 
Then let us men have so much grace, 
To take the bullets' place 
And learn that we are held 
By laws that weld 
Our hearts together! 
As once we battled hand to hand, 
So hand in hand to-day we stand, 
Sworn to each other, 
Brother and brother, 
In storm and mist, or calm translucent weather: 
And Gettysburg's guns, with death-dealing roar 
Echoed from ocean to ocean, shall pour 
Quickening life to the nation's core; 
Filling our minds again 
With the spirit of those who wrought in the Field of the Flower of Men ! 
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lived at a small hotel down at Long 
Branch, where he had his private wire, 
and where he would occasionally rest a 
day in rustic seclusion, having his mail 
and stock-reports brought down to him 
to read. For Tamms never read books : 
like Mrs. Gower, he preferred the reali- 
ties. 
One day early in August Charlie was 
invited to go do and spend the night 
with his master, "the Governor," as 
Charlie termed him. He marvelled 
much at this, and went with much curi- 
osity, never having witnessed any of Mr. 
Tamms's domestic arrangements. He 
knew that Tamms's womankind were 
travelling abroad; for he had had fre- 
quent occasion to cash their drafts. He 
had often speculated at their lack of so- 
cial ambition on this side th ocean, 
and had come to the conclusion that it 
was either because they thought it 
easier "over there," or because Tamms 
deemed the time had not come for that 
a:s yet. But if not, why not ? 
Charlie took a little leather satchel 
with him, filled with railway reports, 
letters, telegrams, prospectuses, and oth- 
er business documents. His dressing- 
case went by express. The boat was 
crammed with excursionists, clerks and 
their female friends, common people, as 
Charlie would have called them, evident- 
ly going down and back for the sail. 
Charlie secured a stool upon the upper 
deck, lit a cigar, and buried his thoughts 
in the stock-report of the afternoon pa- 
per;while the steamer made its way 
down the teeming harbor, by the base 
of the statue of Liberty, then being erect- 
ed, past a Russian man-of-war, and 
through the green-shored Narrows. 
To a patriot turned pessimist, there is 
something typical in the Jersey shore, 
the first American coast one sees in com- 
ing from the other world. Think of the 
last coast you leave--Cornwall, for in- 
stancemwith its bold rocks, its glorious 
cliffs, its lofty castles that have been 
strongholds, at least, of courage and of 
faith ; fit selvage for a land which some- 
time felt the nobility and the sacrifice 
of life. And then look at the long, low, 
monotonous strip of sand, the ragged, 
mean bank of crumbling clay, where the 
continent:merely seems, as it were, sawed 
ofl and ends with as little majesty as 

some new railway embankment. On the 
little bluff a gaudy row of cheap, undur- 
able houses and hotels; even the sea 
seems but an anticlimax, a necessary 
but uninspiring end of things, devoid 
of dignity if not of danger. But the 
Jersey shore is not the coast of all the 
continent, nor is the city of lTew York 
America. 
Charlie was not troubled by these 
things; they seemed as natural to him 
as the pink strip that marks the bound- 
ary of an atlas map. New York was an 
excellent place to make money in; anc 
these things go well with materialism. 
The boat made its landing, and Charlie 
walked up the long pier through 
crowd--a crowd of summer boarders, 
seeking rest, and who, finding overmuch 
repose, had come down to see the even- 
ing steamer land, for the sake of ex- 
citement. The great rollers foamed in 
beneath the pier, lashing the piles 
dignantly; and the sea on either side 
was speckled with bathersmchfldren, 
men, and women, the last looking their 
unloveliest in bathing-gowns. 
The avenue at the pier-head was 
crammed with carriagesmladies, bored 
with the long day, who had come there 
for the last faint simulacrum of pleasure 
that the being seen in their own equi- 
pages still afforded them ; other ladies 
waiting for their tired husbands from 
the city. In a handsome victoria with 
two long-tailed horses Charlie made out 
his host ; and throwing up his overcoat 
and satchel, took his seat beside him. 
"Hot in town ?" said Tamms, laconi- 
callyo 
"Beastly," answered Charlie. 
"Ve might as well take a drive, I 
suppose; there's nothing else to do be- 
fore dinner." 
Charlie silently assented; and they 
took their way along the red-clay road ; 
on the left the wooden walk and rafting 
above the gullied bank that met the sea, 
on the right a long succession of eating- 
houses and candy stores ; then huge bar- 
racks of hotels, then fantastic wooden 
villas, which wildest fantasies of paint 
and stained shingles had sought to 
ture into architecture. Not a tree was 
to be seen ; and the vast assemblage of 
human habitations in the sandy plain 
resembled more a village of lrairie dogs 
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his part, was considering where and how, 
in what previous state of her existence, 
he had known Mrs. Beaumont before. 
So musing, they came to the plank- 
walk above the sea; it was almost de- 
serted of promenaders, and below it, 
from the darkness of the night, came in 
the long ocean rollers, shining whitely 
on the shallow beach, as if gifted with 
some radiance of their own. They 
leaned some time over a railing by a bath- 
pavilion, and watched the breakers in si- 
lence; some women were in the sea it 
was the servants from the hotel, bathing 
in the onlyhour that was allowed to them. 
And from the great hotel behind them 
came some vulgar music from a band. 
"They are having a ball at the Beau- 
Monde to-night, I believe," said Tamms, 
at last. "Would you like to look in ?" 
Charlie professed his willingness ; and 
they walked across the dusty street to 
the huge caravanserai, its hundred win- 
dows flaming with light. They found the 
veranda crowded with perhaps a thou- 
sand people, sitting in groups, the ladies 
in white or low-necked dresses, their 
diamond ear-rings flashing thick as fire- 
flies above a summer swamp. Among 
them were numerous Jews and Jewesses ; 
the latter, at least, a splendid, full- 
blooded, earth-compelling race, though 
their males more wizened. In the great 
ball-room some score or more of children 
were dancing to a waltz, but no grown 
people as yet. These were as elegantly 
attired as their parents, only that they 
did not wear low-necked gowns, but in 
lieu of this had short skirts and gay silk 
stockings reaching well above the knee. 
Among them was the twelve-year-old 
miss in lilac from the Mistletoe; and 
many of these had already diamond soli- 
taires and more than the airs and graces 
of a woman of the world. Their cheeks 
were flushed, and their long hair tossing 
about them; some few were romping 
frankly, but most were too dignified for 
this; and as their silk sashes fluttered 
and their silk stockings twinkled in the 
dance, they were undeniably a pretty 
sight, and might have been a pleasant one, 
to their mothers. But I think a country 
hay-mow had been better for them. 
But these same mothers were sitting on 
the piazza outside, not yet too old to flirt, 
and taking more pleasure in showing off 

their dresses than perhaps their children 
did, as yet. And those who were too 
ill-favored by Heaven for this could at 
least talk about spending money, and 
about each other. Tamms soon found a 
congenial group, a group consisting of 
Mrs. Beaumont and himself ; and Char- 
lie was left to his own devices. He 
drifted into the bar-room and took a 
drink, by way of killing time; and here- 
about he found the husbands mostly 
congregated. And, as their wives had 
been talking of spending money, they 
were talking about making it ; and Char- 
lie listened some time and then went 
home alone. 
When he got to the Mistletoe, he 
called for a telegraph blank and wrote a 
telegram to Mrs. Levison Gower. It ran 
as follows : 
"I think you had better sell your 
Starbuck Oil. Who is attending to your 
affairs in town ? C.T." 
Surely, with all his faults, our friend 
thus proved himself almight faithful and 
loyal, d la mode. But having written it, 
Charlie remembered that he did not 
know where to send it; for Mrs. Gower 
was off in a chariot which bore no freight 
of worldly care. Was she not mistress 
of Aladdin's lamp ? She had but to rub 
a finger, and all things were heaped at 
her feet. Aye; but the slaves of the 
lamp, who were they ? Suppose they 
were not faithful ; suppose they proved 
unruly and rose up in revolt ? Did not 
even an Aladdin's slave turn out to be 
one of the Genii? 
Townleyliked Mrs. Gower, and did not 
wish her to be humbled. Socially, she 
helped him still. Should he say Lenox ? 
He thought a moment ; and the upshot 
of his deliberations was a resolve to do 
nothing for a day at least. Whereupon 
he went to bed, and, let us hope, to 
pleasant dreams. 
For he could not quite account for 
Tamms's virtuous refusal to sell their 
own bonds before the coming default. 
CHAPTER XXII. 
THE SLAVES OF THE LAMP. 
"You had better not go back to-day," 
said Mr. Tamms to Charlie when he 
came down in the morning. "They can 
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get along without you at the office ; be- 
sides, I should like you to drive with me 
to Ocean Grove." Charlie was always 
ready enough to get along without the 
office, even if the converse of that prop- 
osition had not been unusual enough 
upon the lips of Mr. Tamms to excite 
his curiosity. So the long-tailed fast 
horses were brought out in the trotting- 
buggy, and, well provided with cigars 
and morning papers, the two set forth 
upon their jomey. It was a piping hot 
day;the glaring surface of the sea lay 
still beside them, and the straight, un- 
shaded, red-clay road seemed to be rap- 
idly baking into brick. Mrs. Haberman 
came to see them off, robed still in a 
sort of gorgeous bedchamber arrange- 
ment of pale silk and laces, the inevit- 
able large diamonds still in her ears. 
For some miles their way was the same 
they had taken the day before, along the 
rows of shadeless villas, each "cottage" 
more o:nate and ramifying than the 
last; then they came to a long rise of the 
sweltering fields, past a thin grove of 
pines, a few cheaper boarding-houses, 
and a swamp with an artificial pond. 
Beyond this the hotels began again ; and 
they crossed a long lagoon that looked 
like some breeding-place for fevers and 
lay between two great wooden cities; 
these were Asbury Park and Ocean 
Grove; and in front of them was still 
the sea. 
Many of the cottages were here the 
merest little wooden boxes, some of 
them put together still more infor- 
mally, of canvas and of poles, so that one 
looked through the whole domestic 
rmge, from the front part, which was a 
parlor, through the open family bed- 
room to the kitchen behind. These 
were the abodes of those who (not like 
the dwellers at Long Branch) came here 
in search of religious experiences; but 
Charlie saw, save a Bible text or two 
in chromo, no visible evidence of the 
higher life. Paterfamilias was usually 
lolling, unbuttoned as to waistcoat, in 
the front part of the establishment; 
materfamilias, in an indescribable white 
gown that seemed but a shapeless cov- 
ering for divers toilet sins, was busied 
with housewifely duties; and the filia 
pulchrior was commonly set forth in a 
hammock upon the little piazza, lost in 

some novel of "The Duchess" or of 
"Bertha Clay," but not too lost in those 
entrancing pages to cast some very col- 
lected glances at Charlie and his patron's 
handsome equipage. 
There were fewer "saloons" than at 
Long Branch; but even more confec- 
tioners' shops and summer circulating 
libraries; and plenty of hotels. Before 
the largest of these, Mr. Tamms drew 
up his steaming horses, and asked of 
the sable yet proud young porter if Mr. 
Remington were in. "Deacon Reming- 
ton is down at the beach, sah," was the 
reply; and Mr. Tamms gave orders for 
his horses to be rubbed and cared for, 
while they sought the Deacon (who 
seemed a person of much prominence 
at Ocean Grove) on foot. 
Plank-walks led in all directions 
through the streets, which otherwise 
would have been heavy walking, in the 
heaped-up sand; for there was no turf 
nor other vegetation, except where an 
artificial platebande of red leaves and 
greenhouse plants was fostered at the 
street corners. They took the walk 
which led seaward, passing one or two 
huge wooden tabernacles where ser- 
mons, meetings, or other Methodist func- 
tions were performed every day, as fre- 
quent wooden placards informed them. 
But they were empty now ; and Charlie 
could see the theatre of rows of rising 
seats, much like the band-pavilion at a 
beach less sacred than was this. They 
crossed the end of the fresh-water 
lagoon, passed a flotilla of pleasure 
boats, and ascended to the sandy shore ; 
here, from the crest of the beach, the walk 
led upward still, supported on piles, to 
the great ocean pier, a sort of subli- 
mated piazza, double or triple decked, 
roofed, and extending far along the 
beach before them, with a pier project- 
ing far out over the sea. Here was the 
population of the place assembled, -knit- 
ting, reading, or doing nothing to the 
music of a brass band which, sta- 
tioned at the outer end of the pavilion, 
was performing revival hymns. It 
seemed to Charlie that there must be 
some thousands of people on this pier 
alone; and he saw that there was an- 
other deck below, and still below that 
the beach was strewn, like drift-wood, 
with humanity. The task of finding 
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dent inclination to converse with Charlie, 
but seemed as if restrained by the pres- 
ence of their elders; and Charlie was 
not sorry when the nuts and raisins ap- 
peared, and they took their leave. The 
Deacon had seemed greatly preoccupied ; 
but he walked with them to their buggy 
and fast horses, and Sadie Remington 
with Charlie. 
" Of course, you know, Tamms," said 
the Deacon, by way of parting, "I'm 
much obliged to you for the point." 
"Don't mention i, Deacon, don't men- 
tion it," said Tamms, heartily, as he 
climbed in and gathered up the reins. 
"I hope, Mr. Townley, now you've 
found the way, you'll be neighborly and 
come and see us often," said Sadie Rem- 
ington. She was really a very pretty 
girl, thought Charlie ; he had done her 
some injustice in her mermaid garb; 
and he was able to regret the impos- 
sibility of returning to Ocean Grove 
with some sincerity. 
Tamms said very little going home; 
and Charlie's mind was also active. 
"The Governor" had certainly made of 
him his most intimate and confidential 
clerk; but such was his cleverness that 
Charlie felt he knew rather less of Mr. 
Tamms's projects than he did before. 
Upon one thing, after some reflection, 
Charlie was decided; and that was to 
very carefully tear up and throw away 
the telegram he had written the night 
before for Mrs. Gower. lor Tamms 
had given too much advice to the Dea- 
con, by half. 
The next day Charlie got up betimes, 
and was driven to the pier by Mr. 
Tamms. "I need not tell you," said 
that gentleman, "not to say anything 
about what I told you, or of our seeing 
the Deacon yesterday." 
" Of course not," said Charlie. 
"The Deacon is a very overbearing 
man in business affairs," added Tamms, 
absently. "And by the way, Townley, 
any chance bits of Allegheny Central 
stock you can pick up--at the board, 
you may take for us." 
"Certainly," said Charlie. "How 
much ?" 
"I don't particularly caremten thou- 
sand or so, perhapsmyouql hardly get 
more than that. But do it quietly." 
"The deuce !" thought Charlie to him- 

self; but he held his peace ; and by ten 
o'clock he was back at the office and 
hard at work. Mr. Tamms did not re- 
turn; and Charlie had orders to tell 
everyone that he was temporarily out of 
Wall Street, taking his well-earned va- 
cation at the seaside. 
On that day there began to be a sud- 
den activity in Starbuck Off. At first 
the price went up a point or two ; and 
then some thousand shares were thrown 
upon the market, and it fell more than 
twenty points. Charlie fancied that the 
selling came froln the good Deacon; 
but who the buyers were, his sharpest 
investigations failed to show. On the 
day after, there were rumors of a com- 
ing deficit, and the stock went down 
with a rush, canting with it the Ter- 
minal bonds. The same afternoon there 
was an item on the "tape" to the effect 
that the September coupon would prob- 
ably have to be funded. The next day was 
a Sunday; but on Monday poor Charlie 
was flooded with letters, angry and be- 
seeching, and with irate or troubled cus- 
tomers, who were holders of the bonds 
in question. He had but one course 
open to him: to those who had paid for 
the bonds, he regretted that unforeseen 
expenses had made the Terminal enter- 
prise so unprofitable ; and to lhose who 
had not paid for their bonds as yet, he 
added a polite request for further "mar- 
gin." 
Mr. Tamms in person dropped in late 
that afternoon; and Charlie told him 
the condition of affairs, though he could 
have sworn that gentleman was paying 
no attention to any word he spoke. 
"Keep at it," he said, when Charlie 
had got through. "You can tell them 
that we, too, have a large block of bonds, 
besides owning nearly all the stock, and 
are heavy losers ourselves. No one 
could foresee it, of course. Mr. Town- 
ley still at Lenox, I suppose ?" 
Charlie said that he was, and Tamms de- 
parted, saying that he would be in again 
to-morrow. And Charlie went up to the 
Columbian Club, and read the following 
item in The Evening Post : 
"The late depression in Starbuck Off 
securities is believed to have been caused 
by the fact that the property has failed 
to earn its fixed charges in the past six 
months. The selling has come largely 
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from Deacon Remington, through Raw- 
son, Lawson & Co. ; and it is regarded as 
beyond question that the Company will 
default September 1st upon its mortgage 
bonds. The banking house of Messrs. 
Toley & Tamms are said to have lost 
largely by the failure, as they hold the 
bulk of the Company's stock." 
"By Jove," said Charlie to himself, 
"I ought to have telegraphed 'lossie 
Gower, after all." 
But then he re-read the article and 
began to reconsider it. Charlie was a 
young man addicted to much reconsid- 
eration. It was a very strange thing that 
a responsible newspaper should go out 
of its way to print an item like that--an 
item which might seriously injure the 
credit of a prominent banking-house. 
Vhy (for Charlie had studied law in his 
youth), it was tflmost libellous. Tamms 
had read the paper before leaving the 
office, and had not seemed particularly 
disturbed. "Does he want it to be sup- 
posed we lost money .9--and certainly," 
said Charlie to himself, "the Governor 
is a clever fellow." 
The next day was the first of August, 
and Charlie had arranged to begin his 
summer vacation by going to Newport 
that afternoon. I-Ie was early at the 
office, but found Tamms there already, 
dictating to a couple of stenographers. 
He was tearing up little pieces of paper, 
crumpling them up into balls, and throw- 
ing them into one corner of the room. 
Now, this was a way he had when things 
were going to his liking ; but Charlie did 
not venture to speak to him about the 
item in 7e Evening Post. Moreover, a 
copy of that journal lay open on his 
desk. 
"Shall I buy any more Allegheny, 
sir .9" said Charlie. 
"How much more have we got .9" 
"About eight thousand shares, so far 
--from 91 to five-eighths." 
"]3uy all you can up to 92 or so," said 
Tamms, cheerfully. Suddenly, a still 
full-bodied, though rather senile voice 
was heard in the main office, asking for 
Mr. Tamms. Charlie started, and even 
Tamms sprang to his feet. And 
Charlie fancied that that gentleman's 
face turned, if possible, a shade paler 
than its wont. 
"What's this, Tamms .9" cried the old 
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gentleman, already angry, as the door 
flew open, without heeding Charlie's 
presence : "What's this about the Star- 
buck Terminal bonds?" And Charlie 
could see, through the open door, the 
clerks in the outer office huddling their 
shoulders over their ledgers, in evident 
consciousness of a coming breeze, lIr. 
Townley's face was crimson with excite- 
ment, as he panted in his stiff collar, his 
white hair making his face seem the red- 
der, and his bald head beady with per- 
spiration. Tamms had always a sort of 
patient, semi-patronizing tone in talking 
over business with his senior partner ; 
but this time he tried, and tried in vain, 
to resume his usual manner. 
"I am sorry to say," he began slowly, 
"that hitherto--the Terminal property 
--has not provedma profitable enter- 
prise." 
"Stuff---and--nonsense !" interposed 
Mr. Townley, his sputtering enunciation 
in strange contrast with Tamms's clear- 
cut tones. "You yourself told me it 
promised most excellently." 
"So I did sir--last winter. I fear 
that I was mistaken," said Tamms, hum- 
bly. 
"Mistaken, eh! Well, sir, and what 
do you propose to do about it .9" 
"I see nothing for it--but to fund the 
next coupon--and attempt a reorgani- 
zation. " 
"I do not mean as a director, sir; 
with that business you are familiar. 
But as a banker--as a New York mer- 
chant-as a member--damn it, sir, as a 
member of the house of Charles Town- 
ley & Son.9" In his anger, the old gen- 
tleman had used the folTner name of the 
firm;and there was an ugly glitter in 
Tamms's eye, which he carefully kept 
from meeting old Mr. Toley's. 
"As a member of the firm of Townley 
& Tamms," said he, "I see nothing to do 
but to look over our customers' mar- 
gins and bear our own losses." Charlie 
made a motion to go. 
"Stay there, Mr. Townley," ordered 
the old gentleman, "and learn once for 
all the traditions of the house of Charles 
Townley & Son. So, Mr. Tamms, a year 
after bringing out these bonds, with the 
ink hardly dry upon them, before the 
second coupon is cut, you propose that 
we who fathered them should stand by 
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and see our clients and the public, who 
relied upon our recommendation and 
our name, deceived in both .9" 
"I don't see what else we can do, sir. 
We are not the Starbuck Oil Company." 
Tamms tried still to patronize; but 
Charlie marvelled that a man who seemed 
so large the day before with Deacon 
Remington should seem so small to-day 
before an angry old man with white hair 
who had outlived his business usefulness 
and sputtered when he spoke. 
"I will show you, then. Mr. Townley, 
will you please take down this letter." 
Charlie moved his chair to a table and 
wrote, while Mr. Townley dictated: 
"Messrs. Townley & Tamms--regret 
that unforeseen circumstances--have 
caused an embarrassment in the affairs 
of the Starbuck Oil Company--but have 
decided to guaranty the coupons on the 
Terminal Trust bonds--until the prop- 
erty has been put upon a paying basis.- 
From those who prefer--Messrs. Town- 
ley & Tamms will take back the bonds 
sold by them--paying the price origi- 
nally paid therefor, with accrued inter- 
est." 
"There, sir," said Mr. Townley to 
Charlie, "you will have five hundred 
copies of that circular dated to-day and 
printed immediately. And Mr. Tamms, 
you will kindly see that a copy is mailed 
to every one of our correspondents and 
clients---or our partnership may end at 
once." 
"Certainly, sir," said Tamms, calmly. 
"I presume you know what an amount 
of ready money this action may require .9" 
"blo, sir, I do not," said Mr. Town- 
ley. 
"It may force us into liquidation," 
said Mr. Tamms. 
"Fiddle-de-dee," said Mr. Townley, 
as he rose and left the office. 

Tamms looked after him long and cu- 
riously, as an artist might look after a 
retreating cow which had just knocked 
over his easel and trampled on his study 
of pastoral life. Charlie looked at 
Tamms. The hour for him to be upon 
the Stock Exchange had long since 
passed; but he still sat there, and noth- 
ing was said for some time. Finally 
Tamms took a bit of paper, and. began 
to roll it up into little balls. 

"It is very unnecessary for l'Ir. Town- 
ley to take up such a quixotic atti- 
tude," said he. "That sort of thing is 
all very well in Shakespeare." And he 
threw his little balls of paper, with 
great accuracy, one into each of the 
three other corners of the room. 
"What shall I do, sir, about the cir- 
cular ?" 
"You must have it printed at once, 
and mailed, as Mr. Townley directed. 
But Mr. Lauer will attend to that." 
(Lauer was the bookkeeper.) "This in- 
sane action of Townley's will require 
considerable ready money. You must 
go to the board at once, and sell some 
Allegheny Central." Tamms had en- 
deavored to assume his slightly con- 
temptuous air in speaking of his part- 
ner; but it seemed to Charlie that there 
was still a pallor in his sharp face that 
belied his jauntiness. 
"How much shall I sell, sir .9" 
"All we've got," said Tamms, curtly. 
Charlie nodded, and jumped up to leave 
the room. When he got to the street- 
door a clerk came running after him. 
"Don't sell yourself---get Lawson, Raw- 
son & Co. to do it," said Tamms, as he 
turned back. Charlie nodded again, 
and was off. Now, Lawson, Rawson & 
Co. were Deacon Remington's brokers; 
ergo, Tamms did not want people to 
know he was selling; ergo, he was sell- 
ing in good earnest. It looked bad. 
And he had thought Tamms such a 
clever fellow ! 
Charlie was very busy at the stock- 
board that afternoon. He bought a 
few hundred shares himself, but this 
had little avail in staying the price 
against the thousands with which Law- 
son, Rawson & Co. deluged the mar- 
ket. Charlie did not trouble himself 
much then with thinking;he had no 
positive capital in the firm of Townley 
& Tamms ; but he had a feeling that 
it was a critical moment for them. He 
could not help a slight wonder that 
Tamms had yielded to his senior so 
easily; but then he reflected that a vio- 
lent rupture at such a juncture meant 
to Tamms even more certain financial 
ruin than the firm incurred by making 
good the Terminal bonds. Despite 
Charlie's strategy, and the few hun- 
dreds he bought with much vocifera 
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hal bonds which they had sold and Mr. 
Townley ordered to be made good. At 
the best, the loss on these could hardly 
be under a million. Then Charlie knew, 
though possibly old Mr. Townley did 
not, that they had a very heavy holding 
in Starbuck Oil stock. Although Tamms 
had let out to him at Ocean Grove that 
they did not actually hold a majority, as 
people had supposed, they certainly held 
a large amount, probably as much as 
Mrs. Gower herself, if the Deacon had 
held the balance of power. But if the 
Terminal mortgage was foreclosed, it 
would possibly wipe out all the stock, 
and this was all dead loss. And the 
Allegheny Central stood them in at 85 
or so, so they had not cleared a sum 
worth mentioning on that. And he 
ought to have telegraphed Mrs. Gower, 
after all. 
For once in his life, Charlie passed a 
sleepless night; a thing less common to 
his kind than to John Haviland, for in- 
stance, he being also a healthy animal, 
but with a conscience. In the morning 
he had his trunk packed and sent to the 
station; and after finishing up for the 
day at the office, he got to the Grand 
Central Depot at four o'clock. But here 
he took the train, not for Newport, but 
for Lenox. Now, Mamie Livingstone 
was still at Great Barrington. 
He opened an evening penny paper, 
and the first Wall Street item that at- 
tracted his attentive eye ran as follows : 
"It is reported that a certain promi- 
nent banking-house, largely identified 
with Allegheny Central, has been hard 
hit by the recent developments in Star- 
buck Oil." 
And in another part of the same 
paper : 
"It is now believed that yesterday's 
selling in Allegheny was not from Dea- 
con Remington, but long stock sold by 
insiders for reasons of their own." 
Charlie was not surprised that their 
tactics were discovered. He knew that 
such devices as they had used might 
serve the purpose for the moment, but 
could not deceive the hundred keen- 
eyed men that constitute "the Street" 
for twenty-four hours together. 
He alighted at Lenox in the cool of 
the evening, and went to the hotel. The 
country air was grateful to him, and he 

slept soundly. The next day he idled 
at the Lenox Club, waiting for his horse 
and dog-cart, which had been shipped 
the day before. In the evening they 
arrived, and he transferred his head- 
quarters to the inn at Stockbridge. The 
following afternoon, his cart and harness 
well cleaned, his horse carefully groomed, 
and his groom riding behind in full liv- 
ery, he drove over to Great Barrington 
and called upon Miss Holyoke--and 
Miss Livingstone. That is, he asked for 
Miss Livingstone, and left a card for 
Gracie. Mamie came down, all excite- 
ment ; it had been getting so dull in the 
country, and here was Charlie, like an 
angel dropped from heaven all for her! 
"I am staying at Stockbridge, you know," 
said Charlie, "and I have driven over 
to ask if you will not come for a little 
drive .9" 
Mamie turned her pretty eyes away 
and blushed a little ; but she was think- 
ing of Gracie, not of him. But after 
all, Gracie was little older than was 
she; it was not politic to admit her 
right of chaperonage too far. So they 
went, and had a long drive through the 
woods; and never, even to married la- 
dies, had Charlie Townley made love so 
charmingly. And it must be admitted, 
though his male friends had no inkling 
of it, that Charlie could, upon occasion, 
make love very well. And when he left, 
it was quite settled that he was to come 
again--not the next day, of course, but 
the day after. Poor Mamie! Poor 
Chloe ! She did not know that it was the 
Starbuck Oil Company that had forced 
Mr. Strephon's hand. 
And on the following evening, Charlie 
Townley, sitting at the Lenox Club, took 
up his Evening Post with some trepida- 
tion. He fully expected to see that the 
house of Townley & Tamms had sus- 
pended payments. 
"Allegheny Central. 
"At a meeting of the Allegheny Cen- 
tral Railroad Company held this morn- 
ing, the following resolution and vote, 
introduced by Mr. Phineas L. Tamms, 
were unanimously adopted: 
" Whereas, Under the terms of the late 
proposed consolidation of this company 
with the Silas Starbuck Off Company, 
certain bonds of the latter company 
were authorized by vote of both boards 
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of directors, and have been duly is- 
sued, to provide for terminal facilities, 
wharves, etc. And although, during 
the process of construction, and in con- 
sequence of certain extraordinary ex- 
penses, the earnings of the Silas Star- 
buck Oil Company have proved tempo- 
rarily insufficient to meet fixed charges, 
the directors of the Allegheny Central 
Company are convinced that the ulti- 
mate value and returns of such improve- 
ments will more than compensate for 
the outlay involved ; therefore be it 
"Resolved, That inasmuch as the faith 
and credit of the Allegheny Central 
Railroad Company have been largely 
relied upon by the investing public in 
purchasing said bonds, though not in 
terms guarantied by said company, your 
directors deem it proper to definitely 
guaranty said bonds, principal and in- 
terest. 
" Voted, That the President and Treas- 
urer of the Allegheny Central Railroad 
Company be authorized to affix the guar- 
anty of said company, both for principal 
and interest, upon such bonds of the 
Starbuck Oil Company as shall be pre- 
sented at their office for that pul-pose 
before the first day of October next." 
By Jove! A great light burst upon 
Charlie, and the paper fell from his 
hands. He took it up again, and read, 
lower down in the same column: 
"At a meeting of the Silas Starbuck 
Oil Company held this afternoon, a new 
board of directors was elected. Phineas 
L. Tamms was elected President, and 
the board is the same, with the excep- 
tion of Deacon Remington, who is re- 
placed in the new board by Adolph 
Lauer. It is currently reported that the 
control of this property has now deft- 
nite]y passed into the hands of Messrs. 
Townley & Tamms." 
"Great heavens !" gasped Charlie. 
Lauer was merely one of their clerks. 
It was Tamms himself who had been 
buying all the Deacon's Starbuck Oil 
stock quietly, unknown even to Clmrlie ; 
and he had sold all their own Alle- 
gheny Central ; and then met his senior 
partner's order by causing the latter 
corporation to guaranty the feather. He 
had served both God and Mammon, 
captured the keen Deacon, pleased his 
partner, and made money at the same 

time. And Charlie turned to the 
quotations. 
Allegheny Central was down at 73, and 
the Starbuck Oil had gone up to 140; 
and the bonds were well above par. 
And Tamms had secured the reputation 
of an honorable financier into the bar- 
gain! 
Charlie began rapidly to calculate. 
Tamms must have now over ten thou- 
sand Starbuck Oil, upon which he had 
made at least thirty dollars a share ; and 
he had finally got the control besides. 
He had sold much of their Allegheny 
Central at nearly the highest prices, 
averaging 90 or so, making perhaps 
$200,000 here. Add to this the $100,- 
000 or more they had made originally 
upon the Terminal bonds, upon which 
the firm's endorsement was now un- 
necessary, and- 
"The Governor is a devilish clever 
fellow," concluded Charlie. And as he 
thought of that drive with Mamie, he 
feared that he himself had been too pre- 
cipitate. 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

IAMIE GOES TO THE SHOW. 

GRACE had looked forward with a 
yearning she would not even to herself 
allow to the summer and her coming to 
her father's house once more. There are 
times when rocks and woods and fields 
and streams speak to us with sympathy 
no human being seems to have ; why is 
it, I wonder ? rhen nature was an 
enemy and men were savages, they 
seemed unconscious of her and thought 
only of each other ; now that men have 
all learned human sympathy, and altru- 
ism is the cry, some, and those perhaps 
the gentlest and the noblest of us all, 
must fly to nature for a refuge yet. 
But perhaps we have not yet learned 
human synpathy ; or perhaps it is the 
divine that we should have instead. 
Perhaps our sympathy is too often one 
of common objects or of common lusts. 
Perhaps each one seeks his glory, rather 
that he may dazzle others with it than 
lend his light to them. 
But Gracie was not complex, nor 
analytic; it is only the diseased who 
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stone was a very pretty, bright young girl ; 
and had it been merely flirting--but, as 
time went on, Townley began to take 
some interest in the chase for the game's 
sake, and not for sport only. And Char- 
lie had come up for a special purpose, 
which was to get Miss Mamie to go 
with him to the first meet of the Bronx 
hounds, to be held at their kennels in the 
Sands country the following Tuesday. 
The day before, they had had a great 
scene in the office. Mr. Tamms had 
for several weeks been off in regions un- 
known to Wall Street, upon his own 
vacation, and had just returned. Hard- 
ly had he torn open and roughly dis- 
posed of his morning mail, when in 
came Deacon Remington. "I am in- 
formed that Mr. Tamms is returned," 
he announced. "I desire to see him." 
"How do you do, Deacon Reming- 
ton ?" said Charlie, stepping forward. 
"I haven't seen you since Ocean Grove, 
I think," he added, politely. 
"I desire to have an interview with 
Mr. Tamms." The Deacon continued to 
speak with precision, ignoring Charlie's 
courtesies as uncalled for and unbusi- 
nesslike. 
"Mr. Tamms is in his private office, I 
think," said Charlie, blandly. And he 
inducted the earnest Deacon into that 
apartment, and. closed the door upon 
him, with much the feeling that one has 
who shuts up a monkey in a parrot-cage. 
This done, Charlie resumed his desk 
and his occupation, which latter was 
nothing more arduous than the writing 
of a note to Mamie Livingstone. "Ev- 
erybody will be there," he wrote ; "and 
I hope- " 
In a few minutes the door was opened, 
and Mr. Tamms came out. "Mr. Town- 
ley," he said, in flutelike tones; "will 
you kindly step in for a moment ?" 
"Certainly, sir," said Charlie. He 
went in, and the door was closed be- 
hind them. The pious Deacon was sit- 
ting upon the lounge on one corner, 
with folded wings, like a large blue- 
bottle. 
"I wish you to tell Deacon Reming- 
ton under what circumstances the house 
of Townley & Tamms were compelled 
to meet the deficit in the Starbuck Ter- 
minal bonds and avert foreclosure. Do 
you remember anything about it ?" 

"Certainly, sir," said Charlie. He 
hesitated a moment, but was much too 
clever to seem to look to Tamms for the 
cue. "It was by order of Mr. Townley 
himself." 
"Do you remember the day ?" 
"It was the day after my return from 
Long Branch--three days after our drive 
to Ocean Grove." 
"You see, Deacon ?" said Tamms, in 
the meek tones of a Christian unjustly 
wronged. 
"Oh, yes, I see," said the Deacon. 
"And am I right in stating that Mr. 
Townley's attitude was most peremp- 
tory ?" Charlie nodded. "That he 
went so far as to threaten a dissolution 
of partnership unless his orders were 
instantly complied with ?" 
"He made me mail the circulars and 
send one out over the tape the same 
afternoon," said Charlie. 
Again Tamms looked to Remington. 
There was a silence of some minutes, 
rather embarrassing to two of the com- 
pany, at least. 
"Well, well," said Remington, at last, 
"I may have done you wrong, Tamms." 
And without the formalities of any leave- 
taking, he rose and shuffled out of the 
shop. 
Tamms watched him, almost regret- 
fully, and when he disappeared down 
the street, turned to Charlie. 
"There, I fear, goes a man who will 
be a chronic bear upon the Allegheny 
Central," said he. Tamms had fallen 
into a way of making these semi-confi- 
dences to Charlie ; and the latter was 
struck with the justice of this remark. 
This scene was fresh in Charlie's mind 
the next day when driving with Mamie 
through the calm, deep woods that clothe 
the Berkshire hills. Ah! Shakespeare's 
heroines had a simple time enough; 
what would they do in these days, when 
Shylock masks as Romeo, and Othello, 
turned soldier of fortune, seeks distinc- 
tion at his mistress's mouth ? I fear 
me even Portia would have found her 
match. 
But Mamie would go to the meet-- 
yes, she would. Where love, inclina- 
tion, and social ambition coincide, what 
prudent counsels of a country girl like 
Gracie could resist them ? She wrote 
that evening, thanking Mrs. Gower for 
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her invitation, and only on the next 
day told Gracie what she had done. 
Gracie knew Mrs. Gower only slightly ; 
though, had she known her a thousand 
years, she would not have known her 
well. The kennels were at the "Bogar- 
d.us Farm," and after the meet there 
was to be a hunt dinner and a hunt ball. 
Mrs. Gower had many mansions, many 
places in which to lay her pretty head-- 
and the heads of her guests--and now, 
it seems, she had a cottage near by, in 
which Mamie was to go. And the other 
guests, as Flossie wrote, were to be only 
Lord Birmingham, Kitty Farnum--and 
Mr. Wemyss. 
For this meeting was indeed "select ;" 
only of the very gayest, choicest few, 
those of whose prominence there could 
be no question in the race after pleasure, 
only those whose purses and whose per- 
sons kept the pace that fashion, for the 
time, demanded. And both the horses 
and the dogs were also of the choicest 
breed and blood, and were worth, each 
and all, his hundreds or his thousands ; 
and the human beings, too, if of their 
blood we dare not say so much, were of 
breeding d la mode, and worth, I dare 
say, any sums you like. Jolm Haviland 
was not here, nor Lionel Derwent, nor 
even poor Arthur yet--but only those 
who made, or seemed to make, the very 
lightest little game of life. 
Should I attempt to describe all this, 
I should be expected to speak a little of 
the ladies' dresses--but chiefly of the 
horses, I am sure. For this fashion- 
able life of ours, the life of so many of 
those with whom our lines have, thus 
far, been cast, seems founded, in its last 
analysis, upon the horse alone. That 
noble animal, in all his varied uses, un- 
der the saddle, in a four-in-hand, at Mrs. 
Gower's carriage traces--take him all 
in all, he stands for everything; he is 
almost the protagonist of Flossie Gow- 
er's little play. Sculptors, historians, 
students of social science, would, in ages 
yet to come, I am sure, term this the 
age of the Home ; they would, I say, if 
Mrs. Gower and her set shall even leave 
a wrack behind. But the wracks they 
leave behind are, alas! too often not 
their own. And to others, perhaps, to 
Jem Starbuck and the workers in the 
Allegheny country, as well as to the 

future historian, this age may rather 
seem the age of Coal. 
So Mamie Livingstone went to the 
show, and the show was very fine indeed. 
First there was a pack of fox-hounds 
--real fox-hounds--and then there 
was a pack of beagles, sixteen or more, 
with little curly tails; and the gentle- 
men and ladies rode some miles behind 
them, on a scented track, and jumped 
several fences. And Charlie looked very 
smart in his pink coat, and took the leaps 
most daringly; and thereupon Mamie 
did admire him very much, and began to 
think seriously of him for a husband. 
And the dinner was exquisitely cooked, 
and quite bright and gay ; and the men 
had all red coats and the women all white 
throats ; and when the ladies left the table 
the fun was even faster. For when the 
stories were all told, and they could not 
talk of the ladies, both because many of 
the husbands were there and because 
the subject was a bore at best--and the 
best of it is surely tte-h-tte--and when 
even horses had been talked about 
enough, did not witty Tony Dural go 
out and come back with the Earl's one 
black coat ? And he tossed it on the 
damask cloth before them. "A fox!" he 
cried. "Worry it !" And they worried 
it; with knives and forks they worried 
it ; perhaps once for the joke, and twico 
because it was Birmingham's, until of 
the silk and broadcloth garment some 
few shreds were left, and the table-cloth 
a thing of slits and scratches. And then 
they went into the ball-room, did theso 
merry dogs, and danced with these fine 
ladies; only some of them chose to walk 
in the lawns and over the turf steeple- 
chase course, where there was shrub- 
bery, and hurdles, and much helping 
over of carefully preserved stone walls. 
Have you had a good time, reader ? 
Here we have been a hundred miles on 
the outside of a coach, and quite three 
weeks in the open air, and, I am sure, 
have had dinners and balls galore. Take 
your last deep breath of all these joys, 
for all, even of our lines, may not fall in 
such pleasant places. Vhat--we shall 
not say we are tired of it--we who have 
been with the fortunate few ? Vhy, 
who can make more, who could make 
more, of life than they? Is it not a 
pleasant play ? 
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Well, a secret, then: Van Kull and 
Wemyss, too, are bored, and even Tony 
Dural finds it slow. For Flossie Gower 
I speak not; she has a great, stillfed, 
self-pride, and when that, too, grows 
stale--she is too clever to let it bore 
her--she will leave it first; and Bir- 
mingham is saved by his British atmos- 
phere and healthy, dormant brain. 
All this is why Charlie Townley--no, 

Charlie fears rather that he may not al- 
ways be rich enough to keep it up, and 
is making up to poor Mamie, in conse- 
quence. But that is why, or all these 
things are why, Van Kull walked off with 
Mrs. Hay, that night ; and even Birming- 
ham made overtures to Kitty Farnum ; 
and Charlie did propose to Mamie Liv- 
ingstone; and Caryl Wemyss propo-- 
told Mrs. Gower that he loved her. 

MID-SUMMER. 

By Allan Simpson Botsford. 

THERE WaS  quietude about the place 
We never found elsewhere;the boulders gray" 
Hung heavily" beneath the water's edge; 
Below, the dam was sunny and chalk-white, 
Where slept the tea-green water at repose; 
1o shim'ring ripple skimmed the surface smooth, 
Save when a singing line cut into 
Or a far snipe kissed it with downy breast. 
Dim shadows, downward cast by the slow bird, 
High circling in the heaven--came and went; 
Queer savors of strange verdure filled the air-- 
The breath of ivy, and of hidden bloom, 
And of wild pennyroyal and many mints. 
1o sound was there, but that of high delight! 
The robin lent her music free as air, 
The thrush sang in the underwood at hand, 
While at uncertain intervals there came 
From some deep field of yellow tangled wheat, 
Shrill whistlings of a summer-smitten quail; 
The cat-bird in the red haws near us tuned 
His voice to many choruses, and sang 
In mimicry of all the happy host. 
It was a place where hours went their ways 
As softly as sweet dreams go down the night, 
Untroubled by the wisdom of the wise, 
Or hampered by the dint of a desire. 
The great good-hearted beeches over us, 
Steeped the sweet grass in clever depths of shade, 
Vherein our cloth was spread at the noon-hour; 
And lazily as ancient kings we dined, 
And smoked, and chatted, and there spent the day; 
Tipping our bumpers, while in toasts arrayed, 
Our happy souls triumphant over men, 
Walked down the many splendid ways of fame, 
Until our steps were lost--or strangely blurred-- 
As the red sun crept westward through the dusk. 
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B.v Robert Louis Stevenson. 

I-IE scene is the deck 
]- of an Atlantic liner, 
V------|_i close by the doors of 
]1 r-|-- " I the ashpit, where it 
. | I ', is warm: the time, 
 night: the persons, 
. an emigrt of an 
- inquiring tm of 
mind d a deck 
hd. "Now," sys the emigrt, "is 
there not any book that gives a true pict- 
e of a sflor's le  "" Well," rets 
the other, with gret deliberation and 
emphasis, "there is one ; that is just a 
sailor's life. You know a bout it, if 
you know that.'" What do you call 
itS" sks the emiant."They ca it 
o " 
Tom Holt's g, says the sailor. The 
emigrt entered the fact in his note- 
book: th  wondeng query s to 
what so of stuff this Tom Holt wod 
prove to be: and a double-headed pro- 
phecy that it wod prove one of two 
things: either  solid, d, dmirable 
piece of truth, or mere i and bditti. 
Well, the emigrant was wrong : it was 
something more curious than either, for 
it was a work by SEeES HAYWAD. 

In this paper I propose to put the au- 
thors' names in capital letters; the most 
of them have not much hope of durable 
renown; their day is past, the poor 
dogs--they begin swiftly to be forgot- 
ten; and I-IAYwARD is of the number. 
Yet he was a popular writer ; and what 
is really odd, he had a vein of hare- 
brained merit. There never was a man 
of less pretension ; the intoxicating pres- 
ence of an ink-bottle, which was too 

much for the strong head of Napoleon, 
left him sober and light-hearted; he 
had no shade of literary vanity ; he was 
never at the trouble to be dull. His 
works fell out of date in the days of 
printing. They were the unhatched eggs 
of Arab tales ; made for word-of-mouth 
recitation, certain (if thus told) to capti- 
vate an audience of boys or any simple 
people--certain, on the lips of a genera- 
tion or two of public story-tellers, to 
take on new merit and become cherished 
lore. Such tales as a man, such rather 
as a boy, tells himself at night, not with- 
out smiling, as he drops asleep; such, 
with the same exhilarating range of in- 
cident and the same trifling ingenuities, 
with no more truth to experience and 
scarcely more cohesion, I-IAYwARD told. 
If we so consider 27e Diamond Necklace, 
or the Twenty Captains, which is what I 
remember best of HWAD, yOU will find 
that staggering narrative grow quite 
conceivable. 
A gentleman (his name forgotten-- 
I"IAYWARD had no taste in names) puts 
an advertisement in the papers, inviting 
nineteen other gentlemen to join him in 
a likely enterprise. The nineteen ap- 
pear promptly, nineteen, no more, no 
less: see the ease of the recumbent 
story-teller, half-asleep, hanging on the 
verge of that country of dreams, where 
candles come alight and jommeys are ac- 
complished at the wishing ! These twenty, 
all total strangers, are to put their money 
together and form an association of 
strict equality: hence its name--The 
Twenty Captains. And it is no doubt 
very pleasant to be equal to anybody, 
even in name ; and mighty desirable (at 
least in the eyes of young gentlemen 
hearing this tale in the school dormi- 
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tory) to be called captain, even in pri- 
vate. But the deuce of it is, the founder 
has no entelrise in view, and here you 
would think, the least wary capitalist 
would leave his chair, and buy a broom 
and a crossing with his money, rather 
than place it in the hands of this total 
stranger, whose mind by his own confes- 
sion was a blank, and whose real name 
was probably Macaire. 1o such matter 
in the book. With the ease of dream- 
ing, the association is founded; and 
again with the ease of dreaming (HAY- 
wnD being now three parts asleep) the 
enterprise, in the shape of a persecuted 
heiress and a truly damnable and idiotic 
aristocrat, appears upon the scene. For 
some time, our drowsy story-teller 
dodges along upon the frontiers of in- 
coherence, hardly at the trouble to in- 
vent, never at the trouble to write litera- 
tm-e ; but suddenly his interest brightens 
up, he sees something in front of him, 
turns on the pillow, shakes off the ten- 
tacles of slumber, and puts his back into 
histale. Injured innocence takesa special 
train to Dover ; damnable idiot takes an- 
other and pursues ; the twenty captains 
reach the station five minutes after, and 
demand a third. It is against the rules, 
they are told; not more than two spe- 
cials (here is good news for the railway 
traveller) are allbwed at the same time 
upon the line. Is injured innocence, 
with her diamond necklace, to lie at the 
mercy of an aristocrat? Forbid it, 
Heaven and the Cheap Press! The 
twenty captains slip unobserved into the 
engine-house, steal an engine, and forth 
upon the Dover line ! As well as I can 
gather, there were no stations and no 
pointsmen on this route to Dover, which 
must in consequence be quick and safe. 
One thing it had in common with other 
and less simple railways, it had a line of 
telegraph wires; and these the twenty 
captains decided to destroy. One of 
them, you will not be surprised to learn, 
had a coil of rope--in his pocket, I sup- 
pose; another--again I shall not sur- 
prise you--was an Irishman and given 
to blundering. One end of the line was 
made fast to a telegraph post; one (by 
the Irishman) to the engine : all aboard 
--full steam ahead--a double crash, and 
there was the telegraph post upon the 
ground, and here--mark my HAvArm ! 

was something carried away upon the 
engine. All eyes turn to see what it is : 
an integral part of the machinery! 
There is now no means of reducing 
speed; on thunders the engine, full 
steam ahead, down this remarkable route 
to Dover ; on speed the twenty captains, 
not very easy in their minds, tresently, 
the driver of the second special (the 
aristocrat's) looks behind him, sees an 
engine on his track, signals, signals in 
vain, finds himself being overhauled, 
pokes up his fire and--full steam ahead 
in flight. Presently after, the dver of 
the first special (injured innocence's) 
looks behind, sees a special on his track 
and an engine on the track of the spe- 
cial, signals, signals in vain, and he too 
--full steam ahead in flight. Such a 
day on the Dover line! But at last the 
second special smashes into the first, and 
the enoq_ne into both ; and for my part, 
I think there was an end of that ro- 
mance. But HAYWARD WaS by this time 
fast asleep: not a life was lost; nor 
only that, but the various paies recov- 
ered consciousness and resumed their 
wild career (only now, of course, on foot 
and across country) in the precise origi- 
nal order: injured innocence leading by 
a length, damnable aristocrat with still 
more damnable valet (like one man) a 
good second, and the twenty captains 
(again like one man) a bad third; so 
that here was the story going on again 
just as before, and this appalling catas- 
trophe on the Dover line reduced to the 
proportions of a morning call. The feel- 
ings of the company (it is true) are not 
dwelt upon. 
Now, I do not mean that Tom Holt 
is quite such high-flying folly as The 
Twenty Captains ; for it is no such thing, 
nor half so entertaining. Still it flowed 
from the same irresponsible brain ; still 
it was the mere drowsy divagation of 
a man in bed, now tedious, now ex- 
travagant-always acutely untrue to 
life as it is, often pleasantly coincident 
with childish hopes of what life ought 
to be--as (for instance) in the matter 
of that little pleasure-boat, rigged, to 
every block and rope, as a full-rigged 
ship, in which Tom goes sailing--happy 
child ! And this was the work that an 
actual tarry seaman recommended for a 
picture of ]is own existence ! 
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this author, I passed on to ALCOLM J. 
ERRYM (the name to my present scru- 
tiny, suggesting an anagram on Merry), 
author of Edith the Captive, The Treas- 
ures of St. Mar]c, A Mystery in Scarlet, 
George t?arington, Sea-drift, Townsend 
the Runner, and a variety of other Well- 
named romances. Memory may play 
me false, but I believe there was a kind 
of met about ERr. The Mystery in 
Scarlet runs in my mind to this day; 
and if any hunter after autographs (and I 
think the world is full of such) can lay 
his hands on a copy even imperfect, and 
will send it to me in the care of Messrs. 
Scribner, my gratitude (the muse con- 
senting) will even drop into poetry. 
For I have a curiosity to know what the 
Mystery in Scarlet was, and to renew 
acquaintance with King George and his 
valet Norris, who were the chief figures 
in the work and may be said to have risen 
in every page superior to history and the 
ten commandments. Hence I passed on 
to Mr. EA, whom I trust the reader 
does not confuse with the author of 
Tom and Jerry ; the two are quite dis- 
tinct, though I have sometimes sus- 
pected they were father and son. I 
never enjoyed EoA as I did ERnYM ; but 
this was possibly a want of taste, and 
EA would do. Thence again I was 
suddenly brought face to face with Mr. 
Reynolds. A school-fellow, acquainted 
with my debasing tastes, supplied me 
with The Mysteries of London, and I fell 
back revolted. The same school-fellow 
(who seems to have been a devil of a 
fellow) supplied me about the same time 
with one of those contributions to liter- 
ature (and even to art) from which the 
name of the publisher is modestly with- 
held. It was a far more respectable 
work than e M!/steries of London. J. 
F. S.H when I was a child, ERR 
when I vas a boy, HAYWARI) when I had 
attained to man's estate, these I read for 
pleasure ; the others, down to SLVAUS 
COBB, I have made it my business to know 
(as far as my endurance would support 
me) from a sincere interest in human 
nature and the art of letters. 

IVo 
WHAT kind of talent is required to 
please this mighty public ? that was my 

first question, and was soon amended 
with the words, "if any." J.F. ST 
was a man of undeniable talent, ERR 
and HAYWARD have a cedain spirit, and 
even in EA the very tender might 
recognize the rudiments of a sort of 
literary gift; but the cases on the 
other side are quite conclusive. Tke 
Hemming, or the dull ruffian Reynolds, 
or Sylvanus Cobb, of whom perhaps 
I have only seen unfortunate examples 
--they seem not to have the talents of 
a rabbit, and why anyone should read 
them is a thing that passes wonder. A 
plain-spoken and possibly high-thinking 
critic might here perhaps return upon 
me with my own expressions. And he 
would have missed the point. For I 
and my fellows have no such popularity 
to be accounted for. The reputation of 
an upper-class author is made for him 
at dinner-tables and nursed in news- 
paper paragraphs, and when all is done, 
amounts to no great matter. We call it 
popularity, surely in a pleasant error. 
A flippant writer in the Saturday Review 
expressed a doubt if I had ever cher- 
ished a "genteel" illusion; in truth I 
never had many, but this was one--and 
I have lost it. Once I took the literary 
author at his own esteem ; I behold him 
now like one of those gentlemen who 
read their own MS. descriptive poetry 
aloud to wife and babes around the 
evening hearth ; addressing a mere par- 
lor coterie and quite unknown to the 
great world outside the villa windows. 
At such pigmy reputation, Reynolds, or 
COBB, or Mrs. SOUHWORH can afford to 
smile. By spontaneous public vote, at 
a cry from the unorganic masses, these 
great ones of the dust were laurelled. 
And for what ? 
Ay, there is the question : For what ? 
How is this great honor gained ? Many 
things have been suggested. The peo- 
ple (it has been said) like rapid nar- 
rative. If so, the taste is recent, for 
both Smith and Egan were leisurely 
writers. It has been said they like in- 
cident, not character. I am not so sure. 
G. P. R. James was an upper-class au- 
thor, J. F. Smith a penny-press-man; 
the two are in some ways not unlike; 
but--here is the curiosityJames made 
far the better story, Smith was far the 
more successful with his characters. 
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Each (to bring the parallel home) wrote 
a novel called ffYte Stepmother; each 
introduced a pair of old maids ; and let 
anyone study the result! James's Step- 
mother is a capital tale, but Smith's old 
maids are like Trollope at his best. It 
is said again that the people like crime. 
Certainly they do. But the great ones 
of the dust have no monopoly of that, 
and their less fortunate rivals hammer 
away at murder and abduction unap- 
plauded. 
I return to linger about my seaman 
on the Atlantic liner. I shah be told he 
is exceptional. I am tempted to think, 
on the other hand, that he may be nor- 
mal. The critical attitude, whether to 
books or lifemhow if that were the true 
exception? I-Iow if Tom Holt's Log, 
surreptitiously perused by a harbor- 
side, had been the means of sending 
my mariner to sea? How if he were 
still unconsciously expecting the Tom 
Holt part of the business to beginm 
perhaps to-morrow? How, even, if he 
had never yet awakened to the dis- 
crepancy between that singular picture 
and the facts? Let us take another 
instance. The Young Ladies' Journal 
is an elegant miscellany which I have 
frequently observed in the possession 
of the barmaid. In a lone house on a 
moorland, I was once supplied with 
quite a considerable file of this pro- 
duction and (the weather being violent) 
devoutly read it. The tales were not 
ill done; they were well abreast of the 
average tale in a circulating library; 
there was only one difference, only one 
thing to remind me I was in the land 
-of penny numbers instead of the parish 
of three volumes: Disguise it as the 
authors pleased (and they showed in- 
genuity in doing so) it was always the 
same tale they must relate: the tale of 
a poor girl ultimately married to a peer 
of the realm or (at the worst) a baronet. 
The circumstance is not common in 
life ; but how familiar to the musings of 
the barmaid! The tales were not true 
to what men see; they were true to 
what the readers dreamed. 
Let us try to remember how fancy 
works in children; with what selective 
partiality it reads, leaving often the 
bulk of the book mrealized, but fixing 
on the rest and living it; and what a 

passionate impotence it shows--what 
power of adoption, what weakness to 
create. It seems to be not nmch 
otherwise with uneducated readers. 
They long, not to enter into the lives 
of others, but to behold themselves in 
changed situations, ardently but im- 
potently preconceived. The imagina- 
tion (save the mark!) of the popular 
author here comes to the rescue, sup- 
plies some body of circumstance to 
these phantom aspirations, and con- 
ducts the readers where they will. 
Where they will: that is the point; 
elsewhere they will not follow. When 
I was a child, if I came on a book in 
which the characters wore armor, it 
fell from my hand; I had no criterion 
of merit, simply that one decisive taste, 
that my fancy refused to linger in the 
middle ages. And the mind of the un- 
educated reader is mailed with similar 
restrictions. So it is that we must ac- 
count for a thing otherwise unaccount- 
able;the popularity of some of these 
great ones of the dust. In defect of 
any other gift, they have instinctive 
sympathy with the popular mind. They 
can thus supply to the shop-girl and 
the shoe-black vesture cut to the pat- 
tern of their naked fancies, and furnish 
them with welcome scenery and prop- 
erties for autobiographical romancing. 
Even in readers of an upper class, we 
may perceive the traces of a similar hesi- 
tation ; even for them, a writer may be 
too exotic. The villain, even the heroine, 
may be a Feejee islander, but only on 
condition the hero is one of ourselves. 
It is pretty to see the thing reversed in 
the Arabian tale (Torrens or Burton-- 
the tale is omitted in popular editions) 
where the Moslem hero carries off the 
Christian amazon; and in the exoga- 
mous romance, there lies interred a 
good deal of human history and human 
nature. But the question of exogamy 
is foreign to the purpose. Enough that 
we are not readily pleased without a 
character of our own race and language ; 
so that, when the scene of a romance is 
laid on any distant soil, we look with 
eagerness and confidence for the coming 
of the English traveller. With the read- 
ers of the penny-press, the thing goes 
further. Burning as they are to pene- 
trate into the homes of the peerage, 
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HE greater par t 
of the facts with 
which geologists 
have to deal pos- 
sess for the gen- 
eral public a rec- 
ondite character. 
They concern 
things which are 
not within the 

limits of familiar experience. In treat- 
ing of them, the science uses a lan- 
guage of its own, an argot as special as 
that of the anatomist or the metaphysi- 
cian. There is, however, one branch of 
the subject the matter of which demands 
no special knowledge for its understand- 
ing, viz.- the surface of the earth. At 
first, geologists were little inclined to 
deal with the part of their field which is 
visited by the sun. Gradually, however, 
they have crone to see that this outer 
face of the earth is not only a kind- 
lier but a lnore legible pa['t of the 
great stone book, and they have made a 
division of their work which they en- 
title Surface Geology. In this division 
they include all that is evident to the 
untrained understanding, the contour 
of land and of sea floor, the aspects 
of shores, the conditions of soil, etc. 
Under the head of livers and Valleys 
we propose to consider one division of 
this simple but ample division of geo- 
logic science. 
If the reader wishes to begin a series 
of studies of an unprofessional character 
which will lead him to some of the most 
important fields of knowledge which 

the earth's science can open to him, he 
cannot do better than find his way 
to his subject through a river-valley. 
There are many advantages offered to 
him in beginning his inquiries in this 
pleasant way. In the first place, the out- 
ward aspect of the phenomena with 
which he has to deal is already familiar 
to him. We can all recall to mind some 
of these troughs of the earth through 
which flows a stream, be it motmtain- 
torrent, brook, or river. The steep or 
gentle slopes of the valley toward the 
agent which has consh-ucted it, the flow- 
ing water, as well as ninny of the impor- 
tant actions of the stream in its times 
of flood or in its cataracts, are also famil- 
iar. In fact, there is not a feature or a 
phenomenon visible in the valley which 
has not a popular name, indicating that 
it is a matter of common and unrecon- 
dire observation. Whoever will follow 
an ordinaD" stream from its sources to 
the sea in such a joulmey as he may 
make in a few days' travelling, and n-il 
avail himself of its teachings, with the 
aid of the simplest understandings de- 
rived from a knowledge of physical 
laws, will obtain a clue to a very Large 
part of the earth's machineD'. 
To see the actu,l beginning of the 
river under the conditions nhich are 
best for our inquiry, we must observe 
the sm'face at some point on the divid- 
ing line between two streams n-here they 
head together, near the crest of a moun- 
tain, in a time of rain. All that is visible 
are the drops of rain which slip out of 
the leaden air and patter on the surface 
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he heat which it has absorbed, and thus 
the main spring of the rain is in the sun. 
After abiding awhile in the upper re- 
gions of the atmosphere, by some of the 
many chances which beset the clouds, 
the vapor is cooled ; it condenses from 
the loss of heat and falls as rain or snow. 
The circumstunces of ore" imaginary 
momtain top, if that summit be at a 
considerable height above the sea, fa- 
vor the cooling of the cloud and there- 
fore the precipitation of this rain. 
These uplands retain the cold of winter, 
and during night they pour forth their 
heat by radiation through the thin air, 
with more rapidity than the lower lands, 
which are covered beneath a thicker 
blanket of atmosphere. 
When the drop of rain falls to the 
earth's surface, if it be of ordinary size, 
it gives a sensible blo'. If that sur- 
face be covered -ith a thin laver of 
scattered sand-grains or small pebbles, 
we may observe that the bits of rock 
dance about and thus apply a little of 
the force qich comes from the drop, to 

into rivulets; or if it be covered with 
mosses, or the thin layer of porous soft 
common to motmtain-tops, it may for 
a moment disappear from sight in the 
spongy mass ; but a little farther down, 
-e find that it is gathered in rivulets, 
'hich quickly join together, so that in 
descending even a hundred feet below 
the summit, in a time of rain, we find 
a number of shallow valleys, each occu- 
pied by a little vulet. The tmion of 
these streams gives us one of more 
power, which may 1)e taken as a typi- 
cal mountain-torrent. We observe that 
such a stream descends -ith consider- 
able rapidity; it is rare indeed that 
it does not have a fall of more than 
fifty feet to a mile. The rate of fall in 
steep-faced mountains often amounts to 
as much as five hundred feet in that dis- 
tance. As soon as the stream is more 
than two or three feet wide and a foot 
in depth, we begin to see evidences of its 
energy. Even if the fall be but at the 
rate of fifty feet to the mile, we shall find 
that such a stream is able to urge for- 

Torrent Bed in Eastern Kentucky. 
(Showing channel embarrassed by masses of stone fallen from the sides of the valley.) 

rub the stone on which they lie. At 
first, the .ater spreads over he earth's 
surface as a thin sheet, but as that sur- 
face is never perfectly level, it is, provid- 
ed the rock be bare, quickly gathered 

ward with great violence masses of stone 
several inches in diameter. If we roll 
a stone the size of a man's head into the 
channel, it is swept along, bumlfing vio- 
lently against the obstacles it encounters, 
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Stream Bed with Boulders Formed from Angular Masses Rolled in Times of Flood. 

striking first one rock-bank md then sponding blow and n equal wearing 
nother, until it becomes fixed in some inflicted on the firm rocks gainst 
crevice. If, fter the pebble hs jour- which it collided. 
neyed for a few hundred feet, we recover A little observation with streams hv- 
it from the stream, it is often easy to ing different rates of fall will show the 
note the dents on its surface, produced observer that the ese with which a 
by the collisions on its journey. In stone is urged onward, nd the size 
most cses there hs been  corre- of those which  stream of given vol- 
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tune can carry depends in a remark- whether the third power or the sixth be 
able way on the rate of its descent to- the rate at which the efficiency in the 
ward the sea level, and therefore on carrying power of the stream increases 
the velocity with which its waters flow. with its speedier flow. It is enough for 
Computation and experience have shown us to know that the stream, with very 
that this increase in speed is propor- slight increase in its velocity, is able to 

Cascada de la Sirena, near La Guayra, Venezuela 
(Showing stream divided by following joint planes.) 

tionate t least to the cube, or third 
power, of the velocity with which the 
current flows. One distinguished stu- 
dent of this hydraulic problem has come 
to the conclusion that the increase of 
the propulsive power of the stream upon 
the fragments which it encounters in- 
creases as the sixth power of its speed. 
It is not worth while for us to pause 
in our imanry journey to consider 

carry , very much larger stone titan it 
coull befo'e its speed was increased. 
The sides of these mountain torrents 
are generally steep. It is rare indeed 
that the slopes which lead to them re 
much less inclined than the roofs of 
ordinary houses. Over all the SUl-fce 
on either side of the torrent, frost and 
other agents of decay are constantly t 
work breaking out bits of stone or fozan- 
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ing soil. This mass of broken-up rock after a few miles of course, though the 
is constantly slipping down the sides of brook steadily gains in volume by the 
the valley. Every time the winter frost contributions of tributary streams, it 
seizes it, it expands a little, and is thus gradually diminishes the swiftness of 
shoved downward ; frequently, when its descent. At a certain point it ceases 
soaked with water, great sheets of it to bear onward all of the larger stones 
slip swiftly, as mud-avalanches, into the which come into its possession. These 
stream. In this way the torrent is always fragments gather upon the banks, form- 

provided with fragments which it 
may grind up into pebbles, sand, 
and mud, and bear onward to the 
fields below. In times of drought, 
these stream-beds are occupied by 
rivulets of clear water, and at such 
periods the observer gains no idea 
of the vigor with which the mill 
works ; but in times of heavy rain 
he will find the water turbid -ith 
sediment made by the attrition of peb- 
bles against the bordering walls of the 
stream and upon each other. He then 
sees whence come the sediments which 
are so important a feature in the lower 
portions of the river-system. From any 
commanding elevation in a mountain 
district, we may see scores or hundreds 
of those torrent-beds within one field of 
view. In periods of heavy rain, the roar 
arising from the moving stones is often 
a vel T striking feature. 
Descending the channel of any of 
these mountain torrents, we find that 

ing a rude terrace. Still further down, 
where the slope is less considerable, the 
smaller pebbles are left behind, crowded 
into the interstices of the larger frag- 
ments. The terrace becomes more dis- 
tinct, vegetation gathers upon it, and the 
waste of the plants folns a soil which 
partially levels off the surface. Fulher 
on, we come to the field where the an- 
nual overflow of the stream during the 
spring floods heaps a quantity of the 
sand and mud upon this foundation of 
coarser matelial ; we then have the be- 
ginning of the alluvial terrace. At first 



CaBon of the Colorado. 
(The benches show the successive stages of downutting of the stream.) 
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this alluvial terrace 
is but a narrow belt 
on either side of 
the stream, which, 
swollen by its flood- 
waters, often breaks 
new channels 
through this bench of 
detrital matter. In 
fact," all this marginal 
accumulation is of 
temporary duration, 
for the stream is as 
yet wild, and in its 
annual floods is apt 
to undo the construc- 
tion-work of the pre- 
vious years. 
When the stream 
comes to have a dis- 
tinct and somewhat 
enduring alluvial be]t 
on either side of its 
path, it has entered 
on the stage of a 
river. It is indeed 
on the presence of 
this marginal accu- 
mulation th a t w e 
most rest the dis- 
tinction between a 
torrent and a river. 
lrom the place where the terraces begin 
to form, downward to the mouth of the 

CaRon of the Via Mala, Switzerland. 
(Showing the work done by a large torrent on rocks of close texture which are readily 
eroded by the stream.) 

stream, the conditions of its flow are 
vastly affected by its reactions upon this 
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detrital matter. In most cases, with 
each mile of its descent the maitude 
of these deposits increases. The allu- 
vial l<<mds stretch further and further 
on either side; the materials which 
compose them grow finer and finer as 
we descend in the valley, for the reason 
that with this descent the slope of the 
stream in most cases steadfastly dimin- 
ishes and its ability to urge forward 
coarse sediments decreases in a rapid 
ratio. 

this burden in the following manner : 
The motion of the stream is swiftest in 
its central parts, because, in most cases, 
the water is deepest in that part of its 
bed, and is therefore the least influ- 
enced by fi-iction. On the sides of the 
stream where the water is shoal, the cur- 
rent is least swift; therefore in these 
marginal parts it constantly tends to lay 
down sediments. As soon as the allu- 
vial terrace is formed, certain kinds of 
trees, particularly our willows and as- 

View into a Mountain Gorge. 

(Showing the distribution of the torrents of the upper part of the valley.) 

The alluvial deposits which border our 
rivers owe their existence to the fact 
that the torrential head-waters, by their 
great velocity, bear forward, beyond the 
mountain dishcts, a large amount of 
matel'ials which are of such a coarse nat- 
ure that the larger but less powerful 
lower part of the stream cannot urge it 
onward to the sea. In all its journey to 
the ocean, the river is continually sh'ag- 
gling with this detritus. It deals with 

pens, find a lodgement upon it. They 
push their roots out into the nutx'itious 
mud and enmesh it in their net-work of 
fibres; they also send up from these 
roots a thick hedge of stems, in which 
the flood-watel lose their swiftness of 
motion and therefore drop their con- 
tained sediments. In the state of nature, 
all our American streanis, and those of 
most other countries as well, are bor- 
dered by a close army of these plants, all 
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away to the sea. From the point of im- 
pact, the current will again rebound in 
manner which will cause it, at a certain 
distance below, to sh4ke against the op- 
posite bank, where it will again make 
swift encroachment against the forest- 
protection. After this second assault, it 
vill swing across to a lower point on the 
shore against which it first impinged, 
and so the oscKlations from side to side 
will be propagated down stream, it may 
be for a hundred miles or more. A 
single jetty of this description, as it has 
been observed in the rivers of India, 

natural jetty or bar at its mouth, thus 
gradually forcing the current of the 
larger stream against the opposite side, 
creating a bar there. It is furthelnore 
to be noted, as is shown in the diagram, 
that between the points where the river 
impinges against the bank there is  
space of dead water or eddying currents 
in which the forests find it easy to make 
head against the river and to extend the 
alluvial plain. 
Thus, in the process of nature, it comes 
about that our rivers tend to build chan- 
nels in their alluvial plains which are ex- 

Ounkar Spiti, India. 
(howing mountain wall, talus leading to valley, and stream embarrassed by d(.bris.) 

affect the oscillations of the current for 
an indefinite distance downw,rd in its 
course. That which is accomplished by 
artifice in an immedi,te manner is more 
slowly brought about by natural causes. 
Each tributary stream which enters the 
main channel comnionlv has a greater 
swiftness of current tiian the larger 
stream into which it flows. It therefore 
beam in a mass of pebbles and builds a 

tremelv devious in their course. If the 
alluvial plains be wide, the river is con- 
stantly forming great ox-bow-like curves, 
isthmuses with narrow peninsulas such 
as are often seen in the lower portions 
of the Mississippi Valley. Finally the 
narrow plaices which connected these 
promontories on the shore are cut 
through in some time of flood, the river 
finding a shorter way downward to the 
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follows that the average time required 
for the sediment discharged from the 
mouth of the Mississil)pi to snake its 
way from the head-waters to the sea is 
not less than ten thousand years. As 
soon as a pebble or other bit of rock 
is laid away in the alluvial terrace, it 
begins to decay; the vegetable acids 
which penetrate the mass in which it 
finds lodgement favor its disintegration. 
When it is turned over by the stream at 
the time of encroachment on its resting 
place, it probably falls to pieces, the finer 
bits are hurried onward by the stream, 
those too coarse for the current to con- 
trol are again stored away in the bank 
to await fresher decay. In this man- 
her the alluvial material lying on either 
side of rivers is a great storehouse, or 

storage and decay, the seas could not be 
supplied with the d(bris esential for 
the maintenance of the life which they 
contain; for that life, unlike the life of 
the land, does not depend on the soil of 
the ocean floors, but upon the dissolved 
matter cont,ined in the water, from 
which the marine animals and plants take 
all their store of nutrition. This nutri- 
tion comes mainly from the land-waste 
brought to tle sea in the state of solu- 
tion by the streams, and, as we have just 
seen, the comminution and solution of 
this waste depends upon the work which 
goes on in the laboratories of the allu- 
vial plains. 
We have nov seen the way in which 
the water operates upon the surface of 
the stream-beds. At the source of the 

Cumberland River, Ky., from Taylor's Hill. 
(howing the relation of alluvial plains on upper portiou of the river to the hills which form the valley ; also the begin- 
ning of the true river-curves formed by the struggle of the stream with its sediments. 1)hoto. by Ky. Geol. Survey.) 

rather we should say laboratory, in which 
sediments are divided and brought in- 
to a chemical condition which permits 
them to be taken into the control of 
the waters and borne away to the ocean, 
in order to become rebuilt into strata, 
which are in time, with the growth of 
the continents, to become dry hind and 
be again subjected to this erosive work. 
Were it not for this system of alluvial 

mountain-torrents, a pound of water has 
in it, by virtue of its height above the 
level of the sea, a great store of euergy, 
which it may apply to the erosion of the 
earth's smfface. Let us suppose that 
when it comes to the earth it is three 
thousand feet above the ocean's level. 
It has then as much force to expend as 
wotfld be required to lift it to that height 
above the sea. At first the stream plays 
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the part of spendthrift with this energy, 
the greater portion of the force is ex- 
pended in brawling with the stones and 
in beating against the limits which con- 
fine it. In the first five miles or so of 
its path to the sea it uses up in its de- 
scent perhaps one-third of its dynamic 
resources, and so, for the last thousand 
miles, it may not have more power at its 
command than it gave out in the first five 
miles of its jounmy. 
Thus our streams, though always grow- 
ing larger, are continually becoming less 
and less powerful in proportion to the 
weight of water which flows over their 
beds. In the lower portion of their 
courses they have very little capacity for 
eroding the rocks over which they flow, 
except where that power is due to some 
peculiar circumstances. They deepen 
their beds slowly, and the greater por- 
tion of tiffs deepening is accomplished 
by the corrosion or chemical decay of 
tle rocks over which they flow. till, 
certain peculiar circumstances may give 
them a chance to cut down the floors of 
their lower channels. This work is done 
in either of the following ways: When 
the lateral swinging of the river-beds to 
and fro through the alluvial plain dis- 
lodges great forest-trees from the bank, 

these trees often have great quantities of 
stones entangled in their roots. These 
roots are thus held against the bottom 
-hile the trees are swept onward by the 
current, and so the entangled stones rasp 
upon the bed and serve to wear the 
channel deeper. Again, it often happens 
in cold countries that the rivers are deeply 
frozen, and during the winter season, in 
the shallow water, the loosened stones of 
the bottom may be entangled in the ice. 
When the time of "breaking up" comes, 
the sheets of ice, as they float downward 
in great fields, strike against the banks 
of the river where there is a sharp bend 
in the channel, and, owing to their great 
momentum, are heaped up in a wall of 
fragments, which may in a few minutes 
dam the river quite across. Owing to 
the pressure to which these cakes of ice 
are subjected, they freeze together and 
the whole of one of these ice dams or 
gorges becomes a solid mass. Vhe 
this happens, as is eusily conceived, the 
stream rises rapidly, forming a great lake 
above the dam, while it drains away be- 
low, and thus, as in the Ohio River, these 
dams may have a difference of twenty or 
thirty feet of water above and below their 
obstructions. In a brief time the press- 
ure of the water above the dam pushes 
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the whole mass forward, grinding it 
upon the bottom and the sides, and so 
powerfully eroding the rock-bed in which 
the stream flows. 
As long as the river flows onward 
over rocks of uniform hardness, espe- 
cially where the strata lie in horizontal 
attitudes, the course of the stream gen- 
erally exhibits a uniform descent. Va- 
rious accidents in the attitude of the 
rocks may, however, give rise to rapids 
or waterfalls. These features in the 
course of a river are so important in its 
mechanism, especially with reference to 
the interests of man, that they deserve a 
careful consideration, which we shall now 
give to them. 
Waterfalls and rapids owe their exist- 
ence in the main to one of three con- 
ditions of the bed rock. These condi- 
tions are as follows : First, the path of 
the stream may be crossed by a dike or a 
vein, which are rifts in the rocks, filled 
with some deposit brought into them" 
by the action of water or forced to its 
place in the condition of a lava. Where 
these dike-or vein-materials are softer 
than the neighboring rock over which 
the stream flows, the river easily cuts 
them down and they create no internp- 
tion to its course. Where, however, as is 
often the case, the rocks which fill the 
fissures are harder than the materials 
which formed its walls, the river is ob- 
structed, and we generally have a cata- 
ract, that is, an irregular fall, in which 
the stream takes no one conspicuous 
plunge. Another case in which a local 
hardening of the stream-bed produces a 
waterfall is where a stream, flowing over 
rocks which may be horizontal in their 
attitude, encounters a coral reef, formed 
on the old sea-floors in which the strata 
were deposited. In this case the crowd- 
ing together of the fossil corals may 
make the rock much firmer than the 
neighboring portions of the strata, and 
so produce a decided interruption in the 
uniform descent of the stream. Only 
one important case of reef-cataract is 
known to me, that which occurs in the 
Ohio at Louisville, where coral-reef in 
the Devonian period has so far inter- 
rupted a gentle descent of the river as 
to create a formidable obstruction, only 
passable, save during the flood-times of 
the river, by means of a canal extending 
VOL. IV.--16 

from the head to the base of the rapid. 
The most common condition which leads 
to the formation of a waterfall, the con- 
dition which gives us the greater part 
of the fine falls of the world, is where 
a river flows across strata which dip 
or sink downward in the eal"th toward 
the head-waters of the stream. In this 
condition, wherever a hard bed of the 
strata overlies a soft deposit, the stream 
inevitably forms a waterfall. 
The first two of the above named clas- 
ses of waterfalls demand no very exten- 
sive consideration. Those produced by 
dikes and veins are generally conspicu- 
ous only in the torrential portion of a 
river-system. The veins and dikes ac- 
count for a very large part of the little 
cataracts which diversify our mountain 
torrents. Coral-reefs are so rare in our 
older rocks that they are seldom cut by 
the streams, and are therefore not often 
seen, even by the professional student of 
geology. The third group, in which 
each plunge of the fall is due to the up- 
stream slope of strata, alone demands 
some special consideration. 
Falls due to inclined strata can best 
be represented by Niagara, perhaps the 
noblest of all such geological accidents. 
As is shown in the diagram, [p. 148] we 
have at Niagara Falls a tolerably hard 
layer of limestone, belonging to a divis- 
ion of the Silurian age, which has indi- 
rectly received its name from this great 
cataract. This Niagara limestone is un- 
derlaid by a considerable thickness of 
softer shaly rocks known as the Clinton 
group. The waters of the Niagara Riv- 
er plunge over the hard rim afforded by 
the limestone and descend about a hun- 
dred and seventy feet, acquiring in this 
movement a very great velocity. At the 
base of the fall, the water strikes against 
a mass of hard fragments which in succes- 
sion have tumbled dotal from the resist- 
ing upper layer. These fragments, set 
violently in motion, cut out the soft mate- 
rial, the erosion of which is also aided by 
the violent whirls of water and of spray 
driven against the shaly beds in the 
space behind the fall. From this wear- 
ing action, the soft materials are constant- 
ly working backward more rapidly than 
the hard upper layer is wolaa away, and 
so, from time to time, the projecting shelf 
over the waterfall is deprived of SUl)- 
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which control the inclination of their 
stream-beds. 
We must now turn our attention to 
another mode in which water wears 
away the valleys of streams. So far, we 
have considered only that portion of the 
rain which flows over the surface of the 
ground, but it needs only a moment's 
notice to show us that this is only one 

iagram  Wateall f Niagara 
(Obsee the effect of hard ]Jmesne in de.training the Ntion of the top of e fall. Note 
that  th is worn away the vertical plunge will be diminished.) 

element of the rainfall. If we watch any 
ordinary soil-covered portion of the 
earth's surface in a time of rain, we ob- 
serve that a considerable portion of the 
water, an amount which varies with the 
amount of water which falls in a given 
time and the porosity of the surface, 
enters into the ground. This subter- 
ranean or soil water passes for a great 
distance beneath the surface of the 
earth. In this ]omaey, the under- 
ground water plays a very different part 
from that performed by the superficial 
streams. Except in the rare cases 
where it forms distinct caverns, it slow- 
ly creeps on its way downward to the 
sea, never attaining a speed of'motion 
which gives it any cutting power what- 
soever ; but in this underground journey 
it becomes in most cases charged with 
carbonic-acid gas and is thus enabled 
to dissolve more or less of the rocks 
through which it passes. Finally this un- 

derground water emerges into the open 
ar and jom'neys through the streams 
to the sea, conveying much dissolved 
matter taken from the rocks through 
which it passes. Through the action 
of this underground water, all the rocks 
for a considerable depth below the sur- 
face are constantly diminishing in vol- 
ume, tiny crevices are formed between 
their grains, 
and the weight 
of the superin- 
cumbent mat- 
ter in most 
cases causes 
the strata to 
press these 
crevices to- 
gether almost 
as fast as they 
are formed. 
This action is 
particularly 
conspicuous 
near the sin'- 
face of the 
ground, within 
the limits of a 
few score feet 
in depth. The 
result is that in 
every river-val- 
ley we have the 
whole area 
gradually down-sinking by subterranean 
erosion. A portion of this matter, brok- 
en up by the action of penetrating water, 
remains as the soil-covering, but the in- 
terstitial decay and the removal of the 
matter go on for great depths beneath 
the soil. So hidden is this process that 
even those well trained in such observa- 
tions may not note its effects, but care- 
ful inquiry exhibits some very conspicu- 
ous results of its operation. In the 
Southern States of this country, it is 
often possible to observe a layer of 
limestone, say five feet in thickness, 
which at one point has, by some imper- 
vious overlying deposit, been protected 
from the action of penetrating waters. 
A few hundred feet away we may find 
the same bed exposed to this percola.t- 
ing erosion of water. At such points 
we observe that the limy matter has 
been to a great extent removed from the 
layer of rock, leaving only the clay or 
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strata of a river valley lie in a hori- 
zontal attitude and where hard beds and 
soft are intermingled. Where the rocks 
of varied hardness depart very much in 
their attitudes from the horizontal, they 
greatly affect the flow of the stream as 
it wears down its bed, in the manner in- 
dicated by the accompanying figures. 
Thus the position of a stream in a valley 
where the rocks are steeply inclined is 
determined by the various inclinations 
of the strata. [P. 146.] 
So far we have considered the history 
of a stream where it has been left free 
from all natural interference to develop- 
ment. In such conditions, its basin is 
shaped as the concurrence of the erosive 
and corrosive forces may determine. 
In fact, few river-basins enjoy any such 
immunity from disturbing conditions. 
Their sensitive streams are variously af- 
fected by geological influences of an ex- 
ternal sort. As these invading forces 
profoundly affect the form of river-val- 
leys we may take a glance at their nature. 
The most common disturbing influence 
which may affect a river-valley of con- 
siderable area arises from the construc- 
tion of mountain-ridges across the path 
of its streams. It was once supposed 
that mountains were suddenly formed. 
It is now clear that in most, if not in 
all, cases they have gradually grown to 
their present height, low, as the great- 
er number of our mountains lie in the 
paths of streams which existed before 
the elevations were formed, it follows 
that our rivers which intersect mountain- 
ridges have had to wrestle with the bar- 
riers produced by the elevations. It may 
in cases have happened that the ridge or 
wall of a mountain has been suddenly 
uplifted across the path of a stream, 
but in most of the cases where we can 
trace the histo T of the contention be- 
tween ridge and stream, we find that the 
elevation has been formed with such 
slowness that the river has kept open its 
channel across the line of the developing 
obstruction. This leads us to the con- 
clusion that mountains are never, to any 
extent, barriers to the path of rivers; 
they probably, in most cases, grow so 
gradually that the streams may keep 
their ways open through the obstacle 
which they tend to interpose. The part 
which mountains play in the history of 

rivers is thus limited to a narrower field 
than we should at first suppose. They 
affect the path of rivers by chan-4ng the 
inclination of rocks and so directing the 
swing of the streams. They also serve 
to maintain the torrential pol"tion of a 
river-system, and so afford a ground 
whence the stream may obtain the allu- 
vium necessary to make the plains which 
border the lower part of its course. As 
we have seen, a chemical action which 
goes on in the material of these delta- 
districts serves an important purpose 
in the economy of the earth's surface. 
Were it not for the continuance of the 
mountain-building forces, the torrents, 
owing to the rapid down-wearing of 
their beds, would soon cease to afford 
such detrital material. The combined 
machinery of torrent and mountain so 
operates as to maintain the supply of 
detritus required by the needs of the sea 
for the maintena.nce of organic life in 
its depths and for the deposition of 
strata on its floor. 
There are other and more formidable 
geologic agents tending to modify river- 
basins; the chief of these are glaciers. 
When a glacial period comes upon a 
country, the sheets of ice are first im- 
posed upon the mountain tops, and thence 
the ice creeps down the torrent and river- 
beds far below the snow-line, in a man- 
ner now seen in Switzerland and lor- 
way. As long as the ice-streams follow 
the old torrent-channels, they act in 
something like the fashions of the flow- 
ing waters, to gouge out the rocks and 
deepen the valleys; but as the glacial 
period advances and the ice-sheet spreads 
beyond the mountains, enveloping the 
plains as well; when the glacier attains 
the thickness of thousands of feet, it 
disregards the valleys in its movement 
and sweeps on in majestic march across 
the surface of the country. As long as the 
continental glacier remains, its tendency 
is to destroy the river-valleys. The re- 
sult of this action is to plane down the 
whole land and, to a certain extent, to 
destroy all pre-existing river-systems. 
During the last glacial period, the old 
river-valleys were, to a great degree, worn 
away and the remaining po'tion of their 
troughs was, to a considerable extent, 
buried beneath a thick coating of db'is 
which the ice had worn from the surface 
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of the land and dropped upon that sur- 
face as it retreated. The result is that 
in all countries which were affected by 
the last glacial period, the river-valleys 
have only here and there, and in all 
cases imperfectly, returned to their an- 
cient beds. Ever since the ice went 
away, they have been engaged in a 
struggle to restore their ruined ways. 
As yet, this work is most imperfectly 
accomplished, and even if a glacial pe- 
riod should not return to the northern 
part of North America for several mill- 
ion years, the task of restoring the river 
systems to their original aspects would 
not be completed. 
We see a simple indication of this 
confusion of the old drainage brought 
about by glacial action in the vast 
number of lakes lodged within depres- 
sions of the surface in New England 
as well as in all parts of the glaciated 
district. We have only to compare the 
valley of such a stream as the James 
River, which lies south of the glacial belt, 
with a New England valley, such as that 
of the Merrimac, to see the importance 
of the effects accomplished by a glacial 
sheet on the river-system. The valley 
of the James is entirely without lakes ; 
ever)" part of its area slopes downward 
toward the sea. In the valley of the 
Merrimac, there are hundreds of these 
water-basins. A very large part of its 
surface is occupied by lakes, which owe 
their origin to irregularities of the sur- 
face, produced by the last glacial period. 
There is yet another way in which 
rivers may be naturally obstructed; 
this is by lava-streams pouring out into 
their valleys. In all volcanic regions, the 
river-beds are apt to receive great inun- 
dations of such material. When gigan- 
tic eruptions of lava, such as have oc- 
curred in the recent geological periods in 
Oregon and California, in Southern India, 
and in Eastern Europe, are poured out, 
the stream-beds are apt to be gorged 
with this igneous material, it may be for 
a distance of a hundred miles from the 
volcanic vents. At first the river is dried 
up by the fiery torrent; when the lava 
cools it becomes solid, often much more 
resisting to water-action than the rocks 
originally underlying the stream. It 
generally happens that the lava-current 
is higher in the middle of its course than 

it is upon the margin. The result is 
that when the river begins again to flow 
its course is divided into two, part of 
the water flowing on either side of the 
lava-stream. As time goes on and the 
streams cut deeply into their new beds, 
they may leave the old lava-mass perched 
upon a hill, as shown in the diagram, [p. 
147.] It happens in California that these 
streams occupied by the lava contain 
gold-bearing sands, sometimes in very 
large quantities. The deposits of gold 
were accumulated before the lava came 
into the ancient river-beds. Miners have 
learned that wherever a mass of lava 
occupies the position indicated in the 
diagram they may reasonably expect, by 
excavating through the side of the hill, 
to strike the old river-channel, and be- 
neath the cap of lava, to find large de- 
posits containing gold, which they may 
win more easily than the deposits in the 
beds of the existing streams. Owing to 
the extensive explorations which have 
been made in this search for gold in 
such positions, we have gained some 
very important information from these 
obliterated, encumbered river-beds. 
Perhaps the oldest evidences which we 
have of pre-historic man have been ob- 
tained from these mines driven into the 
ancient channels of rivers on the Pacific 
coast. A number of rude stone imple- 
ments have been disinterred by these 
mining operations, which clearly prove 
that the region was extensively occupied 
by man. One human skull has also been 
found in these workings, along with the 
remains of several extinct animals. The 
streams flow on either side of the old 
lava-current, and as they cut but slowly 
into the subjacent rock, we are able with 
safety to infer that these remains of man 
have been in existence for twenty thou- 
sand years or more. In Central France, 
near by the town of Le Puy, similar lava- 
streams also contain buried human re- 
mains. In both these cases, the remains 
of man have been found associated with 
those of extinct animals; which fact 
serves to show that the conclusion we 
draw as to the antiquity of man from the 
erosion which has taken place since the 
lava-current flowed is well founded. 
Although the rivers have to maintain 
a battle with many obstructing actions 
due to natural causes, there are only two 
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circumstances derived from the revolu- 
tions of the earth's'surface which seri- 
ously affect their history, at least in a 
permanent way. Where the rainfall of a 
country undergoes considerable varia- 
tions, as appears always to be the case 
in the course of long geological periods, 
the streams necessarily find their vol- 
umes diminished or increased, some- 
times in an important degree. However 
much the rainfall may vary, the archi- 
tecture of a river, the position of its 
branches, the distribution of its torrent 
and alluvial sections generally remain 
essentially unchanged. Even where the 
continent on which a river lies is greatly 
elevated beyond its original height, the 
system of the streams remains as it was 
before. Thus our rivers are in many 
cases the oldest features on the earth's 
surface. The upper waters of the Ten- 
nessee, for instance, especially those of 
the 'rench Broad River, have apparently 
endured since the earliest ages of which 
we have any distinct record in the great 
stone book. They seem to have flowed 
at the beginning of the Cambrian time, 
and their channels have borne their floods 
to the sea during periods in which the 
continent of North America has under- 
gone vast changes in form. Certain 
groups of fishes, such as the gar pikes, 
which probably had their cradle in these 
waters, have apparently dwelt in them 
continually since the Devonian time. 
The only conditions which actually 
lead to the destruction of a river-system 
a14se either from the imposition of a 
glacial sheet on the surface of a coun- 
try or from its submergence beneath 
the level of the sea. We have already 
seen that the interruption brought about 
by a continental glacier on the streams 
in the country over which it extends is 
usually but temporary. In a like man- 
ner, the submergence of a great valley be- 
neath the sea-level is not apt entirely to 
destroy its basin. When the surface of 
the continent recovers its position, re- 
turning to the state of dry land, there 
is generally enough left of the form of 
the basin to cause the stream, at least in 
a general way, to follow its ancient paths. 
Vith the foregoing brief sketch of 
their mechanism, we will turn our atten- 
tion to the relations between the civiliza- 
tion of man and the system of the rivers. 

Nowhere else in the physical machin- 
ery of our earth is the influence of the 
hand of man so well shown as in the 
conditions of rivers. N'owhere else are 
his destructive or conservative powers 
so important.. The effect of man's action 
upon rxvers is in the main due to the 
fact that his occupancy of the earth leads 
to the removal of its forest covering. 
We have already incidentally noted the 
relation of trees to the immediate bounds 
of a stream; we have seen that the 
woods are continually pressing upon the 
margins of a river, causing it to sway to 
and fro, and tending always to narrow 
its channel. This is only one, and per- 
haps the least important, of the effects ex- 
ercised by forests on the regimen of the 
greater streams. It is necessary to con- 
sider the action of forests over the whole 
basin of a river, in order to see the mag- 
nitude of their influence on the action 
of these waters. 
The valleys of most rivers are forest- 
clad. Whether these forests have the 
gigantic growth characteristic of fertile 
districts in the tropics and the temper- 
ate zones, or take the shape of stunted 
woods, such as extend far toward the 
poles, they in all cases form beneath 
their branches, and above the soft, a 
thick, spongy coating, which affords a 
natural reservoir for the rain waters. 
In most regions, this forest-sponge has a 
depth of more than a foot ; it not infr6- 
quently attains a thickness of two feet 
or more. It can commonly take into its 
interstices a rainfall of ttn-ee or four 
inches in depth, or from one-sixth to 
one-tenth the ordinary annual supply. 
This water is slowly yielded to the 
brooks; it often requires weeks for a 
single torrential rain entirely to escape 
into the open channels which bear it 
to the sea. Moreover, the fallen hnks 
and branches of the trees clog the for- 
est-shaded rivulets, making little pools, 
which serve still fresher to restrain the 
outgoing of the waters. Our beavers, 
at one time the most widely distributed 
of ore" larger animals, at fn-st making 
avail of these natural ponds formed by 
fallen timber, leaed in time to con- 
struct more artful dams so as to retain 
extensive basins of water. Thus, in the 
natural condition of the North American 
rivers, as well as those of most other 
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countries before man began to clear 
away the forests, the woods constituted 
a great system of reservoirs, in which 
the rains were retained into the period 
of intervening droughts. In this state 
of the sm'face, the main channels of a 
river-system were continually the seat 
of streams of moderate flow. These 
channels were no wider than was re- 
quired by the rate at which these forest- 
impounded waters escaped. 
When man resorted to the soil as the 
source of his food, he began to clear away 
the forests and by tillage to destroy the 
spongy covering of the earth which they 
created. With the advance of civiliza- 
tion, all the great valleys on the north- 
ern temperate zone have been to a con- 
siderable extent deprived of theh- forest 
covering. In this new state of the sur- 
face, the rain-water is no longer held 
back as it was of old, but flows quickly 
over the surface of the soil and enters 
the water-ways. The result is that all 
the old channels bear; in times of flood, a 
bocly of water far greater than that 
which was put into them before the for- 
ests were cleared away. They have 
been compelled to widen their channels 
by cutting away a strip of the alluvial 
land on either side. Thus, in the case of 
the Ohio River, the bed occupied by 
the flood-waters has, since the beginning 
of the present century, been widened to 
the amount of about one-fifth of its to- 
tal diameter. Despite this widening, it 
is now unable to bear away the flood- 
waters yielded to it by the extensive 
tilled surfaces of its basin. In times of 
flood it rises higher than of old and 
spreads devastation over a wider area of 
the alluvial plains. In times of drought 
the stream shrinks within its waste of 
encumbering sands and becomes unnav- 
igable. 
In the present condition of the Mis- 
sissippi Valley, these floods and droughts 
seriously affect the interests of man. 
There, as in all other civilized countries, 
the great seats of population tend to 
gather on the river-banks. The alluvial 
lands are in all cases singularly fertile ; 
and the streams themselves afford natu- 
ral ways of transportation, the value of 
which does not seem to become lessened 
by the great extension of railway sys- 
tems. In the present condition of these 

valleys, the fitness of these streams for 
navigation is progressively diminishing, 
for both in times of flood and in periods 
of drought they are unsuited to the uses 
of commerce. Moreover, in the flood 
periods, the streams are a very seri- 
ous menace to all the towns which are 
gathered along the river-banks. As yet, 
we have only seen the beginning of these 
evils ; for notwithstanding the extensive 
settlements in the lIississippi valleys, 
more than half their original forest cover- 
ing remains. Vhen, with the rapid in- 
crease of population, these river-basins 
become as thoroughly subjected to the 
uses of man as are those of Europe, we 
have yet greater ills to apprehend. 
The problem of the Mississippi Yalley 
is one of national importance. By far 
the greater part of the food-producing 
capacity of our continent lies in the 
basin of that great system of rivers. It 
is therefore worth our while to consid- 
er the method by which this area can 
best be brought to serve the needs of 
man without imposing a serious burden 
on his arts. Although it is impossible 
in these few pages to consider the way 
in which this great task may be accom- 
plished, it is perhaps worth while to note 
the general conditions which have to be 
met in this and other great valleys if 
that end is to be secured. 
In endeavoring to meet the evils 
which arise fi-om the removal of forest- 
covering from the surface of a country, 
we find that the difficulties to be consid- 
ered are as follows: First, those which 
arise from the diminished restraint put 
upon the movements of the water which 
comes to the earth's surface in times of 
heavy rain or of melting snow. Next, 
the evils due to the rapid wasting of the 
soft, which, in its unprotected condition, 
is readily washed into the stream-beds. 
The first of these evils gives rise to seri- 
ous destruction of wealth and to the in- 
terruption of industries. The second 
threatens the loss of that precious soil- 
covering on which depends the relation 
of all land fife, that of plants and man 
and beast, to the surface of the earth. It 
is clearly evident that we cannot hope to 
preserve any considerable portion of 
our forest lands from destruction. The 
need of subsistence such as is drawn 
from the soil is immediate and over- 
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whelming. During the last century, Eu- 
rope has been able to preserve a portion 
of its forests, and indeed to win extensive 
areas back to the condition of woods, for 
the reason that it could draw supplies 
of food from this country ; but when our 
American soils are occupied, it does not 
seem likely that other parts of the world 
will afford any such opportunity for ob- 
taining foreign grain. At most, we may 
expect that a small area, perhaps not ex- 
ceeding one-tenth of our original forests, 
my be retained in their present shape, 
in order to afford supplies of timber. 
It is therefore necessary, if we have to 
control these flood-waters at all, to de- 
vise some means by which we may 
imitate the old natural system of water 
storage which the primeval woods af- 
forded. There is but one method by 
which this end may be accomplished, 
viz.: by creating artificial reservoirs in 
which the waters may be for a time re- 
tained during the period of floods. 
Some years ago a distinguished en- 
gineer, Mr. Charles Ellet, suggested a 
system of controlling the floods of the 
Mississippi Valley. tie proposed to 
build certain dams in the upper waters 
of the Mississippi system, in which, dur- 
ing the times of flood, a considerable 
part of the flow might be impounded, to 
be discharged into the channels at such 
times as was needed to maintain a nav- 
igable depth of water. There are cer- 
tain objections to the details of the sys- 
tem proposed by Mr. Ellet, the principal 
of which is that the existence of very 
large reservoirs would add another 
source of danger to those which the 
floods now inflict upon the valleys of 
these streams. It is difficult to build 
retaining dams so that they may be ab- 
solutely secure from the risks of giving 
way. The bursting of such a dam in 
time of flood might prove peculiarly dis- 
astrous. 
It seems, however, possible that a slight 
modification of Mr. Ellet's plan would 
more effectively accomplish the end he 
had in view, without creating the risks 
above noted. For in place of half a 
dozen great artificial lakes, we should 
adopt the plan of having many thousands, 
or tens of thousands, of smaller reservoirs, 
so arranged that no one would, by its 

bursting, lead to the destruction of any 
other. We could by this means retain 
on the surface of the land a very consid- 
erable part of the flood-waters which 
now prove disastrous to the valleys below. 
Computations, which it would be out of 
place to present in a writing of this nat- 
ure, have shown me that it would appar- 
ently be possible, with an expenditure of 
less than fifty million dollars, to diminish 
the rise of floods at Cincinnati to the 
amount of at least twelve feet, and at 
the same time secure to that river a 
good degree of navigability during the 
whole of the dry summer season. To 
control in a similar manner the floods 
which ravage the valleys of the other 
large tributaries of the Mississippi, 
would perhaps require a total expendi- 
ture exceeding one hundred million dol- 
lars. The maintenance of this system 
would necessarily be costly;it Would 
perhaps amount to as much as ten mill- 
ion dollars a year. It seems, however, 
possible that for this cost we might ob- 
tain a substantial immunity from the 
worst destruction accomplished by our 
floods. Even if this system should be 
adopted, it would be necessary, decade 
by decade, as the process of forest re- 
moval advanced, to extend still further 
the area of the storage reseawoirs. 
While the proper control of the Mis- 
sissippi drainage system is of great im- 
portance to the nation at large; to the 
States which border upon its waters it is 
a matter of vital necessity. Xrhether 
this great task is to be undertaken 
by the Federal Government or by as- 
sociated Commonwealths, there can be 
no question that it should be at once 
entered upon. Every year increases the 
magnitude of the necessities and the 
difficulty of devising means to meet 
them. 
Although the American theory of gov- 
ernment looks to the initiative of the in- 
dividual for the most of the acts which 
in other lands are accomplished by the 
state, it still has to confess that certain 
classes of work are only accomplishable 
by federal control. Our great river is 
fast becoming a common enemy of our 
people; it is our duty to restrain its 
ravages as we would those of any other 
foe of the state. 



OTTO THE KNIGHT. 

By Octave Thanet. 

UNT BETSEY 
GRAHAM, who kept 
the plantation tav- 
ern, stood in her 
wi d e gallery- way, 
waiting for the mill 
whistle to send her 
boarders to supper. 

There was not a kinder woman in Law- 
rence County, or, in a homely fashion, a 
better cook. 
Look at her, now, in the shadow of 
the old-fashioned porch, built when 
bears were shot in the cypress brake; 
her portly form is clad in a red and 
black striped cotton gown and white 
apron;her gray hair is thick like a 
girl's, her little brown eyes twinkle 
jovially, the hardy late roses bloom on 
her tanned cheeks, and nobody on the 
plantation has such beautiful, white 
store teeth. 
She sees the road, a broad, then a 
narrow, then a fading streak of yellow, 
cutting the cotton-fields and defining 
the borders of the brake. Some of the 
houses which she sees are trig and 
painted ; some have crooked, dark roofs, 
and chimneys bulging sidewise against 
black-gray walls. It is the old South 
and the new. Looking obliquely to the 
right, she sees the smithy under its great 
" water oaks," and, almost at right 
angles, the carpenter shop and the gaunt 
black shape of the old mill. Further 
down the river bank is the new mill, 
which has men crawling over its roof 
and rings with the click of hammers. 
But soon Aunt Betsey's eyes returned 
to Otto Knipple, splitting wood just in 
front of the porch. She thought, sor- 
rowfully, that he would never make out 
with that hickory ; but what could you 
expect of a boy raised in St. Louis and 
come down to the Black River with 
those ornery, trifling St. Louis car- 
penters ? 
Otto was a scrap of a lad, carrying a 
premature age in his sallow, care-worn, 
eager little features, that were the sal- 
lower and more eager for his mat of 

sunburned white hair and his big, mel- 
ancholy, blue eyes. 
"An' so "--Aunt Betsey was pursuing 
a conversation already begun--" so you 
paw's dead, but you Uncle Bruno, he 
holps ye all ?" 
"I guess we'd be in the poor-house, 
if he didn't," said Otto. "He got me 
this chance. Mr. Bassett's a Knight, 
like my uncle." 
"A witch ?" 
"A Knight of Labor, you know." 
"Never heerd on 'era," said Aunt 
Betsey placidly. 
Otto straightened himself, his eyes 
flashing and his narrow chest swelling. 
"You aint !" he cried ; "why they're 
jest the grandest order everwas! They're 
going to make all the bad rich people 
quit oppressing the poor and make all 
diffrent laws. " 
"Oh, sorter like the Ku-Klux ?" 
"Oh no, mum, not a bit like the Ku- 
Klux. They are all good men and they 
shall make all the poor people own theh" 
own property and Uncle Bruno kin come 
home at four o'clock" 
"Sekrit soci'ty, hey ?" 
"They've got to be, mum ; 'cause else 
them bloated capitalists would find out 
all their plans." 
"That 'ar sounds powerful like Ku- 
Klux," said Aunt Betsey critically. "They 
all was mighty biggity, but I never seen 
nuthin' come er that braggs 'cept folkses 
ketchin' cole, romancin' roun' nights, by 
the dark of the moon. I know all 'beout 
them sekrit soci'ties. I read a book 'beout 
'era, oncet. Thar was a man taken a 
oath on a skull wflst two men hilt dad- 
gers over him iz was dreepin' with jore. 
Warn't that orful ?" 
"Yes, mum, please go on !" cried Otto, 
revelling in the lurid picture. 
"By the fitful glem er a dyin' lamp," 
Aunt Betsey continued. "Must ofben one 
er them grease lamps, they're allers devil- 
in' someway. I disremember jes whut 
'twas he swore, but I know his ha'r, iz 
was black like the ravin's wing, turned 
plum w'ite in a single night. His folks 
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didn't know him. But he hollers out 
(in a holler voice, the book said) ' I done 
kep' my vow!' an' he jes natchelly died 
er sorrer right thar." 
"Why for ?" exclaimed Otto, rather 
startled. 
"Kase he had ter do sich a sight er 
killin'; some on 'em the folks he set 
most store by. But he cudn't holp it. 
Kase he'd of ben false ter the fatfl vow 
an' ben a fool traiter. That's what the 
book said. My, my, my ! I wisht I'd of 
kep' that book. 'T had a sorter pur- 
plish back an' right big print an--my 
word, Otter Kaynipple, how ye done 
bust them pants!" screamed Aunt Bet- 
sey as her eye got its first full view of 
Otto's figure, "its lucky I got a pa'r 
ready fur ye. You wait !" 
She turned her broad back on the 
boy to reach into the gallery for some- 
thing, which, presently shaken out, re- 
vealed itself as a pair of blue flannel 
trousers, decked with crimson stream- 
ers. 
" Thar, store pants an' gallowses! 
lIake haste an' putt 'em on !" 
The boy, red with pleasure, could 
hardly stammer, "Oh, aint they beauti- 
ful! Who gave 'em to me ?" 
"Waal, he said not to tell.'" 
All the glow faded out of the lad's radi- 
ant face. "I know. It was Mr. Dake," 
he said sullenly. "I'm much obliged to 
him, but I caynt take 'era." 
His voice shook over the last words, 
while, apparently not daring to trust 
himself to look on the dazzling tempta- 
tion, he flung his axe down and fled 
across the grass. 
"A bustin' his pants at ev'ry lick ! " 
was Aunt Betsey's comment, eying the 
wild little ragged shape; "an' he aint 
got nare nuther pa'r on earth nur nuth- 
in' ter mend 'era with 'cept pins ! " 
She shook her head dolefully and car- 
ried the rejected gift into the house. 
In a large, unplastered room a table 
was spread before an enormous fire- 
place, bare and black now, since the 
Arkansas spring sun is waln. 
Marry Ann, Aunt Betsey's daughter, 
was placing the squirrel stew on the 
table, and Baby Boo, the one little or- 
phan grandchild of the house, was al- 
ready in the high chair which Dake the 
carpenter had made for her, reaching 

perilously after the custard pie. Those 
sturdy little legs and arms of Boo's 
(or more properly Elizabeth North Car- 
olina's) were only quiet when she was 
asleep ; but no lover of children could 
see her restless, curly brown head and 
shining eyes and sweet little round face 
so dimpled and rosy, without wanting 
to kiss the pretty lump. Possibly, were 
the lover a man, he might feel a like 
inclination concerning her aunt, who 
also had curly brown hair with red 
gleams in it, and sparkling dark eyes; 
and whose thinner, oval face kept a 
childish and innocent charm in the soft, 
fine skin, pure coloring, and smooth 
curves. As her light figure moved 
about, she showed an artless kind of 
grace, such as these forest people often 
have. She wore a fresh white apron 
over her blue .cotton frock, and had a 
bit of white lace and a knot of blue rib- 
bon at her throat. 
"Well, maw, what is it ?" said Marry 
Ann, noticing a slight pucker at the 
corners of Aunt Betsey's eyelids. "Do 
you reckon that light bread is a little 
sad ?" 
"Law me, haw, Marry Ann, I was jis 
studyin' 'beout Dake an' that Dutch 
boy. He p'intedly wunt take them 
pants." 
"Then I'd let him go bare," said 
Marry Ann carelessly. 
"He are "beout that a'ready," Aunt 
Betsey chuckled, recalling Otto's figure 
running. "Waal, I caynt cypher it out, 
nohow. Thar's Dake doin' oodles er 
things fur Otter, lettin' him sleep in 
his room t' the store, an' a sight more, 
but Otter wunt have no truck with 
Dake. XVonder w'y !" 
"If I was Mr. Dake I'd find out or 
I'd quit fooling with Otto--one !" 
"You mought, Marry Ann ; but Dake, 
he are a patient, long suffrin' critter an' 
terrible kind few childern. Look a' how 
he muches Boo !" 
Marry Ann's pretty chin went up in a 
siwnificant tilt, as she answered, "Other 
folks much Boo, too. Say, maw, did 
ye ever hear anything %out Mr. Dake's 
wife and child .9" 
"Nuthin', cept iz how they is dead." 
"Well, I heard how he deserted his 
wife and ayfterwards he tried for to 
steal the child." 
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"Shucks !" retorted the old woman 
vith disdain, " you heard from Bas- 
sett, I bet a bale er cotton. I wisht 
ye wudn't take up with that 'ar feller, 
honey. I-Ie kin w'ar store clozes an' 
julery an' mock plain folkses talkin'; 
but he aint got no real melits like 
Dake. Nur he dent set haft the store 
by ye. But ye jes toll 'era on. Ye got 
sorter mean turn with men persons, 
Marry Ann." 
She shook a moralizing and reprov- 
ing head at her daughter;but, in so 
doing, she happened to look out of the 
window, and what she saw made her 
forget the lecture. "May Ann, come 
yere," she exclaimed ; "thar's a turrible 
to-do at the new mill!" 
Marry Ann, looking over her shoul- 
der, could see the St. Louis carpenters 
standing around two horsemen, the 
owners of the plantation, Mr. Francis 
and young Caroll. Topping the crowd 
was Bassett's handsome black head. He 
gesticulated furiously, and Marry Ann, 
too far away to distinguish words, could 
hear the angry rumble of his voice. 
A short, slim man looked on, a little 
apart ; and impassively stroked his mus- 
tache. 
"Dear, dear, dear!" ejaculated Aunt 
Betsey, "aint that Bassett a r'arin' an' 
chargin'! An' look a' Dake, cain's a 
stone statchuary--my Lord !" 
The old woman leaned out of the 
open window in her eagerness, when she 
saw Bassett fling the crowd to either 
side and aim a swinging blow at Dake. 
Dake dodged. Simultaneously, a thin 
line of light flashed in his hand. "lie's 
drored 'is gun on him!" cried tender- 
hearted Aunt Betsey. "My Lord, I 
hope they wunt fight. Dodge ahind 
the winder with the baby, Marry Ann! 
I are so int'rested, someways I don't 
guess I'll git hit. Taw, ye needn't, 
Mist' Caroll's putt 'is hess atween 'em. 
Good for you, boy ! qow, they all goin' 
'way. Do look a' that Otter twin' ter 
take big steps like the men! Waal, 
fightin' or no fightin', they'll want t' 
eat ; so less fetch in the coffee." 
The four St. Louis men trooped noi- 
sily into the house, omitting their cus- 
tomary toilet at the pump. But Dake 
took his towel down from the nail and 
went out, there. 

"Well, ]Irs. Graham," said ]3assert, 
who passed for a wag and a man of 
ready wit, "git out your handkerchief, 
the Sam Eller's rounding the Bend and 
we're going off on her." 
"leckon I better git out the bill," 
answered Aunt Betsey dryly. "Say, whut 
you all ben doin' ?" 
"We've given the old man the grand 
bounce," Bassett said, taking his place 
at the table; "we're not going to be 
bossed any longer by a d scab. If 
Francis wants us back he'll have to 
bounce Dake, that's all." 
"What did Dake do tew ye ?" 
A quiet-looking man explained, "lie 
aint done nothing to us, ma'am; but 
sold out a strike once, and he was a 
Knight of Labor and spoiled a boycott." 
"Well, all I say is, just give me an- 
other chance at the d traitor," said 
Bassett. "Bet ye he dassent show his 
ugly mug 'round here." 
The unexpected answer to this was 
Dake's entrance. 
The head carpenter's mild blue eyes 
and thin brown face bore no marks of 
agitation, lie sat down calmly, in his 
seat next to Boo, and began to cut up 
the child's food. 
Bassett glowered at him across the 
table. To be defied by a man of such 
puny sinews was a blister on the giant's 
vanity. "I despise a scab, don't you, 
boys," said he, loudly. 
But here Aunt Betsey lifted a fine 
round voice--" You hush, Mist' Bassett ! 
I aint goin' have no sich fool talk afore 
Marry Ann an' the baby. Nur I won't 
have no men persons hollerin' an' fight- 
in' in my heouse like a passle er wild 
heogs. Ef I hear ary nuther ill word, 
Marty Ann an me '11 git up an' light out 
--an' we'll cyar' the vituals with us !" 
"Give us a rest, Jim," said one of the 
men, "I want to eat my supper." And 
another added in a surly tone, "Don't 
you know there is a heap of fellows with 
guns and knives in this cussed swamp ? 
You'll be having them all down on us!" 
"Who's afraid ?" sneered Bassett ; 
but he said no more and the meal went 
on in a sulky truce. When the men 
rose he lingered in the gallery to settle 
the bill. Dake followed the St. Louis 
men out on the porch. He held Boo in 
his arms. 
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"Boys," said he, clearing his throat, 
"I daresay it aint no use for me to tell 
you there's been a lot of lies told to 
you. 
"No, it aint," said the surly man. 
"All the same, have I ever treated a 
man among you mean in any way ?" 
The men had halted on the steps so 
that they faced the head cal"penter ; the 
quiet-looking man answered: "That 
aint the point; we aint got no use for 
a man that sides with the bosses against 
his friends. I don't believe in licking 
you, like Jim ; but I don't want no truck 
with you, and that's the fact." 
Dake made no reply; he stood on the 
porch holding Boo in his arms. The 
murmur of voices from the gallery 
reached him, soft bursts of laughter 
shaded by deeper tones. 
Dake held Boo's small palm close to 
his cheek ; now and then he would take 
it away to kiss it. 
Suddenly, he put the baby down and 
strode into the gallery, where Bassett 
was holding Marry Ann while he kissed 
her hair in default of her face, which had 
dodged under the shelter of her shoul- 
der. 
"I won't ! I won't !" shrieked 5Iarty 
Ann, laughing and crying at once; 
"you're real mean ! I told you I---hadn't 
--made up--my mind. Lemme go !" 
"Let her go," said Dake. 
"You dassent hit me," said Bassett, 
tightening his clasp. 
The two men glared at each other for 
the briefest instant, a space of time to be 
contained within the flash of an eye or 
the click of the pistol trigger just be- 
hind Bassett's ear, before Dake's tone 
of concentrated fury seemed a part of 
that fine cold rim pressing on Bassett's 
brain : 
"I don't mean to hit you. Let her 
go, you brute, or I'll kill you!" 
Then Bassett did loosen his hold 
enough for Marry Ann to wriggle her- 
self free, crying : "Oh, please don't hurt 
him, he was only fooling!" 
"Get along, now," said Dake. 
The ca'penters, outside, ignorant of 
their comrade's plight, were bawling for 
him to hurry. 
Bassett flung his clenched fist side- 
wise, as he ran. 
"I aint through with you yet, Bill 

Dake," he shouted. "I'll git you where 
I want you, some day, and your d-- 
popgun won't help you, then!" 
"Great Scott, Jim," yelled a voice, 
"the boat's whistling! Say, write your 
girl the rest." 
Dake, who had advanced again to the 
porch, was in time to hear Bassett cry, 
"I will!" and to see him clear the steps 
with a jump which had nearly landed 
him on the grass head foremost, for he 
tumbled over Otto Knipple. Under the 
lad's arm was a bundle done up in a 
newspaper, too small to cover the con- 
tents. 
"Hullo !" said Bassett, "you aint go- 
ing ?" 
"Aint I?" cried the boy eagerly; 
"aint I going to strike ?" 
Bassett muttered something too low 
for Dake's ears. Then, "Yes, I'm com- 
ing, d--you!" he shouted, and ran 
after the others. 
Dake watched him, sombrely, until a 
sniff and a gurgle diverted his gaze to 
Otto, who was wiping his eyes with the 
knuckles of his forefingers and choking 
with sobs. 
"Poor little fellow !" said Dake. 
He walked towards the shabby little 
figure; but after looking at it intently 
he seemed to change his mind, and go- 
ing back whispered a sentence in Boo's 
ears instead. Boo danced gayly off to 
the boy. And he, kissing her and dry- 
ing his wet cheeks on her soft hair, felt 
a vague comfort which, perhaps, Dake 
missed as he walked down into the 
brake, alone. 
After a while he sat down on a log, 
and in spite of his heavy heart, the 
beauty of the scene won his eye. In 
the later spring a cypress brake is a 
sumptuous revel of color. The fern- 
like cypress foliage and the short limbs 
above the high trunk make the tree 
seem more like a gigantic plant than a 
tree. The water in the brake is a mass 
of lily pads, and spattered with yellow 
cow lilies. The cypress roots are 
beautiful with moss. Even the hideous 
" knees " which spike the ground are 
transformed; painte,l by this magical 
brush of Spring a dull pink, with the 
texture and gloss of satin, they show 
like fairy tents anmng the lilies. Crim- 
son blooms on the maple boughs, rich 
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Caroll was saying: "That's a nice little 
fellow; do you reckon Aunt Betsey 
would make over my curduroys for 
him ?" 
Otto passed by the new mill. He 
could hear Mr. Dake vhistling over his 
work. The head carpenter had rigged 
up a workshop in the mill, and worked 
there until late ever)" night, making a 
chest of drawers for lIarty Ann. The 
chest was to be a birthday present. 
Otto was not above peeping through a 
crack, thereby seeing very plainly that 
Dake was smiling. 
"He thinks he has conquered," was 
Otto's instant reflection, "and he shall 
have Bassett's shaatz, too. Ya wohl, 
will he ? Denn muss ich den Teufel an- 
ftihren !" 
He shook his fist at the store; "I 
despise the scab, but the tyrant I hate !" 
said Otto, who admired the sounding 
phrases of his uncle's newspapers. "Yes, 
I was sorry, I hated to do it even to 
bring the boys back ; but now you have 
made me cry, look out !" He laughed 
fiercely, recalling a speech of Ir. Fran- 
cm: "If the mill hadn't been so far 
along I should have been bothered ; for 
we must have the gin by October." 
"I will do it," said Otto. "They 
thought I vas a boy, I couldn't help 
the strike. They will see !" 
Little did Dake, still smiling over the 
chest of drawers, imagine how impor- 
tant to him was this soliloquy of Otto's ; 
he only thought of harty Ann and her 
possible pleasure. He laughed at him- 
self, but he knelt down and kissed the 
handles which might be touched by her 
fingers. 
"Dearest lass, sweetest lass," he mur- 
mured. "Oh, I'd take such care of you, 
I'd work so hard! And we'd have the 
dear old mother and Boo with us, and, 
maybe------" His eyes were full of tears. 
"Oh, good Lord, can I be going to be 
happy, after all !" said he. 
Yet surely hIarty Ann's behavior had 
changed to him. She was so kind and 
gentle, not making excuses to get away 
from him as she used to do. And how 
pretty she would look up at him if 
there was a little joke to catch his eye ; 
and what a sweet, sweet laugh she had! 
So a'lover's hopes and fancies played 
a fairy game through his head, until 

Mr. Francis's voice broke the spell. To- 
day was an unintentional hohday, owing 
to an accident to a saw ; and the planter 
meant to improve it bydriving the head 
carpenter about the plantation to dis- 
cuss future building. 
The two men spent the day thus; 
and did not return until evening. The 
supper-room looked bare to Dake with- 
out Marry Ann. Aunt Betsey explained 
that she had gone to see the new baby 
of a friend, "Cap'n Bulah Griffin, on 
the yon side the Creek." 
"She laid out t' cyar' Boo, but she 
rode the claybank an' he's sicher fll 
boss, she dassent. Boo begun tew belier 
when she seen 'er goin', but Mis' Francis 
come by an' she tolled the bad httle 
trick off tew the new mill. An', by gum, 
she ben thar the enjurin ev'nin', playin' 
doll heous with the boards, she an' Ot- 
ter 'n Lizzie Vict'ry an' Seerayphine 
Dake. She putt Seerayphine tew sleep 
an' left her thar fur the night." 
Seerayphine Dake, be it explained, 
was not a little live girl like Lizzie Vic- 
tory, but a beautiful wax doll that could 
open and shut its eyes and cry in the 
most natural and affecting manner if 
you squeezed her stomach. Dake had 
bought her in St. Louis and put her on 
the Christmas tree for Boo. 
"She didn't leave her," Otto spoke up 
with an unaccountable flush, "I brought 
her home." 
But Boo had not heard, being ab- 
sorbed in a new table pastime ; namely, 
tilting her spoon so that the milk should 
trickle gently over the point and form 
wee rivulets in the creases of her oil- 
cloth eating apron. 
"Laramie," said her grandmother 
placidly, "quit that, or I'll have ter 
throw ye ter the big b'ar! Marry Ann 
'lowed she'd shore be back by sundown, 
knowin' iz I'd be skeered up, the hoss is 
so mean." 
But the sun set, throwing no rays on 
the "claybank," or Mart)- Ann. 
Aunt Betsey paced the gallery, declar- 
ing that she didn't know "what got the 
matter with her, she jes' taken the all 
overs." Gradually, as the west dimmed 
and the long shadows devoured the for- 
est vistas, leaving only the vast dark bulk 
of the swamp, Dake's nerves felt the con- 
tagion. 
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opinion of doctors ever since they in- 
sisted on vaccinating the family, and 
mamma Knipple sided with the board 
of health. Otto began to feel a painful 
sympathy with Dake. "Oh, I didn't go 
for to kill him or to hm him neither," 
he was always saying to himself. "I 
wouldn't take the things 'cause he's a 
traitor, but he was good to me. I don't 
want him to die !" Mr. Francis's praises 
of his conduct were like a thorn press- 
ing a raw wound ; but he did not dare 
to repulse them. I-Ie longed to fly, but 
his anxiety for some word from Dake 
kept him passive. He waited, in his tort- 
ure, until he saw l%Irs, lrancis's pretty, 
kind smile through the crowd of faces 
and the lights, and heard her declare 
that Dake's hurt was not serious ; then 
he slunk away. 
He crept under the shadow of the cy- 
press trees, along the edge of the brake, 
to the new mill. He looked at it, not 
a beam shaken, not a stone of the chim- 
ney jarred. 
He looked a little while, then he 
walked back to the store. 
The door stood open, just as they had 
left it, in their flight. Otto walked up 
the dark stairs, feeling his way; but 
w.hen he came to touch the door he re- 
coiled. An uncontrollable, utterly irra- 
tional terror seemed to swoop down out 
of the night and clutch his soul. His 
knees knocked together and the chatter 
of his own teeth scared him, yet he 
could not for the life of him keep his 
jaws still. 
"Oh Lord," gasped poor Otto, "how'll 
I ever live through this night ? If only 
a rat 'ud come ! " 
But with a desperate effort he flung 
the door buck and, running swiftly, he 
crossed the floor, jumped into bed, and 
cowered under the blankets. But the 
blankets are not woven that shall keep 
out lear. Otto was not repentant, he 
was frightened. 
His imagination had armed his nerves, 
beforehand, against one train of shocks ; 
instead there came a horror for which 
he had not prepared and they were de- 
fenceless. The homesick boy loved 
Boo;over and over again he saw her 
laughing at that devil's plaything. He 
saw Dake's pallid face and the woman's 
wild eyes. He heard the oaths and 

threats and curses. Somehow, Otto 
had expected that the poor people about 
would rather exult in the planter's 
misfortune; was he not, by rights, 
their oppressor ? But now they raged 
against the man who had tried to kill 
Dake. They would kill Otto, if they 
knew. There was a step on the stair! 
No, it was nothing ! The rustle of leaves 
was like voices. It was not the click of 
hammers, only the rattle of a sycamore 
bough in the wind. So the hideous 
hours wore on until, exhausted by his 
torment, the poor little lonely sinner 
slept. 
lIeanwhile, Dake was hardly less 
wretched. He uttered a deep groan in 
the middle of the night, startling Aunt 
Betsey, who was in the act of pouring 
some medicine into a spoon, and nat- 
urally shook the spoon. But she gave 
him the medicine just the same, consci- 
entiously adding an extra half-spoonful. 
Then she looked down upon him with 
great tenderness and emotion. 
"Mother," said Dake, "why do you 
cry ?" for the tears were twinkling on 
Aunt Betsey's lashes and, holding the 
bottle of medicine in one hand, she was 
gently stroking his hair with the other 
--and the spoon. 
"Law me, honey," she answered 
briskly (after a sniff'), "I ain't cryin', 
my eyes is jes' weakly, like." 
"Am I 'urt bad ?" said Dake. 
"Iqaw, boy, Lord be praised, you 
aint. Doctor says a board struck ye 
an' knocked ye 'gin the tree, an' ye got 
a confusion (that's what he calls hit), 
in you head ; an' you leader unner you 
right knee got tore by suthin' ; but no 
bones is broke, an' you'll be peart agin, 
in no time." 
Dake sighed and turned his face to 
the wall. 
"Talk er me c-in' !" the old woman 
went on, "aint I got good reason fur 
ter cry an' praise the Lord fur whut you 
done fur we all this night. Me cry! 
Ye had orte seen Iarty Ann, she cried 
a haft hour studdy, when she warn't 
bussin' an' muchin' er Boo." 
A quiver passed over Dake's face. 
Not a word did he say, being, truly, 
past speaking. 
Drearily his memory had been plod- 
ding through the past evening. Bas- 
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sett? Of course it was Bassett. But 
how much had Marry Ann helped him ? 
He acquitted her, promptly, of any 
guilty knowledge, but he suspected 
that unconsciously she had given Bas- 
sett all his information. Through her 
he had lealed of Dake's habit of work- 
ing in the mill at night. It was at 
him, Vflliam Dake, that the blow was 
aimed. His single glance that night had 
shown him the hiding place cunningly 
contrived in the hollow behind the chest 
of drawers and covered with boards. 
. By what miracle had the baby, pulling 
it out, escaped firing the horrible thing ? 
The fuse, most likely, was burning all 
the while he was in the millhad he 
remained his usual time "Bye, 
I wish I had!" thought the wretched 
man. Then it was that he had groaned. 
The desolate loneliness, the sense of be- 
ing hated, the shadow of entailing mis- 
fortune upon whomsoever befriended 
him, which had poisoned life for him 
before, had in it now the venom of a 
woman's deceit. 
"Woman is a magic fire," muttered 
Dake, with his face to the wall that he 
wished was his grave. 
"Fire ?" cried Aunt Betsey. "Be ye 
chillin', honey ? Marry Ann fotch in the 
bi blanket!" 
Marty Ann appeared, the prettier for 
the violet shadows under her large eyes 
and the pale cheeks and tremulous 
mouth. She stammered a few words of 
gratitude, which Dake received gently 
and coldly. She could not understand 
him. 
Neither could Aunt Betsey nor Mr. 
Francis. 
He was the best of patients, quiet, 
morbidly cautious about giving trouble, 
joking, in a dry way, over his pain, and 
pathetically grateful for every kindness. 
"But someway, fur all his funnin', the 
critter's mightily down," declared Aunt 
Betsey. 
"I wisht you'd go in sometimes, 
Marry Ann," she said once to her 
daughter, "you kin chirk him up better 
'n a- un else." 
"No, I caynt," answered lIarty Ann 
quickly; "caynt you see yourself he 
don't want me 'round ?" 
"tier ye ben ill ter the pore critter ? 
I'll bet ye hey." 

"No, I ain't, maw," said Marry Ann. 
"I don't know what's the matter. Nor I 
don't care neither." 
Why, then, did Marry Ann go and cry 
over Boo until the child howled in sym- 
pathy ? 
Dake could not help noticing her 
changed looks. "She's fretting because 
her scoundrel sweetheart done such a 
mean trick," he thought dismally. Nev- 
ertheless his heart yearned over her. 
Bassett was a boaster, a coarse fellow, 
but may be he would be" good to her, 
and he was Marry Ann's choice. "I'll 
not stand in the way," said Dake. 
The next day he spoke to Mr. Francis. 
"They've downed me," he said. "What's 
the use ? I21 go away. There's a good 
ca])enter in Portia and he's a Knight of 
Labor, so they won't make a row. You 
can get Bassett back, then. " 
"I don't want him," said lIr. Francis. 
"tte's not half a bad fellow," said 
Dake, "and a first-rate workman. I 
don't bear him no malice. I know how 
the decent workmen feel about scabs ; I 
used to feel that way, myself. They're 
.fellows that make a good bargain for 
themselves at the expense of their mates ; 
the decent Knights or union men won't 
lift a hand against them, themselves, 
but they don't feel bad, I assure you, 
when the rough fellows do them a mis- 
chief. If I stay here, they'll do some- 
thing to you. rm going, that's all." 
Mr. Francis's indignation, appeals, 
protestations were equally vain. The 
planter fumed, young Cm-oll swore, Aunt 
Betsey cried, Dake looked miserable, but 
his determination was not shaken one 
whir. Meanwhile, the swamp had been 
scoured, a couple of detectives were 
prowling about in disguise, and nobody 
was a pin's point the wiser. 
Bassett rode defiantly to the store 
with a couple of witnesses, who swore 
(and he offered to bring a dozen more 
who would swear the same) that he spent 
the whole evening from seven until 
eleven of the night in question, at a cer- 
tain saloon in Portia. "And I aint 
that kind of a fellow," said Bassett to 
the scowling faces, happily few, that day, 
which met his, "I fight fair, I do ; and 
I'm ready to hold up my hands to any- 
body that doubts it 
you all !" he yelled. In fact, Bassett 
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had primed up his courage for the trip 
a little too heavily. 
The planter, Shinault, and a few of the 
cooler heads got him off the place with 
all speed. 
Otto, who was in the store buying 
quinine for I)ake, witnessed the scene, 
in indescribable agitation. The lad was 
a creature to be pitied. He spent most 
of his spare time in Dake's room. At 
first he had shrunk from seeing Dake, 
but very soon the only relief that he 
could get was there. Against his will 
he grew fond of Dake. It is hard when 
a man's eyes brighten at the sight of you, 
when he likes the touch of your hand, 
when you lift his weak head, when you 
see him suffering but always with a 
smile for you--it is hard, even if you are 
a young anarchist, to properly hate that 
man. Before a week was over Otto sur- 
rendered, he knew that he could not 
hate Dake ever again. 
"That 'ar boy's plum changed up," 
Aunt Betsey declared, "ter my mind, 
now he sees how that 'ar sekrit socity 
done I)ake, he are 'shamed an' he got a 
anxious notion er makin' up few Dake 
fur bein' so mean. Got them blue pants 
on him, t' day, done so. Then, I made 
him h'ist his legs up on a chair so Dake 
wud shore see 'em. Dake smiled right 
pleasant when he seen them legs. But 
that boy, he looks so puny an' down, hits 
jes' turrible ! Wunt eat a mite. Makes 
me feel right bad." 
There was reason enough for Otto's 
looks. Harassed by the criminal's gal- 
ley slave, Fear, which made him look 
askance at every new corner's face to see 
if it darkened at the sight of him ; and 
strain his ears to catch the words of any 
voice roughened by anger, the unhappy 
little dynamiter cried out: "Am I 
always oing to be scared like this ?" 
It never occurred to him to give up 
his job ; his people needed his wages too 
much. 
The threats which are always uttered, 
on such occasions, in primitive commu- 
nities, kept his dread at fever heat. 
Apparently the least he had to expect 
was to be butchered with bowie knives, 
or strangled on a high limb of the great 
overcup oak facing the mill. 
Neither was fear his only torturer. 
He was a frank lad with a stm'dy self- 

respect of his om, witness his declining 
Dake's gifts though his rags hardly 
covered his skin, yet now he must be 
praised on ever)- side for snatching the 
baby up and running; he must be 
clapped on the back by a score of hands 
black and white, and receive a miscella- 
neous array of hbutes ranging from 
Marry Ann's Waterbm T watch (you can 
buy a very good one at the store for two 
dollars and sixty cents) to the package 
from a burly admirer which contained 
a bowie knife and a popcorn ball--it 
was intolerable ! 
But Otto remembered the threats and 
his heart failed him ; he dared not at- 
tract suspicion by refusing. 
"How they'd hate me if they knowed !" 
he thought. Neither had he any longer 
the poor comfort of being able to hate 
and despise the givers, because it is so 
difficult to hate and despise people who 
are kind to you. 
Very worst of all, Otto was beginning 
to have ghastly doubts about the right- 
eousness of the cause. He was so ut- 
terly solitary, poor little wretch. Win- 
ter, the blacksmith, voiced the universal 
opinion: "'Twar a skulkin' pusillani- 
mous deed." 
He addressed a crowd of farmers wait- 
ing their turn before his forge. 
"Them fellers, them Knights er Labor 
done it, ter my mind," he continued. 
"Bassett when he war yere, he role me 
er a heap er meanness they all done ter 
folks iz displeased 'em. ' 'Taint safe ter 
mad us,' says he." 
"He role me," said a red-haired youth, 
"that when the Knights got thar will, 
nobody had need ter work more 'n eight 
hours a day. That's 'nuff, he says." 
"An' how'd we all make a crap on 
eight hours a day, do ye reckon ?" said 
Lum Shinault. "Shucks! ef ye want 
money an' truck ye got ter work fur it ! 
Them knights is the durndes' fools! 
W'y that ar' Bassett he 'lows land had 
orter be free like water. By gum, I got 
a good farm I paid for, my wife an' me 
workin' hard, does he reckon we all 
goin' ter sheer with any triflin' feller 
comes long ?" 
"Vhut I caynt enjure," said an old 
farmer, "is the way he done we all. 
He didn't have no gredge agin we all, 
yit yere he tries fur ter cheat us oten 



170 OTTO THE KNIGHT. 

our gin when he knows the ole un aint 
big hUff ! " 
"'Twar a mean trick on ]Iist' Fran- 
cis," said Shinault, "tell ye he done a 
sight er good, yere. I kin remember 
when that warnt nary sightly heouses 
an' the store didn't sell nuthin' much 
'cept white whiskey, an' the whole set- 
tlement wud git 'rarin' chargin' drunk 
Saturday night. Yes, sir, they wud so. 
Look a' the place, now, look a' them fine 
painted heouses an' the heap er win- 
ders! Look a' the school'us that's a 
church heouse, too ! An' ain't the store 
the best all sorts store onywhar', an' 
don't sell a drop er licker. Ain't we 
all's farms more valluble kase er j'inin' 
this yere estate with the gin an' the 
store an' the steamboat landin'? I tell 
ye, Francis an' Caroll done a sight er 
good." 
"Dey's kin' gen'lemen fo' a fac'," 
agreed a tall negro, "dey did guy me 
credit to de sto' fo' meal an' po'k endur- 
in' de winter w'en I ben down wid de 
antedelarious fever nur dey didn't know 
wedder I evah git up fo' to reek a crap 
fo' dem." 
"Waal, ter my mind," said a big 
farmer, he of the bowie knife and pop- 
corn ball, "ef a man got a gredge 'gin 
a yuther man let him go ter 'ira an' 
have it out fair an' square. In co'se 
take 'is gun. This yere blowin' up mills 
--w'y, it's ondecent !" 
A hollow-eyed man in butternut jeans 
was stirred to reminiscence, and told a 
long tale of how a Jew set fire to his 
brother's cotton gin in revenge for a 
bad debt. 
"War ye shore 'twar him one it ?" 
said Shinault. 
"Shore ?" cried the man indignantly, 
" didn't Dock most lick his hide often 
him ? Shore ! :Be you uns shore Jim 
Bassett an' they all done this yere 
meanness ?" 
"Waal, now, ef ye ax me," said Shin- 
ault, "I aint." 
"rho did then ?" 
"That's what I dunno." 
Otto, on the outskirts of the crowd, 
swallowed a lump in his throat. 
"Waal, shore or no," said the big 
farmer, whacking his boot leg trucu- 
lently with his ox whip, "thar's a right 
smart er good men an' true a goin' ter 

pay Mist' James Bassett a visit--an' find 
out !" 
"Leave 'ira t' the law, boys. Ye 
better!" said Lure Shinault; he was 
Esquire Shinault now, a justice of the 
peace, and with a profound respect for 
legal methods. 
"Oh we all aint goin," said the farmer, 
and there must have been some occult 
pleasantry in the remark, since the 
crowd broke into a rough laugh. 
Otto was afraid of their mirth; he 
hurried away--to think. 
Now, as it happened, the falTner was 
merely bragging ; and had he not been, 
Bassett was safe in St. Louis. But this 
Otto did not know. He said to himself 
that either he must confess or Bassett 
would be sacrificed. The idea of confes- 
sion was not new; it had come to him 
once or twice before ; and this morning 
he had felt a desperate longing to thus 
prevent Dake's going. For Dake was 
going that day. Otto overheard part 
of the conversation between him and 
Mr. Francis. 
"Dake, I am sorrier than I can say," 
said the planter ; "it's all nonsense, your 
notions about my being exposed to dan- 
ger if you stay. A lot of trifling blow- 
hards, I aint afraid of them. Why, 
confound it, I reckoned you'd stay and 
marry a pretty Arkansas girl and settle 
down." 
Then Dake's voice came with a tremor 
in it: "I swear I wouldn't ask any girl 
to take a man for a 'usband that might 
be brought in dead to her, any day, or 
all crippled up and useless, worse than 
dead. I'd think too much of the girl I 
cared for, to ask that !" 
And, directly, the voices having grown 
duller because :Boo was drawing Seeray- 
phine Dake and a new wagon through 
the gallery, Aunt Betsey appeared blow- 
ing her nose and wiping her eyes and 
slashing the air with her big red hand- 
kerchief, in a state of mingled wrath 
and woe. 
"The critter's deestracted," she wafted, 
"fixin' t' go t' Porshy t' see the cyarpen- 
teer thar, ef he'll come--in co'se he'll 
come, dad burn him !--then, he are goin' 
fur good. An' he aint no whar nigh 
well. Aint sot up yit. Goin' off by his 
lone, pore boy. Declare, I wisht them 
sekrit socities was all sunk en the river! 
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lying on the ground--I hate him!" 
cried Marry Ann. 
"But you don't hate me," stammered 
Dake in a daze of bliss ; "may be, then, 
you--you could--" 
"I reckon," said Marry Ann, very low. 
About five minutes later, Dake looking 
out of Paradise, saw Otto's ragged hat. 
"" Poor Otto," said he, "we must for- 
give him, dear lass." 
They did forgive him. How can one 
bear malice to a boy whom one has 
nursed through a brain fever .9 
Mr. Francis was merciful; he kept 
Otto's secret. Perhaps his mercy was 
Otto's punishment. The lad winces, to 
this day, when the talk at the store 
drifts into the subject of the still mys- 
terious explosion. To this day, the 
tongues of the plantation orators be- 
labor the Knights of Labor, around the 
store stove. 
Mr. Francis, who is not a friend of the 
order, only laughs and remarks philo- 
sophically to young Caroll, "Oh, well, 
those Knights have done so many mean 
things I reckon one more doesn't mat- 
ter." 

Dake's helper, strange to say, is Uncle 
Bruno. The widow Knipple is making 
a crop, just beyond the Grahams. Frau 
Bruno has an account at the store and 
.money to her credit; but Uncle Bruno 
s not likely to have any such prosper- 
ous showing on the ledger; all his 
spare dollars go to needy comrades or 
to pay for those wild-looking German 
sheets which come to him through the 
mail. 
Tevertheless he keeps on the best 
terms with Dake (whom the order has 
forgotten) and adores Mrs. Dake and 
Boo. Frau Bruno says: "Ach, du 
lieber Himmel! you rink Bruno talk 
fierce .9 Jest haf you heard him wunce 
yen ve in St. Louis been ! But now-- 
pshutt, he is like de sheeps !" 
Aunt Betsey, however, is still seeking 
(vicariously in the person of the unfor- 
tunate Mr. Francis) for the book which 
gave her such lucid ideas on the subject 
of secret societies. It had a purplish 
back and a right pretty picture of a 
skull and crossed daggers outside ; and, 
no doubt, when )Ir. Francis shall find 
it, she will convert Herr Knipple. 

MIDSUMMER NIGHT. 

By A. Lampman. 

MoTuEn of balms and soothings ,nanifold, 
Quiet-breathed night, whose brooding hours are seven, 
To whom the voices of all rest are given, 
And those few stars whose scattered names are told, 
Far off beyond the westward hills outrolled, 
Darker than thou, more still, more dreamy even, 
The golden moon leans in the dusky heaven, 
And under her one star, a point of gold; 

And ll go slowly lingering toward the West, 
As we go down forgetfully to our rest, 
Weary of daytime, tired of noise and light. 
Ah it was time that thou shouldst come, for we 
Were sore athirst and had great need of thee, 
Thou sweet physician, balmy bosomed night. 
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" Grasshopper" Locomotive. (From an old photograph.) 

by rods with the cranks attached to the 
driving-wheels or axles. These cranks 
are placed at right angles to each other, 
so that when one of them is at the 
"dead-point" the piston connected with 
the other can exert its maximum power 
to rotate the wheels. This enables the 
locomotive to start with the pistons in 
any position; whereas if one cylinder 
only were used it would be impossible 
to turn the wheels if the crank should 
stop at one of its dead-points. 
If steam is admitted to the cylinders 
and the wheels are turned, one of two 
results must follow,--either the loco- 
motive will move backward or forward 
according to the direction of revolution, 
or the wheels will slip, as they often do, 
on the mils. That is, if the resistance 
of the cars or train is less than the fric- 
tion, or "adhesion" of the driving-wheels 
on the rails, the engine and train will be 
moved; if the adhesion is less than the 
resistance the wheels will turn without 
moving the train. 
The capacity of a locomotive to draw 
loads is therefore dependent on the ad- 
hesion, and this is in proportion to the 
weight or pressure of thd driving-wheels 
on the rails. The adhesion also varies 
somewhat with the weather and the 
condition of the wheels and rails. In 
ordinary weather it is equal to about 

one-fifth of the weight 
which bears on the 
track; when perfectly 
dT, if the rails are 
clean, it is about one- 
fourth, and with the 
rails s a n d e d about 
one-third. In damp 
or frosty weather the 
adhesion is often con- 
siderably less than a 
fifth. 
It would, then, seem 
as though all that is 
needed to increase the 
capacity of a locomo- 
tive to draw loads 
would be to add to 
the weight on its 
driving-wheels, an d 
provide engine power 
sufficient to turn 
themwhich is true. 
But it has been found 
that if the weight on the wheels is ex- 
cessive both the wheels and rails will 
be injured. Even when they are all 
made of steel, they are crushed out 
of shape or are rapidly worn if the 
loads are too great. The weight which 
rails will cam3 without being injured 
depends somewhat on their size, but or- 
dinarily from 12,000 to 16,000 pounds 

Horatio Allen. 

per wheel is about the greatest load 
which they should carry. 
For these reasons, when the capacity 
of a locomotive must be increased be- 
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yond a limit indicated by these data, The weight of rails has also been very 
one or more additional pairs of driving- much increased since they were first 
wheels must be used. Thus, if a more made of steel. Twenty or twenty-five 

Four-wheeled Switching Locomotive. By the Baldwin Locomotive Works, Philadelphia. 

powerful engine was required than that 
shown above, another pab- of wheels 
would be added, as shown on page 184 
and c 185. Or, if you wanted a still more 
powerful engine than these, another pair 
of driving-wheels would be added, as 
shown in d[p. 185]. In this way the 
ten-wheeled and the mogul engines have 
been developed from that shown on page 
183. The mogul locomotive [p. 184=, 
.b] has three pairs of driving-wheels, 
but only one pair of truck-wheels. The 
engravings d and f [pp. 185 and 187], 
represent consolidation and decapod 
types of engines, which have four and 
five pairs of driving-wheels. 
From the last three illustrations it 
will be seen that when so many wheels 
are used, even if they are of small diam- 
eter, the wheel-base must necessarily be 
long, so that a limit is very soon reached 
beyond which the number of driving- 
wheels cannot be increased. 
Improvements in the processes of 
manufacturing steel, which resulted in 
the general use of that material for rails 
and tires, have made it possible to nearly 
double the weight which was carried on 
each wheel when they were made of iron. 

years ago iron rails weighing 56 pounds 
per yard were about the heaviest that 
were laid in this country. Now steel 
rails weighing 72 pounds are commonly 
used, and some weighing 85 pounds 
have been laid on roads in this country, 
and others weighing 100 pounds have 
been laid on the continent of Europe. 
Of late years urban and suburban 
traffic has created a demand for a class 
of locomotives especially adapted to that 
kind of service. One of the conditions 
of that traffic is that trains must stop 
and start often, and therefore, to "make 
fast time," it is essential to start quickly. 
Few persons realize the great amount of 
force which must be exerted to start any 
object suddenly. A cannon-ball, for 
example, will fall through 16 feet in a 
second with no other resistance than 
the atmosphere. The impelling force 
in that case is the weight of the ball. 
If we want it to fall 32 feet during the 
first second, the force exeled on it 
must be equal to double its weight, and 
for higher speeds the increase of force 
must be in the same proportion. This 
law applies to the movement of trains. 
To start in half the time, double the 
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Six-wheeled Switching Locomotive. (a) By the Schenectady Locomotive Works. 

force must be exerted. For this reason for steadiness, as well as considerable 
trains which start and stop often, re- weight on the wheels for adhesion. Four- 
quire engines vith a great deal of weight wheeled engines [p. 183], have all their 
on the driving-wheels. In accordance weight on the driving-wheels, but the 
with these conditions a class of engines wheel-base is short. 
has been designed which carry all, or To combine the two features, engines 
nearly all, the weight of the boiler and have been built with the driving-wheels 

Mogul Locomotive. (b) By the Schenectady Locomotive Works. 

machinery, and sometimes the water and 
fuel, on the driving-wheels. For subur- 
ban traffic, the speed between stops must 
often be quite rapid, and consequently 
the engine must have a long wheel-base 

and axles arranged as in i [p. 188]. The 
frames are then extended backward, and 
the water-tank and fuel are placed on 
top of the frames, and their weight is 
carl-ied by a truck underneath. This at- 
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Ten-wheeled Passenger Locomotive. (c) 

rangement leaves the whole weight of 
the boiler and machinery on the driving- 
wheels, and a the same time gives 
long wheel-base for steadiness. This 
plan of engine was patented by the auth- 
or of this article in 1866, and has come 
into very general use--since the expira- 
tion of the patent. In some cases a 
two-wheeled truck is added at the 
posite end, as shown in g [p. 187]. tor 
stree railroads, in which the speed is 
necessarily slow, engines such as j [p. 
189] are used. To hide the machine 

By the Schenectady Locomotive Works. 

have steadily been increased ever since 
they were first used, and there is little 
reason for thinking that they have yet 
reached a limit, although it seems prob- 
able tha some material change of design 
is impending which will permit of better 
proportions of the parts or organs of 
the larger sizes. The decapod engines 
built at the Baldwin Locomotive Works, 
in Philadelphia, for the Northern Pacific 
Iailroad, weigh in working order 148,- 
000 pounds. This gives a weight of 13,- 
300 pounds on each driving-wheel. Some 

Consolidation Locomotive. (d) By the Pennsylvania Railroad Company. 
from view, and also to give sufficient ten-wheeled passenger engines built at 
room inside, they are enclosed in a cab the Schenectady Loconotive Works for 
large enough to cover the whole ma- the Michigan Central ailroad, weigh 
chine. 118,000 pounds, and have 15,666 ponds 
The size and weight of locomotives on each dring-wheel. Some recent 
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Decapod Locomotive. (.[) By the Baldwin Locomotwe Works, Philadelphia. 

pull must be exerted for a given distance wheels and other purrs cannot be en- 
in hulf the time that it is at 30 miles, so larged ; which means that there is a cer- 
that the amount of power exerted and rain proportion of vheels, cylinders, and 
steam generated in a given period of boiler which will give a maximum speed. 
time must be eight times as great in the 
one case as in the other. This means The relative speed of trains here and 
that the capacity of the boiler, cylinders, in Europe has been the subject of a good 
and the other parts must be greater, vith deal of discussion and controversv re- 
a corresponding addition to the weight cently. There appears to be very little 

" Hudson " Tank Locomot,ve. (g) By the Baldwin Locomot,ve Works. 

of the machine. Obviously, if the weight 
per wheel is limited, we soon reach a 
point at which the size of the driving- 

difference in the speed of the fastest 
trains here and there; but there are 
more of them there than we have. From 



188 AMERICAN LOCOMOTIVES AND CARS. 

ir', ,lil .--,:;, ,"'-' ....,,.  --.,..,,,: .-_ 
-- - ...... 
...... ,I.:__ ............................................... ___ _ .:. 
_ ,,. ......... ..,.,. -,,,..,,. ............................................... .- ....... ;.,,."-'=:  ,,...-, 
Locomotive (or Suburban Traffic. (h.) By the Baldwin Locomotive Works, Philadelphia. 

48 to 53 miles an hour, including stops, 
"is about the fastest time made by any 
regular trains on the summer time-tables. 
When this rate of speed is compared 
with that of sixty or seventy miles an 
hour, which is not infrequent for short 
distances, there seems to be a great dis- 
crepancy. It must be kept in mind, 
though, that these high rates of speed 
are attained under very favorable condi- 
tions. That is, the track is straight and 
level, or perhaps descending, and un- 
obstructed. In ordinary traffic it is 
never certain that the line is clear. A 
locomotive runner 
must always be on the 
look-out for obstruc- 
tions. Trains, ordi- 
nary vehicles, a fallen 
tree or rock, cows and 
people may be in the 
way at any moment. 
Let anyone imagine 
himself in responsible 
charge of a locomotive 
and he will readily un- 
derstand t hat, with 
the slightest suspicion 
that the line is not 
clear, he would slack- 
en the speed as a pre- 
cautionary measure. 
For this reason fast time on a railroad de- 
pends as much on having a good signal 
system to assure the locomotive runners 

that the line is clear, as it does on the 
locomotives. If he is always liable to 
encounter, and must be on the look-out 
for obstructions at frequent grade cross- 
ings of common roads, or if he is not 
certain whether the train in front of 
him is out of his way or not, the loco- 
motive runner will be nervous and be al- 
most sure to lose time. If the speed is 
to be increased on American railroads, 
the first steps should be to carry all 
streets and common roads either over or 
under the lines, have the lines well 
fenced, provide abundant side-tracks 

" Forney " Tank Locomotive. (i) By the Rogers Locomotive and Machine Works, 
Paterson, N. J. 

for trains, and adopt efficient systems of 
signals so that loconotive runners can 
know whether the line is clear or not. 
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ForEing a Locomotive Frame. 

The engraving on page 191 represents face of gauge. 7. Pressure-gauge for air-brake ; 
the cab end of a locomotive of the Nev to show pressure in air reservoirs. 8. Valve to 
admit steam to air-brke pump. 9. Automatic 
York Central & Hudson River Railroad, lubricator for oiling main valves. 10. Cock 
looking forward from the tender, and for admitting steam to lubricator. 11. Handle 
shows the attach- 

merits by which 
the engineer works 
the engine.* This 
gives an idea of the 
number of keys on 
which he has t 
p 1 ay in running 
such a machine. 
There is room for 
little more than an 
enumeration of 
the parts which are 
numbered: 

1. Engine-bell rope. 
2. Train-bell rope. 3. 
Train - bell or gong. 
4. Lever for blowing 
whistle. 5. Steam-gauge to indicate press- 
ure in boiler. 6. Steam-gauge lamp to illuminate 
* It should be mentioned that this is not one of the most 
recent types of engines. The arrangement of parts in the 
cab has been a good deal simplified in later locomotives. 

%!.,,.., .,;;,: '. t ' ' -1'11t .... 
....,.: ....... ,, ,., ,. 
I- 
,._. .... ,.  _ .... , .. -_...,:-  
:  , , .... : , .... 
Locomotive for Street Railway. (j) By the Baldwin Locomotive Works. 
for opening valves in sand-box to sand the rails. 
12. tIandle for opening the cocks which drain 
the water from the cylinders. 13. Valve for 
admitting steam to the jets which force air into 
the fire-box. 14 14'. Throttle-valve lever. 
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., 
Cab F_nd of a Locomotive and its Attachments. 

alteration in the proportions, or addi- never tires of telling what his engine 
tion to the ,ttachments of locomotives did when " she w,s going up l,ttle- 
is a subject of intense interest to the snake Grade," and Smoky Bill grows ex- 
men nd a topic of endless discus- cited when he describes how Ninety-six 
sion at all times and places. The theo- turned her wheels in mking up fort.v- 
ries which are propounded, and the nine minutes time in the dovn run with 
yarns which are spun while sitting the "electric express." 
around hot stoves, in round-houses, or Locomotive engineers and firemen 
waiting for passing trMns on side read with avidity everything which is 
trcks, would fill many books. J,ck explanatory of th construction or work- 
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tionary has very copious illustrations are not far out of the way. If the aver- 
in which the different parts of cars age length of locomotives and tenders 

Early American Car, 1834-. (C) 

are represented and numbered, and the 
names of the parts designated by the 
numbers are then given in a list ac- 
companying the engravings. An al- 

is taken at 50 feet, those now owned by 
the railroads would make a continuous 
train 280 miles long; and the 978,000 
cars, if they average 35 feet in length, 

Early Car for Carrying Firewood on the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad. (D) 

Old Car on the Quincy Granite Railroad. (E) Old Car for Carrying Flour on the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad (F) 

phabetical list of names and definitions 
is also given, as in an ordinary diction- 
ary. The definition usually contains a 
reference to a number and a figure in 
which the object described is illustrated. 
In making the dictionary the compilers 
selected terms from those in use, where 
appropriate ones could be found. In 
other cases new names were devised. 
The book is a curious illustration of a 
more rapid growth of an art than of the 
language by which it is described. 

would form a train which would be 
nearly 6,500 miles long. 

Year. 

1876. 
1877. : 
1878.. 
1879.. 
1880.. 
1881.. 

The following table, compiled from 1882.. 
1883.. 
Poor's Manual of Railroads, gives the 1884.. 
number of locomotives and of different lS+5.. 
1886.. 
kinds of cars in this country, beginning 1887. 
with 1876 and for each year thereafter, tess,. 
rhe figures for 1888 are estimated, but 

Miles of Loco- 
railroad, motives 

72,62 
74,658 
79,208 
80,8.'-2 
84,715 
93.670 
104,325 
112,412 
120.552 
125,152 
127,729 
133.607 
150,600 

14,56 
15,66.q 
15,911 
16,446 
17,084 
17,949 
20,116 
22,114 
23,623 
24,587 
5.937 
26,415 
'29,500 

Passenger-train cars. 

[2,05: 
1,68 
2,78' 
4,54 
5,55: 
6,8!1 
7,30: 
9,25 
21.000 

.... 
... 13,059 
... 14,055 
,85, 15.907 
,41: 16,096 
,51! 16,528 
,7S 17,575 
,97{ :19,524 
364 20,917 
,94,' 22,847 
6,4:11 23,714 
6,544 23,834 
,325 5,577 
LO.,O 28,000 

Freight 
cars. 

358,101 
376,713 
392,175 
423,013 
40,190 
539,355 
648,295 
710,451 
748,667 
798.399 
805.519 
8451914 
{}50,0O0 

Estimated. 
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Modern Passenger-car and Frame. 

The number of cars, it will be seen, of magnitude. Our railroad system and 
has more than doubled in ten years, so its equipment seem to be rapidly out- 
that if the same rate of increase contin- growing the capacity of the human im- 
ues for the next decade there will be agination to realize their extent. What, 
over two millions of them on the rail- it will be with another half century of 
roads of this country alone. Beyond a development it is impossible even to 
certain point, numbers convey little idea imagine. 

FAIR DAY. 

By Sarah Orne Jewett. 

'EDOW fERCY BAS- 
COM came back alone 
into the empty kitchen 
and seated herself in 
her favorite s p 1 i n t- 
bottomed chair by the 
window, with a dreary 
look on her face. 
"I s'pose I be an old woman, an' past 
goin' to cattle shows an' junketings, but 
folks needn't take it so for granted. 
I'm sure I don't want to be on. nay feet 
all day, trapesin' fair grounds an' swal- 
lowing everybody's dust ; not but what 
I'm as able as most, though I be seventy- 
three year old." 
She folded her hands in her lap and 

looked out across the deserted yard. 
There was not even a hen in sight ; she 
was left alone for the day. "Tobias's 
folks," as she called her son's family with 
whom she made her home--Tobias's 
folks had just started for a day's pleas- 
uring at the county fair, ten miles distant. 
She had not thought of going with them, 
nor expected any invitation; she had 
even helped them off with her famous 
energy; but there was an unexpected 
reluctance at being left behind, a sad 
little feeling that would rise suddenly 
in her throat as she stood in the door 
and saw them drive away in the shiny, 
two-seated wagon. Johnny, the young- 
est and favorite of her ndchfldren, 
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place; he had no idea of leaving her 
alone as she wistfully complained; he 
meant to have her make her home at the 
Bassett place with him and his bride. 
That she would never do; the old 
place which had given her a living nev- 
er should be left or sold to strangers. 
Tobias was not prepared for her fierce 
outburst of reproach for the mere sug- 
gestion. She would live alone and pay 
her way as she always had done, and so 
it was for a few years of difficulties. 
Tobias vas never ready to plough or 
plant when she needed him; his own 
great place was more than he could 
serve properly. It grew more and more 
difficult to hire workmen, and they were 
seldom worth their wages. At last To- 
bias's wife, who was a kindly soul, per- 
suaded her reluctant mother-in-law to 
come and spend a winter; the old wom- 
an was tired and for once disheartened ; 
she found herself deeply in love with 
her grandchildren, and so next spring 
she let the little hill farm on the halves 
to an impecunious but hard-working 
young couple. 
To everybody's smprise the two wom- 
en lived together harmoniously. To- 
bias's wife did everything to please her 
mother-in-law, except to be other than 
a Bassett. And hlercy, for the most 
part, ignored this misfortune, and rarely 
was provoked into calling it a fault. 
Now that the necessity for hard work 
and anxiety was past, she appeared to 
have come to an Indian smnmer shining- 
out of her natural amiability and toler- 
ance. She was sometimes indirectly re- 
proachful of her daughter's easy-going 
ways, and set an indignant example now 
and then by a famous onslaught of un- 
necessary work, and always dressed and 
behaved herself in plainest farm fashion, 
while Mrs. Tobias was given to undue 
worldliness and style. But they worked 
well together in the main, for, to use 
lIercy's owa words, she "had seen 
enough of life not to want to go into 
other folks' houses and make trouble." 
As people grow older their interests 
are apt to become fewer, and one of the 
thoughts that came oftenest to ]lercy 
Bascom in her old age was a time-hon- 
ored quarrel with one of her husband's 
sisters, who had been her neighbor many 
years before, and then moved to greater 
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prosperity at the other side of the coun- 
ty. It is not vorth while to tell the 
long story of accusations and misunder- 
standings, but while the two women did 
not meet for almost half a lifetime the 
grievance was as fresh as if it were yes- 
terday's. Wrongs of defrauded sums 
of money and contested rights in unpro- 
ductive acres of land, wrongs of slight- 
ing remarks and contempt of eqml 
claims; the remembrance of all these 
was treasured as a miser fingers his gold. 
]ercy Bascom freed herself from the 
wealisome detail of every-day life when- 
ever she could find a patient listener to 
whom to tell the long story. She found 
it as interesting as a story of the Ara- 
bian Nights, or an exciting play at the 
theatre. She would have you believe 
that she was faultless in the matter, and 
would not acknowledge that her sister- 
in-law Ruth Bascom, now ]Irs. 1)arlet, 
was also a hard-working woman with 
dependent little children at the time of 
the great fray. 
Of late years her son had suspected 
that his mother regretted the alienation, 
but he knew better than to suggest a 
peace-making. "Let them work -- let 
them work !" he told his wife, when she 
proposed one night to bring the warring 
sisters-in-law unexpectedly together. It 
may have been that old hlercy began to 
feel a little lonely and would be glad to 
have somebody of her own age with 
whom to talk over old times. She nev- 
er had knowa the people much in this 
Bassett re,on, and there were few but 
young folks left at any rate. 

As the pleasure-makers hastened tow- 
ard the fair that bright October mo- 
ing Iercy sat by the table sewing at a 
sufficient patch in the old coat. There 
was little else to do all day but to get 
herself a lunch at noon and have supper 
ready when the family came home cold 
and tired at night. The two cats came 
purring about her chair ; one persuaded 
her to open the cellar door, and the oth- 
er leaped to the top of the kitchen table 
unrebuked, and blinked herself to sleep 
there in the sun. This was a favored 
kitten brought from the old home, and 
seemed a link between the old days and 
these. Her mistress noticed with sur- 
prise that pussy was beg.nning to look 
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old, and she could not resist a little sigh. 
"Land ! the next world may seem dread- 
ful new too, and I've got to get used to 
that," she thought with a grim smile of 
foreboding. "tIow do folks live that 
wants always to be on the go .9 There was 
Ruth Parlet, that must be always a vis- 
itin' and goin'--well I won't say that 
there vasn't a time when I wished for 
the chance." Justice always won the 
day in such minor questions as this. 
Ruth Parlet's name started the usual 
thoughts, but somehow or other Mercy 
could not find it in her heart to be as 
harsh as usual. She remembered one 
thing after another about their girlhood 
together. They had been great friends 
then and the animosity may have had 
its root in the fact that Ruth helped for- 
ward her brother's marriage. But there 
were years before that of friendly fore- 
gathering and girlish alliances and ri- 
valries ; spinning and herb gathering and 
quilting. It seemed, as Mercy thought 
about it, that Ruth was good company 
after all. But what did make her act 
so, and turn right round later on .9 
The morning grew warm, and at last 
Mrs. Bascom had to open the window 
to let out the buzzing flies and an im- 
prisoned wild bee. The patch was fin- 
ished and the elbow would serve Tobias 
as good as new. She laid the coat over 
a chair and put her bent brass thimble 
into the paper-collar box that served as 
work-basket. She used to huve a queer 
splint basket at the old place, but it had 
been broken under something heavier 
when her household goods were moved. 
Some of the family had long been tired 
of hearing that basket regretted, and 
another had never been found to take 
its place. The thimble, the smooth mill- 
bobbin on which was wound black linen 
thread, the dingy lump of beeswax, and 
a smart leather needle-book, which 
Johnny had given her the Christmas 
before, all looked ready for use, but Mrs. 
Bascom pushed them farther back on 
the table and quickly rose to her feet. 
"'Tain't nine o'clock yet," she said, ex- 
ultantly. "I'll just take a couple o' 
crackers in my pocket and step over to 
the old place. I'll take my time and be 
back soon enough to make "era that pan 
o' my hot gingerbread they'll be count- 
ing on for supper." 
Half an hour later one might have 
seen a bent figure lock the side door of 
the large farm-house carefully, trying the 
latch again and again to see if it were 
fast, putting the key in a safe hiding- 
place by the door, and then stepping 
away up the road with eager determina- 
tion. "I ain't felt so like a jaunt this 
five year," said Mercy to herself, "an' 
if Tobias was here an' Ann, they'd take 
all the fun out fussin' and talkin', an' 
bein' afeard I'd tire myself, or wantin' 
me to ride over. I do like to be my 
own master once in a while." 
The autumn day was glorious, with a 
fine flavor of fruit and ripeness in the air. 
The sun was warm, there was a cool 
breeze from the great hills, and far off 
across the wide valley the old woman 
could see her little gray house on its 
pleasant eastern slope ; she could even 
trace the outline of the two small fields 
and larger pasture. "I done well with 
it, if I wasn't nothin' but a woman with 
four dependin' on me an' no means," 
said Mercy proudly as she came in full 
sight of the old place. It was a long 
drive from one farm to the other by 
roundabout highways, but there was a 
footpath known to the wayfarer which 
took a good piece off the distance. 
"Now, ain't this a sight better than them 
hustlin' fairs?" Mercy asked gleefully 
as she felt herself free and alone in the 
wide meadow-land. She had long been 
promising little Johnny to take him over 
to Gran'ma's house, as she loved to call 
it still. She could not help thinking 
longingly how much he would enjoy this 
escapade. "Why, I'm running away just 
like a young one, that's wht I be," she 
exclaimed, and then lughed aloud for 
very pleasure. 

The weather-beaten farm-house was 
deserted that day, as its former owner 
suspected. She boldly gathered some 
of her valued spice-apples, with an as- 
suring sense of proprietorship as she 
crossed the last narrow field. The 
Browns, man and wife and little boy 
and baby, had hied them early to the fair 
with nearly the whole population of the 
countryside. The house and yard and 
out-buildings never had worn such an 
aspect of appealing pleasantness as 
when Mercy Bascom came near. She 
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felt as if she were going to cry for a 
minute, and then hmwied to get inside 
the gate. She saw the outgoing track 
of horses' feet with delight, but went 
discreetly to the door and knocked, to 
make herself perfectly sure that there 
was no one left at home. Out of breath 
and tired as she was, she turned to look 
off at the view. Yes, there was Tobias's 
place, prosperous and white-painted ; 
she could just get a glimpse of the upper 
roofs and gables. It was always a sor- 
row and complaint that a low hill kept 
her from looking up at this farm from 
any of the windows, but now she was 
at the farm itself she found herself re- 
garding the Tobias's home with a good 
deal of affection. She looked sharply 
with an apprehension of fire, but there 
was no whiff of alarming smoke against 
the clear sky. 
"Now I must git me a drink o' water 
first of anything," and she hastened to 
the creaking well-sweep and lowered the 
bucket. There was the same rusty, 
handleless tin dipper that she had left 
years before, standing on the shelf in- 
side the well-curb. She was proud to 
find that the bucket vas no heavier than 
ever, and was heartily thankful for the 
clear water. There never was such a 
well as that, and it seemed as if she had 
not been away a day. "What an old gal 
I be," said Mercy, with plaintive merri- 
ment. "Well, they ain't made no great 
changes since I was here last spring," 
and then she went over and held her 
face close against one of the kitchen 
windows, and took a hungry look of the 
familiar room. The bedroom door was 
open and a new sense of attachment to 
the place filled her heart. "It seems 
as if I was locked out o' my own home," 
she whispered as she looked in. 
There were the same old spruce and 
pine boards that she had scrubbed so 
many times and trodden as she hurried 
to and fro about her work. It was very 
strange to see an unfamiliar chair or 
two, but the furnishings of a farm kitch- 
en were much the same, and there was 
no great change. Even the cradle was 
like that cradle in which her own chil- 
dren had been rocked. She gazed and 
gazed, poor old Mother Bascom, and 
forgot the present as her early life came 
back in vivid memories. At last she 

turned away from the window with a 
sigh. 
The flowers that she had planted her- 
self had bloomed all summer in the gar- 
den ; there were still some ragged sailors 
and the snowberries and phlox and her 
favorite mallows, of which she picked 
herself a posy. "I'm glad the old place 
is so well took care of," she thought, 
gratefully. "An' they've new-silled the 
old barn I do declare, and battened the 
cracks to keep the dumb creaturs 
warm. 'Twas a sham-built barn any- 
ways, but 'twas the best I could do when 
the child'n needed something every 
handturn o' the day. It put me to some 
expense every year, tinkering of it up 
where the poor lumber warped and split. 
There I enjoyed tryin' to cope with 
things and gettin' the better of my dis- 
advantages ! The groun.d's too rich for 
me over there to Tobias's ; I don't want 
things too easy, for my part. I feel 
most as young as ever I did, and I ain't 
agoin' to play helpless, not for nobody. 
"I declare for't, I mean to come up 
here by an' by a spell an' stop with the 
young folks, an' give 'era a good lift 
with their work. I ain't needed all the 
time to Tobias's now, and they can hire 
help, while these can't. I've been favor- 
ing myself till I'm as soft as an old boss 
that's right out of pasture an' can't pull 
two wheels without wheezin'." 
There was a sense of companionship 
in the very weather. The bees were 
abroad as if it vere summer, and a flock 
of little birds came fluttering down 
close to Mrs. Bascom as she sat on the 
doorstep. She remembered the biscuit 
in her pocket and ate them with a hun- 
ger she had seldom known of late, but 
she threw the crumbs generously to her 
feathered neighbors. The soft air, the 
brilliant or fading colors of the vide 
landscape, the comfortable feeling of re- 
lationship to her surroundings all served 
to put good old Mercy into a most 
peaceful state. There vas only one 
thought that would not let her be quite 
happy. She could not get her sister-in- 
law Ruth Parlet out of her mind. And 
strangely enough the old grudge did 
not present itself with the usual power 
of aggravation; it was of their early 
friendship and Ruth's good fellowship 
that memolies would come. 
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"I declare for't, I wouldn't own up to 
the folks, but I should like to have a 
good visit with l.uth if so be that we 
could set aside the past," she said, res- 
olutely, at last. "I never thought I 
should come to it, but if she offered to 
make peace I wouldn't do nothin' to 
hinder it. Not to say but what I should 
have to free my mind on one or two 
points before we could start fair. I've 
waited forty year to make one remark 
I have in mind for l.uthy larlet. But 
there! we're gettin' to be old folks." 
]Iercy rebuked herself gravely. "I 
don't want to go off with hard feelins 
to nobody." Whether this was the ctfl- 
ruination of a long, slow process of rec- 
onciliation, or whether Mrs. Bascom's 
placid satisfaction helped to hasten it 
by many stages, nobody could say. As 
she sat there she thought of many 
things ; her life spread itself out like a 
picture; perhaps never before had she 
been able to detach herself from her im- 
mediate occupation in this way. She 
never had been aware of her own char- 
acter and exploits to such a degree, and 
the minutes sped by as she thought 
with deep interest along the course of 
her o=n history. There was nothing 
she was ashamed of to an uncomfortable 
degree but the long animosity between 
herself and the children's aunt. How 
harsh she had been sometimes; she had 
even tried to prejudice everybody who 
listened to these tales of an offender. "I 
war'n't more'n half right, now I come to 
look myself full in the face," said llercy 
:Bascom, " and I never owned it till this 
day." 
The sun was already past noon, and 
the good woman dutifully rose and with 
instant consciousness of resource glanced 
in at the kitchen window to tell the time 
by a familiar mark on the floor. "I 
needn't start just yet," she muttered. 
"' Oh my ! how I do wish I could git in 
and poke round into every corner! 
'Twould make this day just perfect. 
"There now !" she continued, "p'raps 
they leave the key just where our folks 
used to." And in another minute the 
ley lay in Mercy's worn old hand. She 
gave a shrewd look along the road, 
opened the door, which creaked what 
may have been a hearty welcome, and 
stood inside the dear old kitchen. She 

had not been in the house alone since 
she left it, but now she was nobody's 
guest. It was like some shell-fish find- 
ing its own old shell again and settling 
comfortably into the convolutions. Even 
we must not follow Mother Bascom 
about from the dark cellar to the hot 
little attic. She was not curious about 
the Browns' worldly goods ; indeed she 
was nearly unconscious of anything but 
the comfort of going up and down the 
short flight of stairs and looking out of 
the windows with nobody to watch. 
"There's the place where Tobias 
scratched the door with a nail. Didn't 
I thrash him for it goodY" she said 
once, with a proud remembrance of the 
time when she was lawgiver and pro- 
prietor and he dependent. 
At length a creeping fear stole over 
her lest the family might retina. She 
stopped one moment to look back into the 
little bedroom. "How good I did use to 
sleep here," she said. "I worked as stout 
as I could the day through, and there 
wasn't no wakin' up by two o'clock in 
the morning, and smellin' for fire and 
harkin' for thieves like I have to nowa- 
days." 

Mercy stepped away down the long 
sloping field like a young woman. It 
was a long walk back to Tobias's, even if 
one followed the footpaths across coun- 
try. She was heavy-footed, but she was 
still light-hearted when she came safely 
in at the gate of the Bassett place. 
"rye done extra for me," she said as she 
put away her old shawl and bonnet; 
"but I'm goin' to git the best supper 
Tobias's folks have eat for a year." And 
so she did. 
"I've be'n over to the old place this 
day," she announced bravely to her son, 
who had finished his work and his sup- 
per and was now tipped back in his 
wooden arm-chair against the wall. 
"You ain't, mother !" responded To- 
bias. "Next fall, then, I won't take no 
for an answer but what you'll go to the 
fair and see what's goin'. You ain't 
footed it way over there ?" 
Mother Bascom nodded. "I have," 
she answered solemnly, a minute later, 
as if the nod were not enough. "T'bias, 
son," she added, lowering her voice, 
"I ain't one to give in my fights, but I 
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was thinkin' it all over about y'r Aunt 
Ruth Parlet. " 
"Now if that ain't curi's !" exclaimed 
Tobias, bringing his chair down hastily 
upon all four legs. "I didn't know just 
how you'd take it, mother, but I see Aunt 
Ruth to-day to the fair, and she made 
everything o' me and wanted to know how 
you was, and she got me off from the rest, 
an's ays she : ' I declare I should like to 
see your rearm again. I wonder if she 
won't agree to let bygones be bygones.'" 
"My skes !" said Mercy, who was 
st.rtled by this news. "'Tis the hand 
o' lrovidence ! How did she look, son .9" 
"A sight older 'n you do, but kind of 
ntural too. One o' her sons' wives that 
she's made her home with, has led her a 
dance, folks say." 
"loor old creatur! we'll have her 
over here if your folks don't find fault. 
I've had her in my mind- " 
Tobias's folks, in the shape of his wife 
and little Johnny, appeared from the 
outer kitchen. "I haven't had such a 
supper I don't know when," repeated 
the younger woman for at least the fifth 
time. "You must have been busy all 
day, Mother Bascom." 

But Mother Bascom and Tobi, 
looked at each other and laughed. 
"I ain't had such a good time I don't 
know when, but my feet are all of a fid- 
get and I've got to git to bed now. I've 
be'n runnin' away since you've be'n gone, 
Ann !" said the pleased old soul, and then 
went away, still lughing, to her own 
room. She was strangely excited and 
satisfied, as if she had at last paid a 
long-standing debt. She could trudge 
across pastures as well as anybody, and 
the wearing old grudge was done with. 
Mercy hardly noticed how her finge 
trembled as they unhooked the old gray 
gown. The odor of sweet fern shook 
out fresh and strong as she smoothed 
and laid it carefully over a chair. There 
was a little rent in the skirt, but she 
would mend it by daylight. 
The great harvest moon was shining 
high in the sky, and she needed no other. 
light in the bedroom. "I've be'n a smart 
woman to work in my day and I've airnt 
a little pleasurin," said Mother Bascom 
sleepily to herself. "lore Ruthy ! so 
she looks old, does she .9 I'm goin' to 
tell her right out, 'twas I that spoke 
first to Tobias." 

THE IMMORTAL WORD. 

By Helen Gray Cone. 

OsE soiled and shamed and foiled in this world's fight, 
Deserter from the host of God, that here 
Still darkly struggles,--waked from death in fear, 
Ancl strove to screen his forehead from the white 
And blinding glol T of the awftt. Light, 
The revelation and reproach austere. 
Then with strong hand outstretched a Shape drew near, 
Bright-brewed, majestic, armored like a knight. 

"Great Angel, servant of the Highest, why 
Stoop'st thou to me.9" although his lips were mute, 
His eyes inquired. The Shining One replied: 
"Thy Book, thy birth, life of thy life mn I, 
Son of thy soul, thy youth's forgotten fruit. 
We two go up to judgment side by side." 



FIRST HARVESTS. 

By F. J. Stimson. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

KITTY FARNUM TAKES THE PRIZE. 

OHN HAVILAND 
was in town that sum- 
mer. lV[ any things 
kept him there; he 
had his own busi- 
ness, and he had his 
schools, and,he had 
his workmen s clubs. 
And just now he had, more than all, the 
new young men's club he was founding 
on the Bowery. He would usually dine 
at his own club ; and there the men he 
most commonly met were Derwent and 
Lucie Gower. There seemed to be a 
certain bond of sympathy between these 
men. Gower also was kept in town by 
his business ; for Gower had his duties in 
life, and performed them punctiliously, 
too. Derwenttwell, Derwent was kept 
there by much the same reasons that 
kept John at home. Furthermore, these 
men, not being pleasure-seekers, were 
all three unhappy--for the moment, 
only, let us hope. 
Haviland lived most of the time on 
his little sloop, which he kept moored 
at Bay Ridge, and he took little cruises 
in her when the wind served. Derwent 
was apt to be with him on these;he 
was an enthusiast in everything, and 
just now was much interested in John's 
work in New York. Then there was 
politics ; the primaries were already be- 
ginning, and John was at work over 
these; a most fascinating subject for 
Derwent, who was fond of saying that 
the most noticeable industries in all 
"property-democracies" had been plied 
by those who made a trade of patriot- 
ism ; but John was not a trader. It was 
Derwent who called ours an age of coal ; 
but machine civilization was his favor- 
ite term for the nineteenth century, 
and just now his notion was that prop- 
erty was the pasturage that gave life to 
the monster that he fought. 
Certainly, it had been an evil year for 

those who thought and hoped. That 
showed itself even in the primaries, 
where now the local leaders found it 
hard to keep their rank and file content. 
Still less could John get on, with his 
abstract talk of pure government and 
simple laws. Sovereign voters were 
showing a strange tendency to go in di- 
rectly for abstract benefits, or what they 
conceived to be such. Even city work- 
ers were discontented; and there was 
said to be much misery in the mining 
districts. The coal magnates--Tamms, 
Dural, and Remington--finding that 
that ichor of our civilization was grow- 
ing too plentiful, had laid their heads 
tegether and were "diminishing the 
output;" that is, they forbade that 
more than a certain number of tons 
should be mined per week. Thus did 
they not only cut off that draught of 
life from the general social fabric, but 
about one-third of the cupbearers there- 
of were thrown out of work. Upon 
this, many of the rest had struck. 
Their places in the mines had promptly 
been filled by other human energy in 
the shape of so many head of human 
beings, male and female, shipped from 
Poland; while the strikers and even 
some of the Poles, who had escaped and 
could read and write, were making 
troub:. But these themes are too 
hea D - for our slight pen; except such 
outcome of it as even all the world might 
see and Mrs. Flossie Gower might feel. 
And, if politics had thus all gone 
askew, John was just a shade discour- 
aged with his social work as well. Many 
a talk did he and Derwent have about 
it, lying becalmed off the sullen Jersey 
coast, smoking their midnight cigars 
beneath the sky. "They will come to 
the club fst enough," he would say, 
"and read a newspaper or two, and 
smoke a pipemwhen they have not mon- 
ey enough to pay for drinks at the bar- 
room. They will listen to what we tell 
them, politely enough. But what I find 
is the hardest thing to cope with is a 
sort of scoffing humor: as if we were all 
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muffs, and they knew it, and only put 
up with it so long as it suited their con- 
venience." 
"A curious thing this jeering habit 
in your democracy," muttered Derwent. 
"They have caught the trick of Vol- 
taire's cynicism and turned it upwards. 
They are incredulous of excellence and 
of benevolence in high places--even of 
yours, old fellow, I am afraid,"he added. 
"I never could see how there could be 
class-hatred in America ; but class-hatred 
there certainly is." 
"I talk to these boys of books and 
pictures, and the joys of art, and the 
delights of nature; and I fear, if they 
do not cry'Oh, chestnuts' at me, or 
some other current slang, it is out of 
mere good-nature and because they like 
me. Their delight in nature is limited 
to the nearest base-ball field, the news- 
papers they take up are generally those 
printed on pink paper, and as for books 
mI doubt if many of them ever opened 
one, except he knew it was obscene." 
"All literature has had but two 
sources--religious hymns and merry 
stories," said Derwent, gravely. "These 
boys must naturally begin with that one 
which is left them." 
"But they are such finished positiv- 
ists ! As for fearing the Roman Church, 
it is but an old wives' tale to them." 
"How much did our friends at La 
Lisi&e care for this higher side of life ?" 
said Derwent. "It is true they substi- 
tuted wine for whiskey, and straight- 
limbed horses for bow-legged bull-pups, 
and steeple-chases for sparring, and 
French novels for the pink newspaper. 
I fancy our two sets of friends would 
understand one another, Tony Duval 
and Birmingham and your boys, much 
better than you do after all. As for 
Mr. Van Kull, he would be a hero with 
either lot, and Caryl Wemyss a muff." 
"There are plenty of rich people who 
are not like Mrs. Gower's set." 
"True, but they do not advertise 
themselves, they do not make a show, 
they do not 'lead society'--suggestive 
phrase. And probably you are the first 
rich man of that class whom your Bow- 
ery friends have ever seen. No wonder 
that they set you down for a mufti" 
"Of course a poor boy covets his 
neighbor's goods, if he sees that his 

goods are the only thing the neighbor 
values," sighed John. 
Thus did these two hold converse, 
and often Lucie Gower with them. 
Indeed Lucie Gower had got quite in- 
terested in John's plans, and if he did 
not feel that his personal assistance 
would be of much value, he helped John 
out with money, which was almost as 
much to the point. The simple fellow 
was not happy, and he did not quite 
know why ; surely his wife, the admired 
leader of all their world, was all that he 
desired ? At times he would seem on 
the point of confiding with John, and 
would turn his eyes to him with the 
troubled look of some not healthy ani- 
mal; a look, alas! which John saw no 
way to answer. 
But if John made little progress with 
his missionary work, James Starbuck 
made greatly more with his. The dis- 
content on the line of the Allegheny 
Central Railroad and in the coal mines 
was celainly spreading ; and Starbuck, 
in his capacity of travelling inspector, 
had much opportunity to see this and 
to work upon it. Now and then he 
would enter Haviland's club-room; he 
had had himself inscribed as a member 
thereof ; and each time it was noticeable 
that he would take many of the young 
men away to some secret meeting of his 
own. John at first had welcomed him 
as an all)- ; he was much better educated 
than most of the young men, and his 
influence was certainly for sobriety, at 
least. But of late he had begun to 
doubt. 
Meantime Tamms, the man who ruled 
the Allegheny Central, was continually 
at the office; for he was not without 
anxiety about all this. His clever man- 
oeuvres of the previous summer had had 
one result of doubtful benefit; it had 
left him saddled with all the Starbuck 
Oil Works stock, and nearly all the 
Allegheny Central. A time of extreme 
prosperity had been expected by him 
that year; he had just made one great 
monopoly of all the neighboring coal 
interests ; but the one thing even clever 
Tamms could not see and provide against 
was a general revolt among the men and 
women whose lives, as he thought, he 
had bought and paid for. Mrs. Tamms 
and the daughters had come back from 
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distance sits Derwent, pulling his tawny 
long moustache, his blue eyes fixed sim- 
ply on her, like a young child's. Here 
is Mamie Livingstone, prettier, some 
would say, than Gracie, with her name- 
less touch of style, and girlish distinc- 
tion ; she ripples and flashes like a sum- 
mer brook, as Charlie bends over her, 
so that the rosebud in his coat is just 
beneath her eyes, and he says something 
to her about it. 
But Mamie was not the only girl who 
gave trouble to her friends that autumn. 
In another street--the Fifty-Something- 
eth--sits the Beauty, Kitty Farnum, 
lounging back lazily in her chair, her 
perfect arms clasped behind her head, a 
sort of democratic Cleopatra, looking, 
with her silent idle scorn, at her mother, 
who is chiding her. Her mother is care- 
fully dressed, well-educated, worldly 
enough in all conscience sake ; and yet 
there is something about her, about her 
or about her voice, that makes the 
haughty beauty sicken with a conscious- 
ness of difference between them. Kitty 
has the pride of a coronet, if not the 
taste for on e. 
"I heard you positively discouraged 
him at Lenox." The mother is speaking 
of ord Birmingham; and the daughter 
is thinking that, when a girl, her mother 
must have been admired of "gentlemen 
friends" and have worn gold ornaments 
about her neck. For Kitty has that in- 
tense appreciation of small differences 
of social habit that a clever child inher- 
its when parents are acutely conscious 
of their lack of social position. If the 
factory and railroads and exchanges be 
the all-in-all of life, these things are tri- 
ties; but our economists who ignore 
them forget how much of life is left be- 
sides mere work, how great a part in life 
is played by self-esteem. Your baron 
of the middle ages scorned them, for he 
had his horse and battle-axe and coat- 
of-mail; and perhaps had you given 
these to his hind, the chm'l might have 
made as good a baron, and the baron 
would have been like any other soldier, 
in his eating and his thinking and his 
lying down. But to-day you put these 
two together, and they speak two words, 
and each knows--and much more their 
wives and daughters, that they "move in 
different spheres." But why then, in 
Yo. I.V.--21 

this democracy, does the one sphere, in 
successive stages as you ascend, hate, 
envy, imitate, and seek to enter the 
other .9 Mrs. Gower's set are false and 
foolish; but they are quite modest 
enough to recognize that they are no 
models for a people's imitation. Great- 
ness is thrust upon them. Jem Star- 
buck may hate them, and Jenny his sis- 
ter envy; but how long, think you, the 
Duvals, and now this Mrs. Farnum, 
have striven to be like them .9 Alas ! if 
they were better men, even, as our med- 
ieeval baron was the better man than 
his churl, the folly of the imitation 
would be gone. But amour-propre still 
rules humanity, although democracy ap- 
portion out its goods, and when amour- 
propre shall turn fl-om show of affluence 
to proof of excellence, we shall see great 
things. And love it may be yet that 
makes the world go round; but, alas! 
in so many marriages, one side loves the 
other and the other loves--itself. 
"It was reported even in the Herald, 
that it was to be a match," said Mrs. Far- 
num, plaintively. "And now, he has 
gone off on his yacht, and they will say 
that he has jilted you." 
"Mother, I will marry whom I like-- 
and when I like," said Kitty. 
"But tell me, my darling--you do not 
like anyone else?" said Mrs. Farnum, 
coaxingly. 
"My dear mother- " 
"I do wish you would say 'mamma,' 
and not insist on calling me mother." 
And she thought hastily over the men 
she knew her child had seen that sum- 
mer. "I hope it is not Van Kull--or 
that young Holyoke," she added, in in- 
creasing terror. 
Kitty turned her back and intimated 
so plainly a dismissal that the obedient 
mother felt constrained to go. 
"It is young ttolyoke," she thought, 
with a sigh that was meant to soften her 
obdurate daughter's heart. 
She poured her troubles in her tired 
husband's ear .that night: "Kate shall 
marry whom she likes," said that unim- 
aginative person. "I guess her half 
million will be worth any beggarly mar- 
quis of them all. You weren't a count- 
ess, when I married you." And Mrs. 
larnum had to cry in silence. 
Poor humanity ! How much trouble 
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do you give yourselves. As for Kitty 
Farnum, she had been asked in marriage 
by the Earl already; and had refused 
him twice. 

CHAPTER XXV. 

FLOSSIE ENJOYS HERSELF. 

'LOSSIE GOWER lay idly upon her couch ; 
it was her reception-day. She was wait- 
ing for the monotonous round of call- 
ers ; and, while she waited, she gave her- 
self to reminiscences. It was not usual 
for her to ply her memory so hard ; but 
to-day, thinking of her whole life, and 
planning her campaign to Russia, all the 
events of her career passed in review 
before her. Her dainty morning dress 
curled away from the throat, and rip- 
pled gracefully, in a cascade of laces, 
over to the ground ; simple and pure as 
any Endymion might clothe his dream 
in. The neck was white as ever; but 
the face had a wearied look the world 
had never seen, a pout of unheroic dis- 
content, like any other woman's who was 
old and out of humor. And yet our 
heroine was telling to herself her tri- 
umphs, like beads. 
She had early learned that she was 
rich, and thus had quickly found that 
riches were, alone, unsatisfying. No 
pedant moralist was more sm-e of this 
than she. But there they parted ; while 
the moralist might prate of other worlds, 
or the love of humanity, Flossie was a 
positivist. No unknown world should 
drag her, Saturn-like, from her chosen 
orbit, and bid her leave her balls, her 
troops of male admirers, for nunneries 
or the domestic fireside. Unknowables 
might be disregarded : she knewno other 
world than this; and as for the love of 
humanity, she sought it for herself. 
Of course we men do not understand 
the keen delight that Flossie took in 
swaying from his balance every man she 
met. We are not pleased when a pretty 
woman shows her sensibility to us. It 
may even rather shock us; we do not 
expect that sort of thing; moreover, if 
obvious to us, it is perhaps seen by 
others, and that cheapens the conquest. 
But it is a woman's carrire to work 
her will and worth through men. And 

what else is her whole training, her edu- 
cation, the lessons we read to her of his- 
tory? You may talk, and raise statues, 
in your female colleges, of Princess Idas 
and Corinnes; but it is Helen, Cleo- 
patra, Heloise, who have left their vom- 
an's mark upon the world; and they 
are women enough, yet, these Vassar 
girls, to know it. 
Still, it was some years before Flossie 
took her natural course and found in 
men's admiration her own highest re- 
ward. She had seen so much of men, 
her brother and his friends, in her early 
youth, that perhaps she had a little con- 
tempt for an animal so easily tamed, so 
soon domesticated. Whether she had 
yet found the king of the forest in her 
Boston Paris, we must leave to the 
reader. 
Perhaps the earlier battles and cam- 
paio-ns, the Italys and Marengos, were 
the best, after all. Yet they were so 
easy! Poor Lucie had been such easy 
prey, even to a Nantucket neophyte! 
And to conquer the world of New York 
scarce justified a Corsican lieutenant's 
triumph. To trample on the patrician 
matron, and dazzle the jewels from Cor- 
nelia herself, was hardly harder. Then 
she even, in her wealthy way, had tried 
to serve the Lord; but found that fruit- 
less, too. A fashionable ritual was all 
she had retained. 
Then she had led, and they had fol- 
lowed. Thorough ditch, thorough briar, 
from fad to folly. Was she not the high 
priestess of that circle debonair, known 
as well in Boston or in Philadelphia as 
in New York, as the "married women's 
set?" They pretended to be in love 
with one another's husbands, and they 
dazzled young girls ; and led their Pauls 
away from such Virginias as were "com- 
ing out." 
But all this was not the tithe of her 
triumph. Some had tumbled in the 
ditches, or been torn and spotted in the 
briars. Surely the glory of these was 
hers also ? She set the pace ; and some 
had failed, and some had fled, and some 
had forged, and some had fallen through. 
But she had always stayed at the head, 
indifferent, frivolous, successful. Then 
was she not a patroness of art and liter- 
ature ? She dabbled in politics, too, and 
went to Washington, and corrupted sire- 
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ple Congressmen, and made herself a 
model to their wives. 
Mrs. Gower was at home, this after- 
noon ; and she rose and swept her robes 
to the adjoining dressing-room for an- 
other gown ; in this one she was visible 
only to her maids, her maker, and her 
husband. It was five or ten minutes 
when she came back ; her pout was gone, 
and in its place a smflewher pas de 
fascination as it were. She graciously 
beamed upon the two young girls who 
had come to make their dinner-call up- 
on her, and was graciously pleased even 
to apologize for keeping them waiting. 
And their hearts were won by her at 
once--they were the very poor descend- 
ants of one of the very oldest pre-revo- 
lutionary families--and they talked en- 
thusiastically about her, going home, 
and wondered if it could really be true 
what the world said about her and that 
Mr. Wemyss from Boston. They were 
stylishly dressed and poor, and waiting 
to be married too. 
Then came in Mrs. James De Witt, 
n$e Dural, just made a matron and fresh 
from a wedding-journey which had 
proved somewhat slow to her ; Strephon 
and Chloe did not go on wedding jour- 
neys, I suppose ; it was Helen and Paris 
began the fashion. Then Mrs. Malgam 
came in ; and Flossie had her usual vel- 
vet battle with her dear enemy and 
rival friend. Mrs. Gower envied her her 
stupid youth, and silly red cheeks. Shall 
I go and leave the field with her ? she 
thought. But the field would be hers, 
anyhow, in a few years. 
Then there came in two prying ma- 
trons, of those whom Flossie had de- 
feated in the world's esteem, so many 
years ago. They had lived to see their 
fiats disregarded, and their reception- 
rooms depleted, and their daughters put 
out and their sons dazzled, all by this 
little Flossie Starbuck ; and they loved 
her accordingly. Would their hour of 
triumph never come again ? Flossie 
wondered why they came to-day ; they 
had not been to see her, save in the most 
symbolical of paste-board calls, since 
three months after her marriage. But 
they had never, since that first triumph- 
ant season, dared to question her divine 
right, by wit and beauty and style, to 
rule. Could it be that they really meant 

to bury the hatchet and surrender un- 
conditionally? Or did they scent, like 
envious ravens, her coming overthrow ? 
She was indifferently polite to them; 
but made little effort to conceal that she 
was bored. 
Dear me, will a man never come? 
Mrs. Gower rose, when they had gone, 
and pressed her feverish brow against 
the mirror. How marked the wrinkles 
were beneath the eyes! Men's voices 
were heard at last, and 'lossie turned 
her back to the window. It was only 
a silly fellow, an artist, whom Mrs. 
Gower had made, and who now presumed 
upon it ; and with him a dancing boy. 
The boy was nice enough at germans; 
and was at least a gentleman, but the 
other was only a swell, which even lossie 
Gower realized to be a different thing. 
Genius soars above birth, so Yah Smeer 
disowned his mother ; but he preferred 
to be known as a gentleman rather than 
as an artist, and only painted the por- 
traits of his rich fair friends carelessly, 
h la Congreve, and by way of flirtation, 
as it were. Moreover, he was a Jew. 
It was fun for ]?lossie to snub this 
man, and see his color change. Mrs. 
Wilton Hay had come in, the woman to 
whom Flossie had suspected Yah Smeer 
of transferring his incense. "I have been 
thinking for some time of setting up an 
establishment in England," said he to 
Mrs. Hay, who was going back. "My 
friend Lord Footlight is by way of hav- 
ing a sort of historical pageant in his 
theatre at his place in Surrey, and is 
very keen to have me come." To which 
Mrs. Hay made no reply, but Mrs. Gower 
did. "Do, Mr. Yah Smeer," she said; 
"I should think her native air would do 
your poor mother so much good." 
Yah Smeer tmed livid and ugly, but 
had to turn and smile to Kitty Farnum, 
who entered then, for Kitty was said to 
be that season's card. "Who was his 
mother?" whispered Mrs. Hay. "A 
Jewish ballet-girl," said Flossie in reply, 
and Yah Smeer knew she did, and had 
to leave her unavenged. But I know 
not what he said to Mrs. Hay, when those 
two left together. 
Mahlon Blewitt came in. lie repre- 
sented yet another period in Mrs. Gower's 
life, and she had been his Beatrice. 
But this Dante had been born in West- 
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ern Ohio, and she had taught him a pro- 
found disbelief in all divine comedies, 
the Inferno even with the rest. He had 
come from his father's vast wheat-fields 
and the infinite prairies to New York, 
fun of dreams of Shelley and of Chatter- 
ton ; and Mrs. Gower had taken him up. 
Then he had gone back from her to his 
dreams. But he had really fancied 
in love with her, and somehow her pres- 
ence had remained with him and made 
his dreams absurd. Now he was a man 
of fashion, and turned his white ties 
more carefully than the sonnets he still 
peddled in large quantities to all the 
magazines ; and he cynically talked 
about his country's decadence like any 
Caryl Wemyss, whom he chiefly envied, 
and of whose verses he wrote bitter re- 
views upon the sly. Had he really 
loved his clever patroness, the Inferno 
at least might have been left him to do ; 
but he knew now that he had not loved 
her--only his dreams had seemed a 
poorer thing since llossie Gower had 
shared them. The Polish minister came 
in; he knew his Flossie well and liked 
her much;he had seen women some- 
thing like her in continental com4s, but 
known none so bright, so good-natured, 
or half so free from danger. With him 
was young Harvey Washburn, a civil- 
service-refoner who had been sent to 
Congress to reform the world, and whom 
Von Hillersdorf was forming for it. Flos- 
sic would have liked to go to Washington, 
and have political power, and vulgarize 
that too ; but there the mighty middle 
class control, who did not understand 
her; by the time they do, perhaps, the 
myriads who make no play of life will 
have their say, and break her, with 
other butterflies. Poor Flossie! she 
does not amount to much, after all, in 
all America; and is angrily conscious 
of it. 
And now comes in our hero, Arthur 
Holyoke ; no one, even Von Hillersdorf, 
is more perfect a man of the world than 
he. Well he places his bow and smile, 
his outspoken compliment here, his 
whispered word of adoration there ; his 
coat is as well cut as Jimmy De Witt's, 
who has also come, some time later than 
his bride. But no one of these is earn- 
est, thinks Flossie, and is bored again, 
and glad when they all go, and Mr. Kil- 

lian Van Kull appears. Here at last is 
her peer, one who can understand her. 
Yan Kull is a frank libertine; and she 
likes him for it; he does not play with 
foils;he is a viveur, like the puissant 
Guy Livingstone who was the hero that 
her youth adored. Mamie Livingstone, 
by the way, has come in too, and gone 
out with Charlie Townley. Charlie has 
lately had to present to Flossie his part- 
net's lady, Mrs. Tamms, and her mar- 
riageable daughters ; and Mrs. Gower 
will have a new pleasure to-morrow, when 
she meets and cuts them, driving in the 
Park. 
Killian stays some time; there is a 
dark devil in his eye to-day, and Mrs. 
Gower thinks his pale face never looked 
so handsome. When Mr. Wemyss is an- 
nounced, he rises with a slight smile, 
and he too goes away. 
llrs. Gower is rude to Wemyss ; she 
throws herself upon a sofa, and has the 
migraine; he assumes his devotional 
manner and makes bold to take her 
hand. She draws it away impatiently. 
"Have you a headache?" says he. 
"I hoped you would let me go to drive 
with you." 
The carriage is ordered; the pony 
carriage that hits. Gower drives herself. 
He gets into it, and she after him and 
takes the reins. It is her whim to have 
no footman behind them ; and Caryl does 
not dare remonstrate, though he thinks 
of it. He supposes she is going to the 
Park ; but she turns down Thirty-fourth 
Street and drives toward the East liver. 
They come to the ferry ; and she sends 
Wemyss out to get the ticket. "Wher- 
ever are you going ?" says he, returning. 
"Why ? Do you think I am going 
to elope with you ?" She says it with a 
slight smile ; and he is silent. 
They come to the Long Island shore ; 
and she rattles up the hill and drives 
familiarly through some narrow, squalid 
streets, where the air is not pleasant to 
breathe and the dank entries of the close 
brick houses swarm with half naked 
children. 
Ahead of them now is the group of 
high chimneys and great tanks of rusty 
iron ; the scorching sky is a veil of brick- 
red smoke, chemical, unnatural in color. 
The stench of oil is almost overpower- 
ing; but Flossie drives rapidly into the 
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gate as if it were her own park avenue 
at La Lisire. 
"Why have you come in here .9" says 
Caryl Wemyss at last, looking, for the 
once, surprised, lIrs. Gower has dropped 
the reins, and seems suddenly listless. 
"It was my favorite playground when 
I was a girl," she answers, finally. "It 
was a whim of mine to see the place 
again. Perhaps you did not know that 
here we made our money ?" 
Wemyss struggles with some speech 
about his indifference to the birthplace 
of the rose he wears ; but Flossie is not 
hearing him ; her eyes wander over the 
arid, unsightly factory-yard, the blue 
pyramids of barrels, and up to the 
tramways high in the air, and the masts 
of the iron ships. 
"Come," she says ; "give the reins to 
that man there." 
Wemyss does as he is bid, and leaves 
the man with a silver dollar, wondering ; 
and, wondering no less himself, he fol- 
lows Flossie through the iron maze she 
seems to know so well. 
They go up the foul ladder to the 
summit of the great storage tank, 
Wemyss caring for his fine overcoat, 
and almost sickened with the heavy 
smell of the crude petroletun, while 
Flossie's delicate nostrils dilate as she 
breathes it in once more. She guides 
him to the "tail-house," where the first 
run of naphtha has just begun, mobile, 
metallic, with its evil shine. Flossie 
looks at it closely, and notes, with an 
adept's eye, the hour of the ln. A few 
hours more and it vi31 be standard, 
water-white, as she has made herself, 
but with gold, and not with fire. Then 
she takes him to the spraying-house 
where the tested oil lies lazily, girdled 
by the sun with brilliant rings, fair to 
look upon as any sylvan spring. 
Mrs. Gower was obstinately silent, go- 
ing home, while )Ir. Wemyss still won- 
dered. They dined together and went 
to the play ; and it was after midnight 
when he got to his rooms. 
He had his valet pull his boots off and 
bring his smoking-jacket ; and then, dis- 
missing him, began to cut the pages of 
the last French novel. 
"She is capable of anything," he said 
to himself, before he had read the first 
page of his book. 

"She is a devil," he added, under his 
breath, somewhat flattered, somewhat 
frightened, at the thought. 

CHAPTER XXVI. 

JEI STARBUCK AMUSES HIISF_J.,F. 

J'ES STARBUCK'S breach with his sis- 
ter had been a permanent one. He 
probably had as little affection in his 
nature as any man you could well find ; 
but what he had was centred in pretty 
Jenny, and he was both grieved and an- 
noyed by this. He said to himself that 
his love was given to his brethren, and 
his work the cause of labor; and cer- 
tainly he had no love for his master, the 
great double monopoly of a corporation 
that employed him, and his maker he 
deemed a cleverly contrived bogy of the 
rich. Perhaps it was more his hate of 
these than even love of his fellow-labor- 
ers that really ruled his actions ; he rec- 
ognized no difference among men but 
riches, and put on these the burden of 
all their miseries. 
One hot morning in the autumn he 
returned from his periodic jouley over 
the Allegheny Central Railroad. There 
had been trouble that week on the line 
of the road-; trouble with a strike among 
the coal miners, and Starbuck had had 
much ado to keep their own men in or- 
der. It was a Saturday and his work 
was over for the week. James was never 
idle from preference ; but he saw no work 
to which he could turn his hand that 
day. He visited the bar-room in the 
lower Bowery which formed his club, 
and found that even this was silent and 
deserted. One fellow only he met---a 
silly, drinking workman named Simpson 
--and he asked him to go to the races. 
"Everybody has gone," said he, "and 
I've got the tip on Ballet-girl." And 
James remembered that all the penny 
papers had been crammed for days with 
talk and bets and naming favorites for 
the great sweepstakes. He cared little 
for such things himself, and had a sort 
of contemptuous wonder at the interest 
they aroused among his acquaintance; 
but after some beer, to which Simpson 
insisted on treating him, they took theh" 
tickets by the railway, and paid their 



214 FIRST HARUESTS. 

dollars at the gate;dollars which, as 
Starbuck reflected, were more rare to 
Simpson than to him. 
The day had grown intensely hot ; not 
a breath was stirring on the track, and 
the air, ianpregnated with dust, seemed 
lifeless, overbreathed. But the grand 
stand was packed with humanity; poor 
people from his on neighborhood, din- 
gy men, fat mothers of families, gasping 
for breath, young men with their giris, 
in soiled white dresses and gay ribbons, 
many wearing the colors of their favorite 
jockey. He could see that they were 
all intensely eager about the race ; often 
they had even little betting-books, or 
cards upon which they marked the win- 
ners. James had never been at a race 
before, and was amazed at all the crowd, 
at the money they spent for this, at the 
amount of betting, at the interest they 
showed in all the horses. Above them, 
in the private boxes, was a similar 
crowd, but more finely dressed; Star- 
buck recognized some of the people he 
had seen driving in the 1)ark; for he 
was fond of frequenting such places and 
having the rich men's wives pointed out 
to him. There even was his employer, 
Mr. Tamms, and his wife and daugh- 
ters in crisp bright dresses, with snowy 
throats that made one cool to look at ; 
and there in the shade was Mrs. Gower, 
whom he also knew by sight. They, too, 
seemed to be betting; but with less ex- 
citement than the common people (as 
he said to himself) below. 
"Come to the paddock," said his 
friend; and they walked out there and 
saw the homes unclothed and the trial 
paces of the jockeys. "Isn't she a 
daisy?" said Simpson, pointing to a 
slender mare as Ballet-girl; and Star- 
buck looked at her. Just then her 
jockey dropped his whip, which Simpson 
obsequiously picked up and handed to 
him. If this numberless crowd were 
the working classes, they were little bet- 
ter than "their betters," said Starbuck 
to himself, grimly. 
The bell rang for the first race ; and 
Simpson hurried him back to the lawn. 
A false start, a cloud of dust, and they 
were off, amid the wild cries of the mul- 
titude. He watched the little knot of 
gay colors bobbing around the track. 
How little they meant to him, and how 

much to all the throng around him! 
Starbuck turned and watched the mass 
of people with all the cynicisln of a 
Caryl Wemyss. Close by him was a 
rather pretty, pale-faced girl; she was 
evidently very poor ; a black jersey was 
all she wore and a lilac-twigged cotton 
skirt; but she rose to her feet, and 
shouted and clapped her gloveless hands. 
Between the races nothing would do 
but they must have some more beer; 
and they went behind the grand stand 
where the pool-booths were, and men, 
and women too, were drinking it. At 
the booths was a great press of disrepu- 
table men, crying hoarsely and waving 
rolls of dingy bank-bills at the gam- 
blers. James saw that his friend had 
had too much to drink already; and he 
insisted on putting another "fiver" on 
his favorite. Above them in the stalls 
James could see the ladies drinking iced 
champagne and fanning themselves after 
the excitement of the race. He walked 
out upon the lawn again, where the 
well-dressed gentlemen were also mak- 
ing up their books ; and went along to 
the sacred place reserved for private 
carriages. Here they had hampers; 
and young men in fawn-colored coats 
were leaning over the shoulders of pretty 
young women, having flirtations with 
them, which he, perhaps, interpreted too 
simply. "Really," said one pretty face's 
owner, "this is more like Longchamps 
than I had supposed possible !" 
"We are improving, Mrs. hlalgam," 
said the man. "Hew York will no 
longer be provincial, one of these days. 
And it is getting like Longchamps in 
more respects than one,"he added. 
"Have you seen that pretty woman just 
ahead of us with the cream-colored 
ponies ?" 
"Dear me, how interesting !" cried 
the lady, levelling her opera-glasses in 
the direction indicated; and James 
Starbuck followed her look with his 
eyes, as he stood beside the carriage. 
"It seems just like being abroad to see 
such people ! She is handsome--and 
she's awfully well-dressed," added the 
lady, candidly. "I never can get my 
woman to cut a dress for me like that. 
Who is she, Mr. Van Kull ?" 
"You had better ask Mr. Townley," 
said the other. 
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"Ask Lucie Gower, you mean," said 
a gentleman who had not yet spoken. 
"You know very well that that is not 
true of poor Lucie," answered the first ; 
"and my cousin would not thank you." 
"Well, they call her Rose Marie, that's 
all I know," said the other, sulkily ; but 
James did not hear the end of the alter- 
cation, for he pressed forward among 
the drags and carriages to the person 
indicated. As he did so, one of he 
cream-colored ponies reared and turned, 
and was about to crowd him against a 
dog-cart that was standing next in the 
row. Starbuck grasped the bridle and 
gave its mouth a savage wrench. "So 
it's you, is it ?" said he, facing his sis- 
ter. 
Jenny gave a half-suppressed scream, 
as the pony still reared and plunged; 
and a gentleman who was beside her 
grasped the reins. "Who is it ?" said 
he. 
"I do not know," said Jenny, looking 
full at James. "Some drunken fellow, 
I suppose." 
Starbuck fulled away, dropping the 
pony's bridle. I-Ie walked back to the 
lawn, where he found Simpson, much 
the worse for liquor. The great race 
had been run, while Starbuck was not 
looking; and the favorite had lost. 
Simpson was quarrelsome and angry; 
and ended by begging James for the 
loan of a dollar, which he gave, and hur- 
ried back to the city. As he passed up 
Broadway, he looked curiously at the 
bulletin-boards before the newspaper- 
offices. A dense crowd was standing 
about each one; but Starbuck gathered 
the purport of the news from such mes- 
sages as were passed out from the cen- 
tre of the crowd. I-Ie stopped at his 
rooms but for a moment, to get a small 
hand-bag;then he took a cab to the 
Jersey City ferry ; here he boarded the 
lennsylvania train. 
Starbuck had a pass, and he rode 
in the parlor car; but his sleep was 
troubled, and his dreams seemed full of 
strange noise and glare. He woke up 
once and found a reason for the latter ; 
the train was running by a long row of 
flaming coke-furnaces, which lit the 
whole valley with a sullen red. The 
dawn broke as they rolled through a 
long tunnel, chokin with coal-gas, and 

came to Pittsburg. The forest of 
chimneys stood smokeless, now that a 
subtiler agent than the coal was found, 
and the ringing of bells was in the Sun- 
day morning air, which now lay clear 
above the city ; and the steep river hills 
were visible, and the red brick town, 
heaping up to its apex in the bold 
medimval castle that is its modern city 
hall. 
James had little cause to dally here; 
but noticed, in the hour or two he had 
to wait, an unusual, unquiet expression 
on the faces of the people who were 
swarming from the tenement doors into 
the street, like ants from some huge ant- 
hill. By mid-day he found a freight 
train that would take him to his desti- 
nation. His journey lay up a river val- 
ley, its sloping mountains clothed in 
reds and yellows of autumn woodland. 
For many miles eve'thing was silent 
with a Sunday stillness ; then the crests 
of the hills were lost, and the blue sky 
shaded into yellowish brown, at the 
touch of a few tull iron towers. These 
were pouring forth black cinders, as 
they had for seven years past ; for the 
iron smelter may never say, "it is good," 
and rest, upon the seventh day. James 
watched the carload of ore climbing up 
along the outside of the furnace, until 
the great tower's top was opened, as the 
tons of ore fell in; then the prisoned 
flame burst forth and the lower surface 
of the sulphurous brown cloud that 
filled the valley was dyed a vivid crim- 
son with the pouring flame. 
This river basin had been lovely once ; 
but now its soil was coal-dust, and the 
soft swelling of the hillsides, all up and 
down the stream, was spotted with huge 
red tanks, of rusting brick-red iron, 
large as ancient forts, the storage foun- 
tains of the pipe-lines. And the whole 
country bristled with the abandoned 
scaffoldings of old off-wells, like a scanty 
ftu: 
James talked with the brakeman and 
found that his accustomed engineer was 
disabled. Bill, he said, was a non- 
union man, and had been given many a 
hint; but he stuck it out and wouldn't 
join, and so they had deputed lTed 
O'Neal, the engineer of the local freight 
that ran just ahead, to chose the steepest 
down grade and "drop upon" Bill's time. 
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O'Neal had "dropped" accordingly, lag- 
ging behind under pretext that his en- 
gine would not fire, and finally getting 
his long train of fifty coal-cars just at 
the bottom of a curving trestle. Bill 
had gone into him and scattered the 
last dozen coal-cars, doing some injury 
to his locomotive; but his head was 
badly cut open, and his brakeman had 
broken his neck. Starbuck was too 
well used to the tyranny of laboring 
men to pay much attention to this ; and 
he asked about the riots. Yes, said the 
brakeman, he believed they had had 
quite a time at Steam City for several 
days past. A few men had been hurt, 
some of them Hungarians at the mines 
or such-like. But they had smashed up 
a terrible deal of rolling-stock. 
It was night when Starbuck reached 
Steam City. The streets were jammed 
with people, but the town was very still. 
Only, just in front of the station, was a 
piece of vacant land that might have 
contained two or three acres ; this was 
closely strewn with the wreck of cars, 
machinery, and engines; nothing but 
the trucks, wheels, and other iron work 
remaining, all twisted in a wild confu- 
sion of iron arms and limbs. 
He found that most of the people 
were going in but one direction, so he 
followed them. It was a strange coun- 
try; the soil was coal-dust, the very 
streams were still with off, and through 
every crevice in the earth poured the 
gas, flaring with wild fire that flamed 
there night nd day. The night was 
very dark; and at every street-corner 
waved these torches, never quenched, 
belching fire from the iron tubes stuck 
anywhere, carelessly, into the ground. 
A strange country, fitter place for north- 
ern runes than modern men; where 
Loki still lurks in the mountains and 
the smitten rock gives forth petroleum ; 
and, where the spear or pickaxe strike 
the earth, gush still the mythic rills of 
fire. 
The crowd went on, to a wild and 
open hillside above the town. Here 
perhaps a dozen lengths of pipe were 
flaring with the natural gas, glowing 
ruddfly and fitfully upon the upturned 
faces of some dozen thousand men; and, 
at the highest point, below a flaming 
well of the gas that had been but lately 

and rudely piped (for the volume of the 
fire still shot up straight some hundred 
feet or so, pillaring, like a groined roof, 
its canopy of smoke}, was a sort of ros- 
trum. From this a man was speaking ; 
but his words were hard to hear above 
the roaring of the burning well. Star- 
buck knew the man; he was a certain 
Moses Jablonawski, a Polish Jew. 
The man was pale and narrow-chested, 
with a reddish beard ; his strongest notes 
varied from a low hiss to a sort of thin 
shriek; this last he employed in cli- 
maxes, and managed barely to carry his 
words across the great multitude. But 
Starbuck knew well what he was saying; 
he preached simple anarchy, nihilism, 
resistance to any government or force, 
destruction of all industrial system, an- 
nihilation of all wealth and worka 
Starbuck had never, even in his secret 
meetings, gone wholly with the manl 
(openly, of course, he was a "boss" and 
on the side of the employers)--for se- 
cretly James had rather a greed for 
the wealth of others than a desire to do 
without the material things of civiliza- 
tion. But to-night there was some- 
thing in the cold, logical, merciless 
reasoning of the Pole that went with his 
mood. Why dally with the pitch at 
all? Undoubtedly, if they too got their 
part of this corruption, they would be 
just as bad. Destroy, destroy, was the 
burden of the orator's speech ; then ask 
what new thing there shall be, when all is 
gone. And if it be but suicide, society's 
suicide, better that than humanity in nis- 
ery. The slave must break his chains be- 
fore he ploughs and sows'. But the most 
part of the speech was a clever rousing 
of the passions, among his audience, of 
hate and envy. He brought their own 
woe home to them;and painted brill- 
iantly the pleasures of the idle remnant. 
And always came the refrain, Kill, kill, 
destroy, resist all oJfice and authority 
till mankind be as the beasts of the for- 
est once more, lawless, unrestrained; 
then may they build anew and better, 
freed from superstition of another world, 
from tainted lessons of the past of this, 
from silly lessons of a priest's self-sac- 
rifice, from fashions of a feudal aris- 
tocracy. He showed them that their 
government was but a tyranny more 
formidable, more insidious, than the 
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Czar's; that their rich masters were 
worse than kings; that commercial 
bourgeois (he used the word) were more 
blood-sucking than military dukes, and 
common schools and priests, policemen, 
laws and soldiers, their implements of 
selfish wrong. All these must go ; and 
labor, the primal curse, go with them 
too. 
He stopped; and the crowd mur- 
mured ; and another man got up. This 
speaker was tall and muscular, and his 
clear voice rang deeply to the farthest 
corners of the crowd. "Some of you 
know me," he said, "some of you have 
heard me speak before; and some Eng- 
lishmen among you have heard of me 
in England. My name is Lionel Der- 
went." There was a shout or two at 
this; but most of the crowd remained 
expectant. 
"You know why I have come ; I heard 
that there was trouble here and I came 
down to see what little thing I could do 
to help you. You must know me as the 
son of a working-man who has leisure, 
and who tries to see the truth for work- 
ingmen. You know, too, that I have no 
interest against you; every penny of 
property my father left I gave to the 
workingmen's schools in England ; and 
I support myself by writing for the pa- 
pers. 
"Now I must tell you that the man 
who spoke to you just now is wrong; 
and he is not only wrong, but he means 
to be wrong; in other words, he lies. 
He would have you behave like a child 
who has just been given a gold watch, 
and smash it because he does not know 
how to use it. You have all got your 
gold watches. You have got your roads 
and your mills and your schools and your 
votes. When he tell you to destroy the 
government, he tells you to undo what 
your hands have created. Bad as things 
may be, they are bad because you vot- 
ers are not wise enough ; but he would 
destroy all wisdom, do away with schools 
and votes, and then the first big general 
would be a czar over you again. 
"I say you are not wise enough. If 
things are wrong, whose fault is it ? It 
is you who make them. Do you tlst 
to the best men ? Do you try to see who 
is wise and what is excellent ? or do you 
give the power to him whom you justly 

hate--the rich monopolist, the selfish 
trader, who says he is a coarse, plain 
man like you, and then buys your sov- 
ereignty with the sweat of your own 
brows and a sop of the very mess of 
pottage you have sold your birthright 
for ? 
"If you care more for a glass of beer 
than your velfare, whose fault that self- 
ish men have found the beer comes 
cheaper than your family's comfort in 
their dividends ? 
"Your foreign friend who is no wise 
leader for American workmen, and if 
you chose him, you will chose wrong-- 
your foreign friend has told you to de- 
stroy. Suppose you tore up these rail- 
roads and wrecked these mills and fur- 
naces and flooded all the mines and 
burned the oil--you know what farmers' 
wages are; would you be better off? 
And if you all went out and wanted 
work in the fields, where would the 
wages go to ? You say you would not 
want wages, but would take the land; 
very good, there is the land now: will 
any of you like to change your work and 
eaings for a freehold farmer's life ? 
' No, we want the mills and railroads, but 
we do not want the rich,' you say. And 
if we wiped away the rich, who would 
build your railroads ? Can you do it 
alone, and feed and pay yourselves ? 
But if the rich must do it, what shall 
be their reward ? They give you money 
mwhat will you pay them in ? Money, 
or money's worth, and human bodies, 
are the only values that the world has 
ever known. Will you pay them in 
your bodies, in your slavery ? If no, 
why, then, object that they have money ? 
"Because they have more than we, 
you say. Well, that may be mended. 
But if people are to use money to help 
you build your railroads, they must have 
the money to start with. 
"Because they have more money than 
we have, you say again. And now be 
honest. Will you promise me one thing : 
that you will try not to think the world 
all wrong until it has no justice ? They 
say there is no justice in the country of 
our friend here, and that is why he had 
to fly to us. If you can say there is no 
justice here ; when you can honestly say, 
'I have not got what I deserve 'mthen 
we will take it, though we wade through 
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seas of blood, and I go with you. But 
tell me honestly, now--do you think you 
want money so much as some of the rich .9 
Do you think it so needful to you .9 Do 
you think, each one of you, your know- 
how is so valuable ? Do you think, to- 
day, if you had a million apiece, you 
would use the money on the whole so 
well .9 You all know Coal-Oil Patsy-- 
he got five millions, and he kept a bad 
circus, and a bad hotel, and a bad base- 
ball nine, and bad women, and took to 
drinking himself blind and bribed him- 
self a seat in Congress, and killed his 
wife or broke her heart, and at last he 
lost his money, and now he gets a dollar 
and a quarter a day, when he is sober 
enough and he is worth no more--and 
what cent of his money ever did you any 
good .9 It is now all gone, and he built 
no single furnace, nor mill, nor railroad, 
nor worked a mine, nor gave any one of 
you a day's work while his money lasted. 
And one thing more: do you think you 
are better, or as fit to spend this money 
that your railroad or your coal mine 
makes--I do not mean, whether you 
may be so in a short time--but fairly 
now, as you stand, to-day, are you kind- 
er, wiser, nobler ; have you higher tastes, 
more learning, better knowledge of all 
the things that take money to buy .9 For 
remember, beer and beef and clothes 
and tobacco and rum are cheap enough 
--you know you get all of them you 
need to-day--it is fine learning, and 
clean manners, and great pictures, and 
new sciences, and poets, and high mu- 
sic, that come expensive. Even are you 
quite as good .9 Are yohr boys quite as 
well-bred and sober and respectful, and 
your little girls quite as generous and 
gentle,9 I do not say that all these 
things are so for ever--that you may 
not all become soNand believe me, the 
first young man or woman that comes 
along and says, ' Look here, I am fit to 
be a gentleman,' and the world does not 
admit him such ; the first old man who 
has knowledge to make and spend 
money, and has not got it--and I will 
let him say, like our friend here, 'Away 
with learning and effort and order and 
wisdom and their universal works, and 
let us burn and kill! for behold, I have 
not my deserts.'" 
The great mass of men had begun to 

hear Derwent speak with some atten- 
tion; but the crowd thinned rapidly. 
Probably the greater part of it did not 
understand English at all ; and toward 
the end several ttuns and Poles col- 
lected little groups about them and be- 
gan themselves to speak in the corners. 
But as the Englishman closed, James 
Starbuck took the place ; he was known 
to be one of the masters in sympathy 
with them, and the multitude pressed 
eagerly back. 
starbuck looked slowly around the 
great multitude; and you might have 
heard the murmur of a child, so silent 
was their expectation. Then he began ; 
and his words dropped hissing, one by 
one, like drops of molten iron falling 
into water. 
"What has this fine gentleman to do 
down here, with us rough workmen ,9" 
he began. "Do you think he would let 
one of you marry his sister,9" Star- 
buck tittered each word staccato, by 
itself ; and his frame seemed to quiver 
with malice; and he paused again, as 
if to recover his control. "I saw him 
riding, many times last winter, in a car- 
riage with footmen, with servants in liv- 
ery, and a lady wearing diamonds, whose 
dress would buy a house for you and 
me. She is a fashionable belle, in the 
newspapers, and they say she is no bet- 
ter than she should be ; but she would 
not touch our wives and daughters with 
the glove upon her hand. 
"This aristocral may have lost his 
money--as many of them do, by gam- 
bling, as well as poor old Coal-Oil Pat- 
symand he may have other ways of get- 
ting it, for all I know. Perhaps he was 
paid for his speech to-night. But are 
you such fiats as to think he really cares 
for the likes of tts ?" The crowd al- 
ready had begun to murmur angrily. 
"The rich are better than we, he has 
the cheek to tell you. Yes, their dresses 
are better, and their food is finer, and 
they have learned how to lie and swin- 
dle with a soft tongae. They drink 
champagne instead of beer, and bet big- 
ger money on their horses, and smoke ci- 
gars, and take their girls to ride in fine 
turnouts with a span of horses; but 
they don't mean honestly by their girls, 
and they turn them out upon the 
streets at last. And they don't have to 
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work in the dirt, and they can take a 
hot bath every day, and their wives and 
daughters can keep their bodies clean 
and their faces fair, and so they go to the 
theatre and show themselves in dresses 
you'd be ashamed to see your wife in. 
"But in all the rest, he's gassin' you. 
I think my girls could wear their dia- 
monds as well as them, and flirt and 
show their dresses ; and I could drive 
my span, and take my fancy drinks, and 
bribe the judges and the lawyers. Do 
you suppose if they couldn't steal from 
us, they could earn even so much as 
Coal-Oil Patsy ? And as for books and 
pictures, they leave all that to the long- 
haired fellers at the colleges ; they don't 
care a damn for art an' all that stuff 
any more 'n we do. 
"Do you suppose if any boy o' yourn 
studied to be a gentleman, and was as 
good, and as clever, and as gifted with 
the gab as our fine friend here, and 
went to him, he'd take him to his clubs 
and balls and parties ? He'd say, ' Your 
hands are coarse and rough, and you 
don't talk enough like a dude '---and 
what he'd really mean all the time 
would be, ' You ain't got money enough.' 
I tell you all this talk is guff, and it just 
comes down to the money. All we 
want is money, and they've got it. 
"Then he says we aren't smart 
enough. Of course we aren't smart 
enough. This world has been run for 
the smart fellers about long enough, 
and it's about time it was ln for the 
honest men. It's the rich fellers on 
top that are the smart ones, and we are 
the fools who let 'era make all the mon- 
ey. It's they who are the judges and 
make the laws and run the legislatures, 
and then they have the cheek to come 
to us and say, ' Oh lord, don't break the 
law!' And they bring you men over by 
the shipload, and give you seventy cents 
aday, and rent one room of their houses 
to your families at their own price, and 
herd your girls and boys together naked 
in the coal-mines, and then say, ' See how 
much cleaner we are! how much more 
virtuous we are!' And if you strike, 
you starve, and they know it ; and if in 
your despair you give a kick or two to 
their damned machinery, they cry like 
cowards as they are, ' Oh lord, that's my 
property--don't break the law !' And 

the law is theirs, too, not ours, nor God 
Almighty's whom they talk so much 
about. 
"I tell you, friends, you can never 
touch these people but through their 
pockets. The law's a fraud, and when 
they don't find it suit, they laugh at it. 
And they don't care a damn for you or 
your wives or children or your souls or 
your bodies or the lives of your boys or 
the virtue of your daughtersmbut only 
for what they can make out of you. 
And they talk about the freedom of the 
country, and the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, and ballots and that ; and all 
the time they ape their swell English 
friends and marry their girls off to rot- 
ten foreign princes and would have 
king here ifthey could--except that 
it's easier to throw the dust in our eyes 
under what they call a republic. 
"And now I say, don't you care 
damn for their laws, either. And if 
they hire their damned spies who are 
paid to shoot you down, you shoot them 
too. They won't care much for that; 
but then when you buta a big works, 
and blow up a mine or two, they'll see 
their money going and squeal fast 
enough. That's all I've got to say." 
Derwent had listened to his speech 
intently, none the less so that threaten- 
ing glances were cast at him from time 
to time. As he finished, a score or 
more of orators leaped to the plat- 
form; and many of them began to 
speak at once. Starbuck, having done 
his work, disappeared; the crowd was 
beginning to thin; the speakers spoke 
in Polish, Bohemian, Hungarian, Sicil- 
ian, each in the dialect of his own 
dience. Many were waving their hands 
violently and making threatening gest- 
ures in the direction of the city, which 
lurked, black and sullen, below them in 
the valley, shrouded in the thick smoke 
itself had made, bright-pointed here 
and there with many torches ; and now 
and again from the bowels of the thing 
would burst a blaze of white-hot metal, 
like the opening of the monster's fiery 
eye, ending in a wide red glare and 
hissing shower of sparks; and all was 
dark again. 
Hardly any men of the English race 
were by this time left upon the ground. 
De-ent noticed it, as he stood watch- 
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ing, in one corner of the throng; and 
thought how un-American a scene it 
was. At last the anarchist who had first 
begun stood up again, as if to close the 
meeting. This time his voice seemed 
stronger or more sibilant;his speech 
was but a string of curses, of tales of 
crime, full of a savage's lust of ruin. 
Let it end .t Let them suffer, too ; let 
them die, as we have died. If they mean 
to starve us now, let these mills and ma- 
chines, these tools of wrong, these mines, 
these gaols of wretchedness, let them all 
burn or blast--what care we--we who 
are to be burned or hanged ourselves? 
Let their towns be gutted, and their homes 
be razed and their factories be burned-- 
aye, let them burn, burn, burn, as this 
shall, burn, from now on, day and night, 
winter and summer, for all time ! 
And as the orator closed, with a group 
of men he threw himself upon the struct- 
ure of the piping of the flaming well. 
The wooden tower swayed and rocked 
and fell; and with a roar like the ocean 
the gas, freed from its casing, flooded 
the sky with its flare of fire. A great 
mass of pebbles and timbers rose with 
the first outburst, and fell flaming on 
the shouting crowd below; then, ig- 
niting close to the earth, and even be- 
low its surface, running rapidly around 
the rock, leaping and tossing in liquid 
tongues, the red rills seemed to spring 

from every crevice in the earth, until the 
place that had been the rostrum was 
sunken in a sea of flame. 
The 1)ole had kept his arm extended, 
as one who invokes a spell, until the 
shock of the explosion had gone by, and 
all the flaming timbers fell ; then, when 
the fire was steady, reddening the valley 
even to the distant mountain-tops, he 
swept his arm in a gesture not without 
some dignity toward the silent city. With 
a hoarse cry the multitude seemed to 
take his meaning ; and the sea of swarthy 
faces, red-sashed men and olive-cheeked 
women, with their motley dresses, and 
their odd diversity of foreign cries, swept 
downward to the city's rolling mills. 
Of all the crowd who spoke that night 
not one American except James Star- 
buck; of all the thoughts in those ten 
thousand heads, scarce one the fathers of 
the republic could have owned with hon- 
or ; of all these men indeed, not one who 
understood the principles which gave 
lfis country birth.--Derwent was reflect- 
ing. Where were the true Americans ? 
Where were the descendants of the 
colonies, and Virginia and old lew 
]Eng]and ? What had been Starbuck's 
training, that he talked like that ? 
But, you will remember, old uncle 
Samuel Wolcott had hanged himself, 
now long years since, to the rafter from 
the ba in his hillside homestead. 

SEAWARD. 
By Thomas P. Conant. 
TttE sight of ships, the rolling sea, 
The changing wind to sing for me; 
The moon-bound tide, a crimson west, 
Wherein the royal sun at rest 
Rides like a golden argosy 
With mastlike rays in cloud-sails dressed-- 
A voyager on an endless quest, 
Whose farewell fills with majesty 
The sight of ships. 
Like prisoner struggling to be free, 
Out of the mountain land I flee. 
Again I see the heaving breast 
Of ocean, where the petrel nest, 
And there across the sandy lea 
The sight of ships. 
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I hope he is, but I know he can swim 
magnificently, and they are teaching 
Julia and me to row. We should be 
perfectly happy if only you could colne. 
We hate to think of you in the hot city 
while we" etc., etc. 
Dick did come, when he could, to 
spend the Sundays, sometimes adding 
a Suturdv or 3Ionday, when the three 
men would go out in Sidney's boats and 
fish all day, coming back sunburned and 

to put Miss Georgie's shapely head upon 
it, and after that she sat quite regularly. 
Horner looked on and criticised. 
Julia suggested effects of costume and 
drapery. 
It was all very cosey and intimate. 

"Aow, I can paint a boat. She's 
as dainty as a shell. Who'd know her 
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" By and by Sidney, with some diffider, ce, set up his easel and begged permission to put M,ss Georgie's shapely 
head upon it." 

happy, whether they caught anything or 
not. 
Julia established a small table and an 
Unl upon the balcony and made coffee 
there in the SUlmner evenings, and Sid- 
hey and Horner testified their approval 
by coming over very regularly to drink 
ii. 
Georgie found them delightful com- 
pamons. She was bright and active, and 
could play tennis and handle a pair of 
oars to admiration. On hot mornings 
when a land breeze made these sports 
unattractive, the bMcony was still the 
coolest place, and the two men formed 
a habit of loitering there. 
There would be needlework and talk ; 
they even were not above reading aloud. 
By and by Sidney, with some diffidence, 
set up his easel and begged permission 

for the old tub we pried off the rocks 
yonder ?" 
A fresh breeze blew bsklv from the 
sea. The crisp waves ran before it, toss- 
ing their foamy crests. The wet rocks 
glistened; the water glanced and spar- 
kled; the radiant sunlight gave the air 
a metallic glitter like tiny points of dia- 
mond dust. White breakers chased 
each other on Agassiz's Point, and across 
the bay a few reefed sails were scudding 
with t'he swift-winged gulls. One felt 
the rush of the 'orld throngh space. 
Below the cottages wooden stairs led 
from ledge to ledge, down the steep 
sides of a basin-shaped cove 'here id- 
ney's various lfleasure craft were -ocking 
at their moorings. A tiny sloop was 
laid up on lis sh.eltered beach, and, 
paint-pot in hand, Horner wriggled out 
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.classmates, and although Sidney had 
since repaid this kindness many times, 
.their relative positions had never greatly 
altered. Homer was still the better man, 
in his own eyes and in those of his friend. 
Yet Skhaeywas rich and Homager poor. 
More than this, Sidney's family connec- 
tions opened to him literary and artistic 
circles--we will not call them rings-- 
that Hornet could scarcely have entered 
alone. His was asporadic genius spring- 
ing from meagre soil, and he might have 
struggled uselessly his life long, but for 
the lucky chance that united him to Sid- 
ney. Yet it was he who seemed to give. 
A certain obtuseness is often part of the 
endowment of rich and simple natures, 
and Hoaer's affection for Sidney had 
never quite lost the slight tinge of pat- 
ronage with which it started--an atti- 
tude easily made diculous, had it not 
been so unconscious and sincere. Its 
justification was his greater power, a fact, 
although it must be said that as yet he 
had not done very much to prove it. 
Sidney, working with method and pre- 
cision, unswayed by wayward impulses, 
quietly increased in artistic stature and 
in favor with critics and hanging-com- 
mittees. He was, in short, successful, 
and we all know that only the disap- 
pointed care to sift too carefully the 
causes of success. Homer, at times, 
came perilously near this latter class. 
He made his daily bread with condi- 
ments-by illustrations for various peri- 
odicals, but although this is honorable 
employment, it failed to satisfy him. His 
ambitions were vast and vague, and filled 
him with their restlessness. He was for- 
ever planning largely and working furi- 
ously, until he dropped exhausted and 
was obliged to lie by and gather strength 
for another onset. 
One of these forced recruiting seasons 
was upon him now, and he was defend- 
ing himself against its depression as best 
he could, fretting secretly at his idleness, 
but rowing, fishing, and swimming as if 
such pastimes were the end and aim of 
his being. He walked all over the island 
and sailed all over the bay, and finally 
wreaked his reviving energies upon an 
old boat that he found stranded on the 
rocks. Having repaired her, he painted 
her, and regarded his work with much 
satisfaction, as we have seen. 
Vow. IV.--23 

As, less contentedly, he watched Sid- 
ney's nimble fingers, a riotous gust struck 
him and whirled his cap from his head. 
When he caught and replaced it, his eyes 
travelled round the little harbor with its 
boats. 
"Vhere's the skiff?" he asked, ab- 
ruptly. 
"Miss Kimball has it," Sidney an- 
swered, without looking up from his 
work. 
"Why didn't you make Bates take a 
heavier boat such a day ? By the way, 
Bates went, I hope, and not Frank." 
"I---why, really, I don't know." Sid- 
ney put down his brushes and looked 
troubled. "I meant to go with her my- 
self, but she got off before we were down. 
But I suppose so. She would not want 
a boy with the sea like this." 
"Heaven knows what she'd want; I 
don't," Homer muttered, half under his 
breath. "Whatever it is, it's likely to 
be more than I can fathom. But I know 
what I want--that she should not pass 
the Point in a cockle-shell to-day." 
Sidney looked gravely at the racing 
breakers, then resumed his painting, as 
with an effort, saying only: 
"I think we may trust Bates." 
Horner sat idly gazing at the Georgi- 
ana, whistling softly to himself, -hen a 
cry from Sidney startled him. 
"By Jove ! It can't be." 
"What--where ?" 
"Look there !" 
"Good-- !" 
A little skiff, wave-tossed, was slowly 
rounding the Point, and in it, toiling in 
rowing, sat Georgie, alone. Her hat 
was bloom back and lay upon her shoul- 
ders ; a strand of her loosened hair curled 
over it ; and her veil and fluttering ends 
of ribbon whipped about her head. They 
were picturesque, but made her look as 
if she were flying signals of distress. 
Both men sprang up and ran down 
to the shore--one had tmed white. 
They could see that she looked often 
over her shoulder, as if anxious, and, al- 
though she pulled stoutly, she was evi- 
dently tired. The skiffmade little prog- 
ress; the oars scarce held the water; 
the white-caps danced about her mock- 
ingly, and the two men watched her in a 
tense silence. Hoer had even started 
back to get another boat when Georgie, 
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barely clearing the outlying rocks, 
ttumed sharp round under the temporary 
shelter of a big Dumpling and headed 
directly for the shore. The wind was 
now at her back, and the little boat, 
borne by an incoming wave, sped to 
land. They could see her trying to guide 
it to the cove, and she showed both skill 
and courage, but it was quickly beyond 
her control. 
As it rushed up, Sidney and tIorner 
splashed into the water and caught the 
prow. Georgie shipped her oars quickly, 
a curling sea broke over them all, nearly 
swee_jDing the men from their feet, filling 
the boat with water, and flinging them 
all forward, breathless from the shock, 
upon the beach. Georgie clung desper- 
ately to her seat ; I-Ioer, struggling for 
a foothold, lifted the skiff by main force 
and ran it out of reach of the pursuing 
waves. " As the last one broke ineffectu- 
ally behind them, Sidney held out his 
hand to Georgie, who rose with an affec- 
tation of ease and a panting attemlt to 
laugh. 
She shook out her drenched skirt, 
tossed the hair from her forehead, 
looked brightly up a moment to chal- 
lenge criticism, but then leaned back 
against the boat unable to conceal her 
exhaustion. 
She was very pretty. The graceful 
outlines of her figure, showing here and 
there through the folds of her wet and 
clinging garments, and the soft color of 
her charming face were well set off 
against the tilted skiff and a background 
of blue sea. 
But if the color-loving eyes that saw 
her took involuntary note of these har- 
monies, it was in no tone of admiration 
that I-Iorner began, excitedly- 
"Of all the crazy things I ever heard 
of, this exceeds. I did not think even 
you could be guilty of such folly." 
"Oh--thank you," Georgie struggled 
to say lightly. "How nice to exceed 
the expectations of one's friends!" 
"You never should have done it. 
Vhere was Bates ? Or Frank ?" 
"I do not know. Busy, no doubt." 
"You mean to say you have been all the 
way to the Landing--alone--in that shell 
---in this gale ? And back ? Why didn't 
you send for me ? Great Powers of Heav- 
en! It makes me cold to think of it." 

I-Ie seemed so. I-Ie was pale, almost 
as breathless as she, looking at her with 
a curious mixture of anger and en- 
treaty. 
She retraced the look with a hint of 
defiance, as if his tone incensed her. 
"Why did you do it ? What made 
you? Promise me never to do such 
thing again." 
"You make too much of it," Georgie 
answered, very quickly. "lonsense. 
went because I liked. It was--exhil- 
arating. Good-bye." 
She tmed lightly off. Sidney, who 
had been busy about the boat and silent, 
now came forward and, still silent, 
offered his arm to lead her up the stair- 
way. She shook her head--perhaps be- 
cause she could, not speak--and sprang 
up the steps; then turned and laugh- 
ing]y waved her hand back to them--a 
bit of bravado that did no good, for it 
only showed how white she had become, 
and neither of the men smiled. 
Sidney presently gathered up his 
sketching paraphernalia and prepared 
to leave the cove. "Are you coming ?" 
he asked, as I-Iorner made no motion to 
follow. 
"I'm going for a stroll," I-Ioler strove 
to say, indifferently. "The day is too 
fine for the house." 
"I am going to get into something 
dr)'," said Sidney, in an odd tone. " 
advise you to do the same." 
"I'm not wet," said Homer, impa- 
tiently. "At least--" for he was soaked 
--"I don't care. I'm not going in just 
nOW." 
Georgie's smile died away long before 
she reached the top of the bluff, and she 
was very glad to sink down under the 
lee of the cottage walls, where Julia was 
watching the children at play. lIrs. 
Kimball had thriftily tied the children's 
hats over their little ears for safety from 
the romping wind, but of what other 
mischief that wind might be doing she 
was happily ignorant. Happily too, as 
Julia's own beach h.at limited her field 
of vision like a tunnel, Georgie could 
keep her bare head and dripping dress 
out of focus and recover breath un- 
molested. Vhen Julia remarked that 
she had not seen either of theft- neigh- 
bors that moing, Georgie refrained 
from answering that she had, but then, 
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woman-like, nearly betrayed herself by 
breaking out, petulantly, "I should 
think you'd be glad of it. We see 
enough of them, I'm sure. And Mr. 
Horner is a perfect bear." 
"Oh, if you compare him to Mr. Sid- 
ney-" said Julia, laughing at this un- 
grateful burst. "What can you expect .9 
But he is very polite. Fie has even 
named his boat for you." 
"For me,9" retorted the girl, indig- 
nantly. "You know better, Julia. At 
least you -know that my name is not 
Georgiana." 

III. 

A sLwP sea with a few idle sails upon 
it. Hazy distances melting into a sky 
full of hot sunshine. Subdued mur- 
murs from the beach, where lazy waves 
lapped gently in and went out again 
with a low swish, like a sigh. 
Such are the changes of the seaside. 
Who would take that calm expanse for 
the boisterous main,9 Or that sedate 
and white-robed maiden for the rash 
rower of yesterday,9 Aphrodite, born 
of spray and landing from a sea-shell, is 
a convenient metaphor, but Georgie had 
probably resembled her less when really 
coming out of the raging deep, all wet 
flannel and blowing locks, than she did 
now when seated in a low wicker chair, 
safe and dry on the shaded balcony, 
with her soft, billowy draperies piled 
about her like foam. 
She was doing nothing--that is, she 
was gazing dreamily upon the dreamy 
sea and sitting for her portrait, that Sid- 
ney was industriously, and at the mo- 
ment silently, painting. 
Julia, who could seldom afford to do 
nothing, had taken her work-basket to 
the other end of the balcony, where she 
said there was more breeze. As there 
seemed to be none anywhere, it was 
clever of her to find this out, but possi- 
bly her cleverness had suggested other 
reasons for going there. At all events 
she fastened her attention upon her 
sewing, until Fiorner's restlessness di- 
verted it. 
He had come up after Sidnev's easel 
had been placed, and for a lit[le while 
lounged about, making comments, as 
was his wont. But he had soon grown 

abstracted, then silent, until he sudden- 
ly went over and joined Julia. There 
he sat upon the rail and swung his feet, 
looking off to sea, making an aimless 
remark or two, or letting Julia's lively 
talk ripple over him unregarded, until 
she said he made her nervous and asked 
him why he did not read to her. The 
book they had begun was on the library 
table; would he get it .9 How nice! 
Fie went obediently, but he did not 
come back. 
All over the house the windows were 
.open, the shutters bowed, and the rooms 
m that cool twilight beloved of good 
housekeepers--if not artists--in rish 
summer. Coming from the outer glare, 
Fiorner's eyes were dazzled and he saw 
only what he brought with him--the 
image of a white dress projected upon 
a square of blue. 
Fie went mechanically to the table as 
directed, and being there forgot book-- 
Julia--himself--and all the world. Fie 
stood between two windows ; near to one 
was Sidney's easel, and through the half- 
closed blinds the low talk drifted' in. 
on " 
"I have s.omething to ask y , he 
heard, in Sidney's quiet voice. "Do you 
know--I am sure you do not--how 
much you frightened--a--us all yester- 
day? It still seems a miracle that you 
are here now. If you knew how cruel 
such rashness can be--" 
"It was foolish," Georgie answered, 
without a trace of resentment. "In 
fact, it was very wrong. I know I owe 
you an apology for the wetting I gave 
yOU." 
"No," he said, "not for that." 
"Well, for the fi'ight too," she as- 
sented, and Horner could tell that she 
smiled. "To tell the truth, I was fright- 
ened myself." 
"l)romise me never to do such a 
thi.g again." 
They were the same words that Her- 
her had used the day before, but with 
what a difference! He in .his excite- 
ment had slapped them at her rudely. 
He could see this himself now. Sid- 
ney's tone was deferential, soothing--it 
was more, it was maddeningly caressing. 
Would she suffer it .9 Would she not. 
assert her independence .9 
No. She was answe'ing with the ut- 
most meekness and docility. 



THE FATE OF THE GEORGIANA. "229 

ideal and letting that be in itself his 
success. 
Now he saw that this had been only 
his vanity. His ideal was worthless, or 
miles out of reach, and he a futile idiot, 
posing with fatuous conceit for Sidney's 
admiration. 
And Sidney, who beat him always, in 
every way, could very well afford to be 
condescending and helpful and mag- 
nanimous. 
"I will not have it so. It shall not 
be. I'll beat him yet," he cried aloud, 
wrestling with his anguish, and starting 
up to go--anywhere. 
A breeze was ruffling the water and 
the few sails were filling. Homer was 
too far under the cliff to see that a black 
cloud was rapidly rising in the west, 
but when he reached the cove and saw 
the Georgiana gently swaying on her 
line, a longing to escape took possession 
of him. 
On the land was bondage, intolerable 
humiliation and despair ; on the sea was 
freedom, at least, and air. He broke 
into a run and bounded down the float- 
ing dock to the sloop. 
"Vhat are you up to ?" called Sid- 
ney's voice from the shore. "You're 
not going out ?" 
Homer paid no attention, but hauled 
at the sail. Sidney now appeared, has- 
tening along the dock. 
"Can't you see the sky ?" he cried. 
"We're going to have the worst kind of 
a storm in half an hour." 
Homer still took no notice, but pulled 
the mainsail to "position with a vicious 
jerk and turned his attention to the jib. 
Sidney came alongside, and laid his hand 
on the mast. 
"Holer," he said, seriously, "be ra- 
tional. Look there, man. You can 
never do it." 
"Get out of my way," cried Horner, 
furiously. "D'ye think there's nothing 
I can do ? If I go to the devil, what's 
that to you ?" 
He seized the tiller and, obedient to 
his will, the Georgiana, with a graceful 
dip, began to glide from the dock. A 
strange look of comprehension, half in- 
credulous, half resentful, flashed over 
Sidney's face ; the next instant he leaped 
the widening streak of water and alighted 
in the boat. Turning his back to Homer 

he gazed seriously ahead, keeping his 
thoughts, whatever they might be, to 
himself. 
The dense cloud that had piled itself 
up in the west now rolled a long arm 
across the sun. From under its curled 
edges a sickly light fell, causing the 
caps of the rising waves to show lurid 
against the horizon. Each rock and 
headland, every house and tree, stood 
out in sharp relief ; the landscape looked 
ghastly and unnatural. All the little 
craft had scurried home in haste, but 
here and there a schooner lay under 
bare poles, her men working briskly to 
stow every rag of canvas. 
As the Georgiana emerged from the 
shelter of the cliff, the wind swooped 
down upon her, seizing and shaking her 
violently, but after a moment's shivering 
pause she tore on with her boom plough- 
ing the water. A fisherman running 
along the shore shouted to her. An- 
other, high on the rocks, made a trumpet 
of his hands, and when his words were 
whisked away by the wind, pointed ve- 
hemently to the sky. 
Homer noticed with savage joy that 
Sidney was quite pale and sat with eyes 
intent and tight lips. He himself seemed 
mad. The whistling wind, the dash 
through the waves, the straining sail 
and cordage, filled him with fierce de- 
light. But suddenly Sidney turned and 
looked him in the face, a long, silent 
look of questioning; then sprang up, 
whipped out his knife, and cut a rope. 
The mainsail fell and Hoer woke from 
his delirium, too late. 
The focus of the storm had reached 
them. A shrieking gust tore off the jib 
and whirling it away let them see it 
fluttering like a white bird far over the 
dark bay. The wet sail hung low ; the 
trembling Georgiana, careening, ship- 
ping sea after sea, yielded to another 
blast and went over. 
Homer had barely time to kick off his 
shoes when he flew out into space, and 
his thought as he struck the churning 
water was that Sidney could not swim. 
What happened next he never dis- 
tinctly remembered. He found himself, 
panting and bruised, hanng to the 
Georgiana with one hand and desper- 
ately clutching Sidney's coat with the 
other. 
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They scrambled up and laid hold of 
the centre-board. 

IV, 

THE bottom of a capsized boat, rolling 
and tossing on a stormy sea, is at best 
a slipper.)" perch. As he two men clung 
to it, Horner felt instinctively--for 
neither could speak--that Sidney's 
strength could not keep hiln there un- 
aided, and he threw his body forward as 
well as he could to support part of Sid- 
ney's weight and serve him as a bul- 
wark. This greatly increased the strain 
on his own arms, but he was strong. 
He had need to be. 
The rain fell in heavy sheets, beating 
them down and nearly drowning them. 
It beat down the waves too, somewhat, 
until at last, when almost exhausted 
between the tumultuous floods below 
and the pouring floods above, they felt 
themselves drifting into calmer water. 
They were under the lee of a sea-gi 
Dumpling, whose sombre bulk, indis- 
tinctly seen above them, broke the force 
of the storm. Some portion of the 
Georgiana's submerged rigging caught 
Ul)On the rocks below the surface, and 
here she stayed, rocking back and forth, 
perilously near the island cliff where 
she would dash her slight frame to 
pieces, but never quite reaching it, held 
by her chance moorings, whose strength 
none could gauge. 
As night came on, the rain ceased and 
the wind with it, but land, sea, and sky, 
were all alike of ink. Even the Dump- 
ling, at once their protector and their 
most dreaded enemy, was but a deeper 
black upon the blackness that sur- 
rounded them. The men breathed more 
easily, but dared not relax their hold, 
for without warning, out of the dark- 
ness, some huge breaker would every 
now and then roll over them. Homer 
had managed to get his companion's 
head upon his breast, and as Sidney 
rested so, Homer felt sure that it was 
because of inability to move. Probably 
the mast, or other part of the boat had 
dealt him a disabling blow as they up- 
set. 
Lying thus, through painful, speech- 
less hours, did Hornet feel that he held 

his fate in his arms, and ask himself 
why he spent his strength and lessened 
his chances of life for this man, the 
thought of whom, so short a time ago, 
had filled him with frenzy ? Who shall 
say? Men are both worse and better 
than they know. 
If he had acted with blind impulse 
when they were struggling in the water, 
he had ample time to think now. If he 
should let the next wave sweep them 
from the boat--he could swim. Or, if 
he simply opened his arms--they were 
cramped and stiff---what would happen ? 
Who could blame him? Who would 
know ? 
Once safe on land with Georgie, and 
Sidney and all his intolerable bene- 
factions at the bottom of the sea--Where 
is the man who is not sure a girl could 
readily be made to love him if only that 
other man were out of the way ? 
The surging of the waves about them 
and the echo from the rocks ; the sotmd 
of the storm-bell's faint and monotonous 
clang; the groaning of the tortured 
Georgiana as she seemed to swing 
through a fathomless abyss of night 
and darkness; and all the hundred, in- 
definite, dismal noises of the deep--it 
needs something more than these to 
drown the voice of the tempter in a 
man's ear. 
Horner's grasp had not loosened, but 
it tightened quickly as Sidney's voice 
broke weakly through these dreary 
cadences. 
"I don't know what keeps us here. 
If it is a rope, it will soon fray and th.en 
nothing can save us. Homer--you cn 
swim--make your way to the rock while. 
you can. Why should both die ?" 
It seemed a long time to Horner be- 
fore he nanaged to answer: 
"You can't swim." 
"I might make shift," Sidney an- 
swered; "I do swim a little. But I 
think this arm is broken, I cannot 
nlove it." 
Hornet heard himself reply: 
"While the rope holds, we'll stay." 
By and by the night grew lighter.. 
But as the sullen clouds parted and 
through narrow rifts a few stars threw 
long, broken reflections upon the heav- 
ing waves, they brought no cheer with 
them. They rather served to emphasize 
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the gloomy gulfs, the drear immensities 
of space, among which two men and a lit- 
tle boat were so incalculably insignificant. 
Homer was the first to speak again. 
"Sidney, we have been friends a long 
time." 
"Yes." Sidney was in pain and very 
tired. 
"You have laid me under many obli- 
gations," Horner went on, with growing 
steadiness. "I had no right to take 
them. I've been a fool. This upset is 
my fault, but you had no business to 
come. Tow answer me one question. 
Do you love her, or not ?" Sidney tried 
to lift his head from Homer's shoulder 
and sit up ; he tried to free himself from 
Hornet's supporting arm. Failing, he 
tmed his widely opened eyes up to the 
haggard face close above him, and said, 
simply : 
"If you let go of me, Homer, I shall 
drown." 
"I did not ask you that," said Her- 
net, sharply ; "I know it. And if that 
rope breaks we may both be dead in 
half an hour. Tow answer me. Do 
you love her, or not ?" 
"You know that too," said Sidney. 
"Does she love you ?" 
"I don't know." 
"Tell me the truth--in the face of 
death." 
"It is the truth. I do not know." 
He stopped, then said quite steadily: 
"I have thought--at times--she cared 
for you." 
"Oh, no." Horner's answer was a 
bitter laugh. He had forgotten for the 
moment where he was, and saw only 
Georgie's indignant face when he left 
her that afteloon. A rolling swell 
recalled him, and when it had passed 
Sidney spoke. 
"I did not know until I saw you in 
the boat that you cared. I suppose the 
thought had come to me, but-I turned 
from it. Then I knew. For a moment 
I hoped you would go out. That is why 
I came. I've done no good, but I 
couldn't stop you and--I dared not let 
you go alone. I want you to know that 
if I get back I mean to ask her to marry 
me." 
"If I thought you wouldn't," Horner 
cried, "I'd drown you now. 5Ianwshe 
loves you." 

It was evidently very hard for Sidney 
to speak at all. His voice grew feebler, 
but he went on with resolution. 
"I want you to know this, and I want 
you to know that if I won't take any de- 
cision but hers, I'll abide by that. -- 
if she doesn't care for me, I'll go away 
and give you a chance." 
"I've got no chance," said Horner. 
"You can't give it to me. I tell you 
she loves you,"---how he turned the 
knife in his own wound! "If I dis- 
trusted you--but I don't. I know you 
are true. And if I get to land, so help 
me God, you shall--for her. But if 
ever you change, if you're not good to 
her, I'll come back, I'll come back, if it's 
from the ends of the earth, and I'll kill 
you." 
Sidney made no reply. I-Iorner could 
not tell if he had heard. 
The clouds had broken, drawing off 
in shadowy masses as a pale yellow light 
stole upward in the east. Against its 
growing flush the cold waves rose and 
fell, and with them the boat and the 
two benumbed men. Gradually the 
grim face of the cliff softened until it 
shone with reflected glows of morning. 
Out of the darkest hour of his life, 
calm had come to Horner's breast. As 
Sidney's helple. head lay pillowed 
there, a something he could  t name, 
nor fully understand, filled his strug- 
gling, torn, exhausted soul with peace. 
He had seen the vision of a fair gar- 
den that he was not to enter; he had 
helped to push another in and to shut 
the gates upon himself. Yet the strife 
and turmoil of the night had dropped 
away. A dawn was breaking whose 
radiance he had never known before. 

" I IIEVER would ha' b'lieved it if I 
hadn't a seen it. The cloud then was 
a-comin' up like a racer. I lun along 
the rocks an' yelled, but I knowed they 
couldn' hear me." 
Two cowering women listened to the 
oracle and staSed, shivering, as each 
whip-lash of lightning, shaq)er than the 
last, cracked across the sky. 
They were in the cottage dining-room, 
where, through the immense window 
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that filled its whole sea-ward wall, they 
saw much more than the)-liked of the 
tempest's fury. 
Dick was looked for that evening, and 
Julia had sent in much anxiety for Bates, 
to conferupon the best means of getting 
him up from the Landing. The usual 
way, by boat, was quite impracticable, 
for even should the storm cease, the 
waves would run high until morning. 
Bates came, in evident excitement. 
His emotions were all so deeply sub- 
terranean and any hint of them upon 
the surface was so unusual, that Julia 
vaguely took the alarm, thinking only of 
her husband. But Georgie looked into 
the boatman's rugged face and cried, 
"What is it, Bates? What has hap- 
pened ?" 
Then they heard it in a burst of feel- 
ing. The Georgiana was out, the two 
men in her. The Lord only knew what 
vould come of it. 
Georgie's face grew suddenly as gray 
as the solid wall of rain that now shut 
out all the world save one rocky Dum- 
pling, where foam and spray were leap- 
rag. It was Julia who exclaimed : 
"But what will they do ? I-Iow dread- 
ful !" 
"I dunno what they will do. They 
ain't had time to make the breakwater. 
I've been a-sailin' Mr. Sidney for five 
years and more, an' I ain't never 
knowed him do no sech fool trick be- 
fore. An' that there Mr. Homer, he 
'peared useter the water. I give him 
credit for more sense. He kin sail a 
boat tolerbul, for a amatoor. But they 
can't ne'er a one of 'era rtm the Geor- 
giana--an old patched-up tlfing like she 
be--in this blow. She'll sink, sure's I 
say it." 
A clap of thunder covered the cry that 
Georgie uttered, but she started to the 
door with such unmistakable intention 
that Julia caught her arm. "You can't 
do anything, Georgie," she cried, aghast 
at the girl's face. "Don't be crazy." 
"Oh, Julia, howcan youholdme ? Let 
me go. I will go, I tell you! They will 
drown. I can save him. I can row." 
She pulled open the door, and the en- 
tering blast took awav her breath. She 
struggled with it vainly a moment, then 
dropped upon a chair. Bates shut the 
door and turned to Julia. 

"I kin take a boat an' go out an' row 
round. But it won't help them none 
for me to git spilt, an' there ain't no boat 
built could live while this racket lasts. 
No. They're either run in behind the 
fort, or gone up the bay, or--" he left 
the sentence uniinished for a suggestive 
moment, then added, "I'll see to gittin' 
Ir. Kimball with the wagon all right. 
An' I'll ask roun' at the Landin'---maybe 
they put in there. Don't you fret, Mis' 
Kimball." 
"There, Georgie," cried Julia, catching 
at straws, "it's all right. They are at 
the Landing. We are worrying for 
nothing." 
"Anyway we can't help 'em now," 
muttered Bates, as he walked away. "But 
they wasn't aheadin' that way when I 
see 'em." 
Georgie said nothing. She sank slow- 
ly upon her knees in the wide window 
and watched the sweeping gale. Julia 
felt herself growing hysterical. Why 
was the girl so moved ? 
The children and their early tea and 
bedtime created a diversion. Julia was 
glad to busy herself with them, and as 
the storm frightened them she sat up- 
stairs a long time, until they fell asleep. 
But when she went down Georgie 
still knelt where she had left her, her 
white dress gleaming in the darkness, 
her face framed in her hands against the 
pane, and her eyes straining into the 
black night, over the waste of tumbling 
waters dimly discerned below. 
It was an unspeakable relief to hear 
the sounds of Dick's arrival, but when 
she ran to let him in, the boom of surf 
upon the shore entered with him, so 
loud and angry that, although the wind 
had ceased, she trembled and was silent. 
Dick came in as if nothing had happened, 
but he looked amazed when he saw 
Georgie. She had risen and turned to 
him in mute appeal. He watched her 
furtively, but spoke with resolute cheer- 
fulness. Yes, Bates had told him. High 
old storm, wasn't it ? Poor little woman, 
scared almost to death ? No, they were 
not at the Landing ; why should they be ? 
They would go to Newport, of course, 
and get a good supper and be vastly 
amused to-morrow when they heard how 
frightened But Dick stopped there. 
The good fellow could not keep it up. 
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" Against its growing flush the cold waves rose and fell, and with them the boat and the two benumbed men." 

Bates had told him too much. He went 
up to Georgie and took her cold hands. 
"My dear little girl," he said, affec- 
tionately, "you are very much over- 
wrought. The storm has upset you--" 
But she shook her head. 
"No--no," she whispered. "You don't 
knov---" 
" What !" he said, gravely. "Do you 
care so much ?" 
"I love him, Dick," her white lips 
framed noiselessly; "I love him and 
he--" 
She hid her face, and Dick, drawing 
her to his shoulder, had no heart to ask 
more. He soothed her gently, though 
pel"plexed enough. By and by he found 
a chance to murmur aside to Julia, 
"Which ? " But Julia only looked at 
him reproachfully, and he was none the 
wiser. 
It was curious how, although they said 
over and over that the men were safe in 
Newport, at Fort Adams, up the bay; 
that there was no reason to be alarmed ; 
yet at the first hint of light they were 
down upon the beach with a dozen oth- 
ers, boatmen and fishermen, all anxious 
to give advice and have someone else 
VOL. IV.--24 

act on it. To take boats and go out and 
row up and down--what was the good ? 
Yet it seemed better to do that than to 
do nothing, and they waited only for 
more daylight before starting. Bates's 
years of selwice had made him really 
fond of Sidney, and he wandered anx- 
iously along the shore, scanning the wa- 
ter with practised eyes. Suddenly he 
turned and came tearing back. Dick 
ran to meet him. 
"What? Where?" he cried. But 
Bates would not stop to answer. 
"I dunno. I dunno. I'm goin' out. 
I want two strong fellers with me." 
Two were promptly ready, and Dick 
jumped in too, as the boat pushed off. 
What Bates had seen was the hull of 
the Georgianu pounding about behind a 
corner of the Dumpling, but he was not 
sure if there was anything on it, or 
not. 
The men had to skirt all around the 
jagged islet to avoid its fringe of rocks 
and breakers. It seened a long pull to 
them with its uncertainty, but longer to 
the two women who stood on shore and 
watched them slowly disappear. Long- 
est of all was the time before the boat 
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"I am glad to see you so much bet- 
ter, Mr. Sidney." 
For an instant Sidney felt as if he had 
received another blow. Then he braced 
himself, looked straight at her, and said, 
directly: 
"I came to ask you something. 
hope you know what it is. But first, I 
must say this: Homer saved my life. 
But for him I should have drowned." 
"Oh, what possessed you ?" cried the 
girl, her composure vanishing; "what 
made you go out in such a storm ?" 
Sidney looked down. 
"I thought I could help him, but I 
did not. I was made helpless myself. 
I-Ie held me on the boat. I told him if 
I came to land I should tell you." 
She did not ask him why, and when 
he noticed this he stopped. I-Ie felt 
that she was not thinking of him at all. 
And he was right. Homer's panting 
words upon the beach ; Itorner's face 
raised mutely to her window ; these, and 
that rough question, "Are you fooling 
him--and me?" had haunted Georgie's 
thoughts all day, and now a feeling of 
being forced to the wall and turning at 
bay swept over her. 
"I am to blame," she cried, abruptly. 
"It is my fault. If it had not been for 
me, he would not have gone out. But 
the time has come to speak the truth. 
He went away this morning. Why ?" 
Sidney looked at her without speak- 
ing. 
"Was it sudden business ?" she per- 
severed. 
Still looking at her, Sidney answered, 
"No." 
"Then why--why," she exclaimed, 
"why did he go when he knew--" 
Her resolution failed her, and with a 
scarlet blush she turned quickly off. 
At least Sidney knew. 
The light from the window touched 
her hair and all the soft curves and out- 
lines of her pretty figure. I-Ie could see 
her hands clasped tight against her 
breast, and without seeing could feel 
the tears that only her strong effort 
held from falling. Yet what he said 
was : 
"He did not know. He went because 
he did not know." 

His voice sounded low and even. It 
gave no hint of pain or passion. But 
suddenly, as if they had just leaped into 
sight, he saw every article in the room : 
each rug upon the floor, each picture 
on the walls, every commonplace chair 
and table, every defect, scratch, or dis- 
arrangement. As long as he lived he 
could recall every trivial detail. Then 
over all fell a mist in which Georgie's 
figure seemed to float away from him, 
and in a voice that seemed to himself 
strange and remote, he asked: 
"Shall I write to him to come back ?" 
and when she did not answer, he added, 
"to you ?" 
Then Georgie said, very low, but ah, 
how distinctly : 
"Yes," and he did not need to look 
at her to know that she was happy. 
This knowledge, that might have mad- 
dened some men, softened him. He 
went up to her and held out his hand, 
and though he was pale, he spoke stead- 
ily, like a man. 
"Will you say good-bye ? I may not 
see you again." 
"Oh!" cried the girl, turning quick- 
ly to remonstrate; but when she saw 
him, she stopped and hung her head. 
She seemed about to speak, but finally 
gave him her hand in silence. 
"I will write to him at once," he 
promised her. "Good-bye." 
I-Ie held her hand a moment, said 
again, "Good-bye," and when she could 
see, he was gone. 

ttorner had made up his mind that 
the city was unendurable and that if 
he spent another night in his hot and 
stifling rooms he should shoot himself. 
I-Ie resolved on a run into the country 
somewhere, and started for any train he 
could catch. 
At the street corner he met his post- 
man and took from him this note: 

" DEAR ---, I sail at noon on the 
Umbria. Let to-morrow find you in 
Conanicut. Bates has all necessary or- 
ders. 
"Yours, tI. S. 
"P.S. I go to study for a year or 
two in Rome." 
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HAT do you intend 
to do?'You will 
grant that I have 
a right to ask you 
that." 
"To do ? I shall 
do as I have always 
done--not so badly, 
as it seems to me." 
This colloquy took place in BIrs. Ber- 
rington's room, in the early morning 
hours, after Selina's return from the en- 
tertainment to which reference was last 
made. Her sister came home before her 
--she found herself incapable of "going 
on "when Selina quitted the house in 
Park Lane at which they had dined. 
Irs. Berrington had the night still be- 
fore her, and she stepped into her car- 
riage with her usual air of graceful resig- 
nation to a brilliant lot. She had taken 
the precaution, however, to provide her- 
self with a defence (against a little sis- 
ter bristling with righteousness,) in the 
person of Mrs. Collingwood, to whom she 
offered a lift, as they were bent upon 
the same business and Mr. Collingwood 
had a use of his own for his brougham. 
The Collingwoods were a happy pair 
who could discuss such a divergence be- 
fore their friends candidly, amicably, 
with a great many "My loves" and 
"Not for the worlds." Lionel Berring- 
ton disappeared after dinner, without 
holding any communication with his 
wife, and Laura expected to find that he 
had taken the carriage, to repay her in 
kind for her having driven off from 
Grosvenor Place without him. But it 
was not new to the girl that he really 
spared his wife more than she spared 
him; not so much perhaps because he 
wouldn't do the "nastiest" thing as be- 
cause he couldn't. Selina could always 
be nastier. There was ever a whimsi- 
cality in her actions; if two or three 
hours before it had been her fancy to 

keep a third person out of the carriage 
she had now her reasons for bringing 
such a person in. Laura knew that she 
would not only pretend, but would 
really believe, that her defence of her 
conduct on their way to dinner had been 
powerful and that he had won a brill- 
iant victory. What need, therefore, to 
thresh out further a subject that she 
had chopped into atoms ? Laura Wing, 
however, had needs of her own, and her 
remaining in the carriage when the foot- 
man next opened the door was intimate- 
ly connected with them. 
"I don't care to go in," she said to 
her sister. "If you will allow me to be 
driven home and send back the carriage 
for you, that's what I shall like best." 
Selina stared, and Laura knew what 
she would have said if she could have 
spoken her thought. "Oh, you are furi- 
ous that I haven't given you a chance 
to fly at me again, and you must take it 
out in sulks!" These were the ideas-- 
ideas of "fury "and sulks--into which 
Selina could translate feelings that 
sprung from the depths of one's con- 
science. Mrs. Collingwood protested-- 
she said it was a shame that Laura 
shouldn't go in and enjoy herself, when 
she looked so lovely. "Doesn't she 
look lovely ?" She appealed to B/_rs." 
Benington. "Bless us, what's the use 
of being pretty ? Now, if she had my 
face !" 
"I think she looks rather cross," said 
Selina, getting out with her friend and 
leaving her sister to her own inventions. 
Laura had a vision, as the carriage drove 
away again, of what her situation would 
have been (for her peace of mind,) if Se- 
lina and Lionel had been good, attached 
people like the Collingwoods, and at the 
same time of the singularity of a good 
woman being willing to accept favors 
from a person as to whose behavior she 
had the lights that must have come to 
the lady in question in regard to Se- 
lina. She accepted favors herself and she 
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only wanted to be good: that was op- 
pressively true ; but if she were not Se- 
lina's sister she wouldn't drive in her 
carlSage. That conviction was strong 
in the gh-1 as this vehicle conveyed her 
to Grosvenor llace ; but it was not in 
its nature consoling. The prevision of 
dis'ace was now so vivid to her that it 
seemed to her that if it had not already 
overtaken them she had only to thank 
the loose, mysterious, rather ignoble tol- 
erance of people like Mrs. Collingwood. 
There were plenty of that species, even 
among the good; perhaps indeed ex- 
posure and dishonor would begin only 
when the bad had got hold of the facts. 
Would the bad be most horrified and do 
most to spread the scandal? There 
were, in any event, plenty of them too. 
Laura sat up for her sister that night, 
with that nice question to help her to tor- 
ment herseH---whether if she were hard 
and merciless in judging Selina it would 
be with the bad, too, that she would asso- 
ciate herself. Was she all wrong, after 
all--was she cruel by being too rigid ? 
Was Mrs. Collingwood's attitude the 
right one, and ought she only to pro- 
pose to herself to "allow" more and 
more, and to allow ever, and to smooth 
things down by gentleness, by sympathy, 
by not looking at them too hard? It 
was not the first time that the just 
measure of things seemed to slip from 
her hands, as she became conscious of 
possible, or rather of very actual, differ- 
ences of standard and usage. On this 
occasion Geordie and Ferdy asserted 
themselves, by the mere force of lying 
asleep upstairs in their little cribs, as on 
the whole the proper measure. Laura 
went into the nursery to look at them 
when she came home---it was her habit 
almost any night---and yearned over 
them as mothers and maids do alike 
over the pillow of rosy childhood. They 
were an antidote to all casuistry;for 
Selina to forget them--that was the be- 
ginning and the end of shame. She came 
back to the library, where she should 
best hear the sound of her sister's re- 
turn ; the hours passed as she sat there, 
without brining round this event. 
Carriages came and went all night ; the 
soft shock of swift hoofs was on the 
wooden roadway long after the summer 
dawn peeped in--till it was merged in 

the rumble of the awakening day. Lio- 
nel had not come in when she returned, 
and he continued absent, to Laura's sat- 
isfaction ; for if she wanted not to miss 
Selina she had no desire at present 
to have to tell her brother-in-law why 
she was sitting up. She prayed Selina 
might arrive first : then she would have 
more time to think of something that 
harassed her particularly--the question 
of whether she ought to tell Lionel that 
she had seen her in a far-away corner of 
the town with Captain Crispin. Almost 
impossible as she found it now to feel 
any tenderness for her, she yet detested 
the idea of bearing witness against her ; 
notwithstanding which it appeared to 
her that she could make up her mind to 
do this if there were a chance of its 
preventing the last scandal--a catastro- 
phe to which she saw her sister rushing 
straight. That Selina was capable at a 
given moment of going off with her 
lover, and capable of it precisely because 
it was the greatest folly as well as the 
greatest wickedness--there was a voice 
of prophecy, of warning, to this effect 
in the silent, empty house. If repeating 
to Lionel what she had seen would con- 
tribute to prevent anything, or to stave 
off the danger, was it not her duty to 
denounce his wife, flesh and blood of 
her own as she was, to his further rep- 
robation ? This point was not intoler- 
ably difficult to determine, as she sat 
there waiting, only because even what 
was righteous in that reprobation could 
not present itself to her as fruitful or 
efficient. What could Lionel frustrate, 
after ll, and what intelligent or autho4- 
tative step was he capable of taking ? 
Mixed with all that now haunted her 
was her consciousness of what his own 
absence (at such an hour) represented 
in the way of the unedifying. He might 
be at some sporting club or he might 
be anywhere else; at any rate he was 
not where he ought to be at three o'clock 
in the morning. Such the husband 
such the wife, she said to herself ; and 
she felt that Selina would have a kind of 
advantage (which she grudged her,)if 
she should come in and say: "And 
where is he, please--where is he, the ex- 
alted being on whose behalf you have 
undertaken to preach so much better 
than he himself practises ?" 
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But still Selina didn't come inmeven 
to take that advantage ; yet in propor- 
tion as her waiting was useless did the 
girl find it impossible to go to bed. A 
new fear had seized her, the fear that 
she would ever come back at allmthat 
they were already ir the presence of the 
dreaded catastrophe. This made her 
so nervous thai she paced about the 
lower rooms, listening to every sound, 
roaming till she was tired. She knew 
it was absurd, the image of Selina tak- 
ing flight in a ball-dress; but she said 
to herself that she night very well have 
sent other clothes away, in advance, 
somewheremand at any rate, for herself, 
that was the fate she had to expect, if 
not that night then some other one 
soon, and it was all the same: to sit 
counting the hotu-s till a hope vas given 
up and a hideous certainty remained. 
She had fallen into such a state of appre- 
hension that when at last she heard a 
carriage stop at the door she was almost 
happy, in spite of her prevision of how 
disgusted her sister would be to find 
her. They met in the hall Laura went 
out when she heard the opening of the 
door. Selina stopped short when she 
saw her, but said nothingmon accomlt, 
apparently, of the presence of the sleepy 
footman. Then she moved straight to 
the stairs, where she paused again, ask- 
ing the footman if Mr. Berrington had 
come in. 
"Not yet, ma'am," the footman an- 
swered. 
"Ah !" said Mrs. Berrington, and as- 
cended the stairs. 
"I have sat up on purpose---I vant 
particularly to speak to you," Laura re- 
marked, following her. 
"Ah !" Selina repeated, still more 
dryly. She went fast, almost as if she 
wished to get to her room before her 
sister could overtake her. But the girl 
was close behind her, she passed into 
the room with her. Laura closed the 
door; then she told her that she had 
found it impossible to go to bed with- 
out asking her what she intended to do. 
"Your behavior is too monstrous !" 
Selina flashed out. "What on earth do 
you wish to make the sewants sup- 
pose ?" 
"Oh, the servants in this house ; as if 
one could put any idea into their heads 

that is not there already!" Laura 
thought. But she said nothing of this 
mshe only repeated her question: a-ware 
that she was exasperating to her sister 
but also aware that she couldn't be any- 
thing else. Mrs. Berrington, whose maid 
had gone to rest, began to divest her- 
self of some of her omaments, and it 
was not till after  moment, dtu-ing which 
she stood before the glass, that she made 
that answer about doing as she had al- 
ways done. To this Laura rejoined that 
she ought to put herself in her place 
enough to feel how important it was to 
her to know what was likely to hal)pen , 
so that she might take time by the fore- 
lock and think of her own situation. If 
anything should happen she would infi- 
nitely rather be out of it---be as far away 
as possible. Therefore she must take 
her measures. 
It was in the mirror that they looked 
at each otherin the strange, candle- 
lighted duplication of the scene that 
their eyes met. Selina drew the dia- 
monds out of her hair, and in this oc- 
cupation, for a ninute, she was silent. 
Presently she asked: "What are you 
talking about--what do you allude to 
as happening ?" 
"Why, it seems to me that there is 
nothing left for you but to go away with 
him. If there is a prospect of that in- 
sanity--" But here Laura stopped; 
something so unexpected was taking 
place in Selina's countenance---the move- 
ment that precedes a sudden gush of 
tears. Mrs. ]3errington dashed dowm 
the glittering pins she had detached 
from her tresses, and the next moment 
she had fltmg herself into an armchair 
and was weeping with a kind of fury. 
Laura didn't go to her; she made no 
motion to soothe or reassure her, she 
only stood and watched her tears and 
wondered what they signified. Somehow 
even the slight refreshment she felt at 
having affected her in that particular a.nd 
(as it had lately come to seem) improb- 
able way did not suggest to her that 
they were precious symptoms. Since 
she had come to disbelieve her word so 
completely there was nothing precious 
about Selina any more. But she con- 
tinued for some moments to clT passion- 
ately, and while this lasted Laura re- 
mained silent. At last, from the midst 
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of her sobs, Selina broke out, "Go 
away, go away--leave me alone !" 
"Of course I infuriate you," said the 
girl; "but how can I see you rush to 
your ruin--to that of all of us--with- 
out holding on to you and dragging you 
back ?" 
"Oh, you don't understand anything 
about anhing !" Selina wailed, with her 
beautiful hair tumbling all over her. 
"I certainly don't understand how 
you can give such a tremendous handle 
to Lionel." 
At the mention of her husband's name 
Selina always gave a bound, and she 
sprang up now, shaking back her dense 
braids. "I give him no handle, and you 
don't know what you are talking about! 
I know what I am doing and what be- 
comes me, and I don't care if I do. He 
is welcome to all the handles in the 
world, for all that he can do with them !" 
"In the name of common pity think 
of your children !" said Laura. 
-" Have I ever thought of anything 
else ? Have you sat up all night to have 
the pleasure of accusing me of cruelty ? 
Are there sweeter or more delightflfl 
children in the world, and isn't that a 
little my merit, pray ?" Selina went on 
sweeping away her tears. "Who has 
made them what they are, pray ?--is it 
their lovely father ? Perhaps you'll say 
it's you ! Certainly you have been nice 
to them, but you must remember that 
you only came here the other day. Isn't 
it only for them that I am trying to keep 
myself alive ?" 
This formula struck Laura Wing as 
grotesque, and she replied, with a laugh 
which betrayed too much her impres- 
sion, "Die for them--that would be 
better!" 
Her sister, at this, looked at her with 
an extraordinary cold gravity. "Don't 
interfere between me and my childre,n,; 
And for God s sake cease to harry me! 
Laura turned away: she said to her- 
self that, given that amount of imbe- 
cility, of course the worst would come. 
She felt sick and helpless, and, practi- 
cally, she had got the certitude she both 
wanted and dreaded. "I don't know 
what has become of your mind," she mur- 
mured ; and she went to the door. But 
before she reached it Selina had flung 
herself upon her in one of her strange 
VoL. IV.--o6 

but, as she felt, really not encouraging 
revulsions. Her arms were about her, 
she clung to her, she covered Laura with 
the tears that had again begun to flow. 
She besought her to save her, to stay 
with her, to help her against herself, 
against him, against Lionel, against 
everything--to forgive her also all the 
horrid things she had said to her. Mrs. 
Berrington melted, liquefied, and the 
room was deluged with her repentance, 
her desolation, her confession, her prom- 
ises, and the articles of apparel of which, 
in her streaming agitation, she succes- 
sively divested herself. Laura remained 
with her for an hour, and before they 
separated the culpable woman had fall- 
en a tremendous vow kneeling before 
her sister with her head in her lap-- 
never again, as long as she lived, to con- 
sent to see Captain Crispin or to ad- 
dress a word to him, spoken or written. 
The girl went terribly tired to bed. 
A month afterwards she lunched with 
L.ady Davenant, whom she had not seen 
since the day she took Mr. Wendover 
to call upon her. The old woman had 
found herself obliged to entertain a 
small company, and as she disliked set 
parties she sent Laura a request for 
sympathy and assistance. She had dis- 
encumbered herself, at the end of so 
many years, of the burden of hospitality ; 
but every now and then she invited peo- 
ple, in order to prove that she wasn't 
too old. Laura suspected her of choos- 
ing stupid ones on purpose to prove it 
better--to show that she could submit 
not only to the extraordinary but, what 
was much more difficult, to the usual. 
But when they had been properly fed she 
didn't detain them ; on this occasion, as 
the party broke up, Laura was the only 
person she asked to stay. She wished 
to know in the first place why she had 
not been to see her for so long, and in 
the second how that young man had 
behaved--the one she had brought that 
Sunday. Lady Davenant didn't remem- 
ber his name, though he had been so 
good-natured, as she said, since then, as 
to leave a card. If he had behaved 
well that was a very good reason for the 
girl's neglect and Laura needn't givo 
another. Laura herself wouldn't have 
behaved well if at such a time she had 
been running after old women. There 
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"She detests him." 
"Oh, then, I like him ! I shall imme- 
diately write to him to come and see 
me; I shall appoint an hour and give 
him a piece of my mind." 
"If I believed that, I should kill my- 
self," said Laura. 
"You may believe what you like ; but 
I wish you didn't show your feelings 
so i your eyes. They might be those 
of a poor widow with fifteen children. 
When I was young I managed to be 
happy, whatever occurred; and I am 
sure I looked so." 
"Oh yes, Lady Davenant--for you it 
was different. You were safe, i so 
many ways," Laura said. "And you 
were surrounded with consideration." 
"I don't know ; some of us were very 
wild, and exceedingly ill thought of, and 
I didn't cry about it. However, there 
are natures and natures. If you will 
come and stay with me to-morrow I will 
take you in." 
"You know how kind I think you, 
but I have promised Selina not to leave 
her." 
"Well then, if she keeps you she 
must at least go straight!" cried the 
old woman, with some asperity. Laura 
made no answer to this, and Lady Dave- 
nant asked, after a moment : "And what 
is Lionel doing .9" 
"I don't know--he is very quiet." 
"Doesn't it please him--his wife's im- 
provement.9" The girl got up; appar- 
ently she was made uncomfortable by 
the ironical effect, if not by the ironical 
intention, of this question. Her old 
friend was kind but she was penetrat- 
ing; her very next words pierced fur- 
ther. "Of course if you are really pro- 
tecting her I can't count upon you :" a 
remark not adapted to enliven Laura, 
who would have liked immensely to 
transfer herself to Queen's Gate and'had 
her re1T private ideas as to the efficacy 
of her protection. Lady Davenant kissed 
her and then suddenly said "Oh, by 
the way, his address ; you must tell me 
that." 
"His address .9" 
"The young man's whom you brought 
here. But it's no matter," the old wom- 
an added ; "the butler will have entered 
it---from his card." 
"Lady Davenant, you won't do any- 

thing so loathsome!" the girl cried, 
seizing her hand. 
"Why is it loathsome, if he comes so 
often .9 It's rubbish, his caring for Se- 
lina--a married woman--when you are 
there." 
"Vhy is it rubbishmwhen so many 
other people do .9" 
"Oh, well, he is differentmI could see 
that ; or if he isn't he ought to be !" 
"He likes to observe--he came here 
to take notes," said the girl. "And he 
thinks Selina a very interesting London 
specimen." 
"In spite of her dislike of him .9" 
"Oh, he doesn't know that !" Laura 
exclaimed. 
"Why not .9 he isn't a fool." 
"Oh, I have made it seems" But 
here Laura stopped ; her color had risen. 
Lady Davenant stared an instant. 
"Made it seem that she delighted in 
him .9 Mercy, to do that how fond of 
him you must be!" An observation 
which had the effect of driving the girl 
straight out of the house. 

XI. 

O one of the last days of June Mrs. 
]3errington showed her sister a note she 
had received from "your dear friend," 
as she called him, Mr. Wendover. This 
was the manner in which she usually 
designated him, but she had naturally, 
in the present phase of her relations 
with Laura, never indulged in any re- 
newal of the eminently perverse insinu- 
ations by means of which she had at- 
tempted, after the incident at the Soane 
Museum, to throw dust in her eyes. Mr. 
Wendover proposed to Mrs. ]3errington 
that she and her sister should honor 
with their presence a box he had ob- 
tained for the opera three nights later 
an occasion of cmiosity, the first ap- 
pearance of a young American singer of 
whom considerable things were expected. 
Laura left it to Selina to decide hether 
they should accept this invitation, and 
Selina proved to be of two or three dif- 
fering minds. Fit she said it wouldn't 
be convenient to her to go, and she 
wrote to the young man to this effect. 
Then, on second thoughts, she consid- 
ered she might very well go, and tele- 
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graphed an acceptance. Later she saw 
reason to regret her acceptance, and 
communicated this circumstance to her 
sister, who remarked that it was still not 
too late to change. Selina left her in 
ignorance till the next day as to whether 
she had retracted; then she told her 
that she had let the matter standmthey 
would go. To this Laura replied that 
she was glad--for Mr. Wendover. "And 
for yourself," Selina said, leaving the 
girl to wonder why every one (this uni- 
versality was represented by Mrs. Lionel 
Berrington and Lady Davenant,) had 
tken up the idea that she entertained 
a passion for her compatriot. She was 
clearly conscious that this was not the 
case; though she was glad her esteem 
for him had not yet suffered the disturb- 
ance of her seeing reason to believe 
that Lady Davenant had already med- 
dled, according to her terrible threat. 
Laura was surprised to learn afterwards 
that Selina had, in London parlance, 
"thrown over" a dinner in order to make 
the evening at the opera fit in. The din- 
ner would have made her too late, and 
she didn't care about it : she wanted to 
hear the whole opera. 
The sisters dined together alone, with- 
ut any question of Lionel, and on 
alighting at Covent Garden found [r. 
Wendover awaiting them in the portico. 
His box proved a commodious, comfort- 
able one, and Selina was gracious to him ; 
she thanked him for his consideration 
in not stuffing it full of people. He as- 
sured her that he expected but one other 
inmate--a gentleman of a shrinking dis- 
position, who would take up no room. 
The gentleman came in after the first 
act ; he was introduced to the ladies as 
Mr. Booker, of Baltimore. He knew a 
great deal about the young lady they had 
come to listen to, and he was not so 
shrinking but that he attempted to im- 
prt a portion of his knowledge even 
while she was singing. Before the sec- 
ond act was over Laura perceived Lady 
Ringrose in a box on the other side of 
the house, accompanied by a lady she 
didn't know. There was apparently an- 
other person in the box behind the two 
ladies, whom they turned round from 
time to time to talk with. Laura made 
no observation about Lady Ringrose to 
her sister, and she noticed that Selina 

made no use of the glass to look at her. 
That Mrs. Berrington had not failed to 
see her, however, was proved by the fact 
that at the end of the second act (the 
opera was ]VIeyerbeer's "Huguendts,") 
uhe suddenly said, turning to Mr. Wen- 
dover: "I hope you won't mind very 
much if I go for a short time to sit with 
a friend on the other side of the house." 
She smiled with all her sweetness as she 
announced this intention, and had the 
benefit of the fact that an apologetic ex- 
pression is highly becoming to a pretty 
woman. But she didn't look at her sis- 
ter, and the latter, after a wondering 
glance at her, looked at Ir. Wendover. 
She saw that he was disappointedmeven 
slightly wounded; he had taken some 
trouble to get his box and it had been 
no small pleasure to him to see it graced 
by the presence of a celebrated beauty. 
But his situation collapsed if the cele- 
brated beauty were going to transfer her 
light to another quarter. Laura couldn't 
imagine what had come into her sister's 
head--to make her so inconsiderate, so 
rude. Selina tried to perform her act 
of defection in a soothing, conciliating 
way, so far as appealing eyebeams went ; 
but she gave no particular reason for 
her escapade, didn't name the friends in 
question, and betrayed no consciousness 
that it was not usual for ladies to roam 
about the lobbies. Laura asked her no 
question, but she said to her, after an 
hesitation : "You won't be long, surely. 
You know you oughtn't to leave me 
here." Selina took no notice of thism 
didn't excuse herself in any way to the 
girl. Mr. Wendover only exclaimed, 
smiling in reference to Laura's last re- 
mark: "Oh, so far as leaving you here 
goes v" In spite of his great defect 
(and it was his only one, that she could 
see,) of having only an ascending scale of 
seriousness, she judged him interestedly 
enough to feel a real pleasure in noticing 
that though he was anndyed at Selina's 
going away and not saying that she 
would come back soon, he conducted 
himself as a gentleman should, submitted 
respectfully, gallantly, to her wish. He 
suggested that her friends might per- 
haps, instead, be induced to come to his 
box, but when she had objected, "Oh, 
you see, there are too many," he put her 
shawl on her shoulders, opened the box, 
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offered her his arm. While this was go- 
ing on Laura saw Lady Ringrose study- 
ing them with her glass. Selina re- 
fused Mr. Vendover's arm; she said, 
"Oh no, you stay with her--I dare say 
he'll take me ;" and she gazed inspiringly 
at 5It. Booker. Selina never mentioned 
a name when the pronoun would do. 
Sir. Booker of course sprang to the ser- 
vice required and led her away, with an 
injunction from his friend to bring her 
back promptly. As they went offLaura 
heard Selina say to her companion-- 
and she knew Mr. Wendover could also 
hear it--" Nothing would have induced 
me to leave her alone with you !" She 
thought this a most extraordinary speech 
mshe thought it even vulgar ; especially 
considering that she had never seen the 
young man till half an hour before and 
since then had not exchanged twenty 
words with him. It came to their ears 
so distinctly that Laura was moved to 
notice it by exclaiming, with a laugh: 
"Poor Ir. Booker, what does she sup- 
pose I would do to him ?" 
"Oh, it's for you she is afraid," said 
Mr. Wendover. 
Laura went on, after a moment : "She 
oughtn't to have left me alone with you, 
either." 
"Oh, yes, she oughtafter all !" the 
young man returned. 
The girl had uttered these words from 
no desire to say something flixtatious, 
but because they simply expressed a 
part of the judgment she passed, men- 
tally, on Selina's behavior. She had a 
sense of wrong--of being made light 
of ; for Mrs. Berrinon certainly knew 
that honorable women didn't (for the ap- 
pearance of the thing,) arrange to leave 
their unmarried sister sitting alone, 
publicly, at the playhouse, with a couple 
of young men--the couple that there 
would be as soon as Mr. Booker should 
come back. It displeased her that the 
people in the opposite box, the people 
Selina had joined, should sit there and 
see her exhibited in this light. She 
drew the curtain of the box a little, she 
moved a little more behind it, and she 
heard her companion utter a vague ap- 
pealing, protecting sigh, which seemed 
to express his sense (her own corre- 
sponded with it,) that the glory of the 
occasion had somehow suddenly de- 

parted. At the end of some minutes 
she perceived among Lady Ringrose and 
her companions a movement which ap- 
peared to denote that Selina had come 
m. The two ladies in front turned 
round, and something went on at the 
back of the box. "She's there," Laura 
said, indicating the place; but Mrs. 
Berrington didn't show herse---she re- 
mained masked by the others. either 
was Mr. Booker visible;he had not, 
seemingly, been persuaded to remain, 
and indeed Laura could see that there 
would not have been room for him. 
Mr. Wendover observed, ruefully, that 
as Mrs. Berrington evidently could see 
nothing at all from where she had gone 
she had exchanged a very good place 
for a very bad one. "I can't imagine-- 
I can't imagine--" said the girl ; but she 
paused, losing herself in reflections and 
wonderments, in conjectures that soon 
became anxieties. Suspicion of Selina 
was now so rooted in her heart that it 
could make her unhappy even where it 
pointed nowhere, and by the end of half 
an hour she felt how little her fears had 
really been lulled since that scene of 
dishevelment and contrition in the early 
dawn. 
The opera resumed its course, but 
Mr. Booker didn't come back. The 
American singer trilled and warbled, 
executed remarkable flights, and there 
was much applause, ' every symptom of 
success; but Laura became more and 
more unaware of the music--she had 
no eyes but for Lady Ringrose and her 
friend. She watched them earnestly-- 
she tried to sound with her glass the 
curtained dimness behind them. Their 
attention was all for the stage, and they 
gave no present sign of having any fel- 
low-listeners. These others had either 
gone away or were lea-ing them velar 
much to themselves. Laura was unable 
to guess any particular motive on her 
sister's part, but the conviction grew 
within her that she had not inflicted 
such a snub on Mr. Wendover simply in 
order to have a little chat with Lady 
Ringrose. There was something else, 
there was some one else, in the afihir ; 
and when once the girl's idea had be- 
come as definite as that it took but little 
longer to associate itself with the imago 
of Captain Crispin. This image made 
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Mr. Wendover's smile became intense 
as he looked down at her. "Mrs. Ber- 
rington has made such an amusing re- 
quest of him." 
"An amusing request ?" 
"She made him promise not to come 
back." 
"Iade him promise ? " Laura 
stared. 
"She asked him--as a particular fa- 
vor to her--not to join us again. And 
he said he wouldn't." 
"Ah, the monster !" Laura exclaimed, 
blushing crimson. 
"Do you mean poor h[r. Booker ?" 
Mr. Wendover asked. "Of course he 
had to assure her that the wish of so 
lovely a lady was law. But he doesn't 
understund !" laughed the young man. 
"No more do I. And where is the 
lovely lady ?" said Laura, trying to re- 
cover herself. 
"He hasn't the least idea." 
"Isn't she with Lady Ringrose ?" 
"If you like I will go and see." 
Luura hesitated, looking down the 
curved lobby, where there was nothing 
to see but the little numbered doors of 
the boxes. They were alone in the lamp- 
lit bareness; the finale of the act was 
ringing and booming behind them. In 
a moment she said : "I'm afraid I must 
trouble you to put me in a cab." 
"Ah, you won't see the rest? Do 
stay--what difference does it make ?" 
And her companion still held open the 
door of the box. Her eyes met his, in 
which it seemed to her that as well as 
his voice there was conscious sympathy, 
entreaty, vindication, tenderness. Then 
she gazed into the vulgar corridor again ; 
something said to her that if she should 
return she would be taking the most 
important step of her life. She consid- 
ered this, and while she did so a great 
burst of applause filled the place as the 
cul"tain fell. "See what we are losing ! 
And the last act is so fine," said Mr. 
Wendover. She returned to her seat 
and he closed the door of the box behind 
them. 
Then, in this little upholstered recep- 
tacle which was so public and yet so 
private, Laura Wing passed through the 
strangest moments she had known. An 
indication of their strangeness is that 
when she presently perceived that while 

she was in the lobby Lady Ringrose and 
her companion had quite disappeared, 
she observed the circumstance without 
an exclamation, holding herself silent. 
Their box vas empty, but Laura looked 
at it without in the least feeling this to 
be a sign that Selina would now come 
round. She would never come round 
again, nor would she have gone home 
from the opera. That was by this time 
absolutely definite to the girl, who had 
first been hot and now was cold with the 
sense of what Selina's injunction to poor 
]ir. Booker exactly meant. It was worthy 
of her, for it was a kind of vicious little 
kick as she took her flight. Grosvenor 
Place would not shelter her that night, 
and would never shelter her more: that 
was the reason she tried to spatter her 
sister with the mud into which she her- 
self had jumped. She wouldn't have 
dared to put such a hurt upon her if 
they had had a prospect of meeting 
again. The strangest part of this re- 
markable juncture was that what minis- 
tered most to our young lady's sup- 
pressed emotion was not the tremendous 
reflection that this time Selina had really 
"bolted " and that on the morrow all 
London would know it: all that Had 
taken the color of certainty (and a very 
hideous tint it was), whereas the chill 
that had fallen upon the girl now was 
that of a mystery that waited to be 
cleared up. Her heart was full of sus- 
pense-suspense of which she returned 
the pressure, trying to twist it into ex- 
pectation. There was a certain chance 
in life that sat there beside her, but it 
would go forever if it didn't move nearer 
that night; and she listened, she watched, 
for it to move. I needn't inform the 
reader that this chance presented itself 
in the person of Mr. Wendover, who 
more than anyone she knew had it in 
his hand to transmute her detestable po- 
sition. To-morrow he would know, and 
would think sufficiently little of a young 
person of thai breed : therefore it could 
only be a question of his speaking on 
the spot. That was what she had come 
back into the box for--to give him his 
opportunity. It was open to her to 
think he had asked for it--adding every- 
thing together. 
The poor girl added, added, deep in 
her heart, while she said nothing. The 
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oh dear, if you would only go !" and at 
the same instant she sprang up, gather- 
ing her cloak around her as if to escape 
from him, to rush away herself. He 
checked this movement, however, clap- 
ping on his hat and holding the door. 
One moment more he looked at her-- 
her own eyes were closed; then he ex- 
claimed, pitifully, "Oh Miss Wing, oh 
Miss Wing !" and stepped out of the box. 
When he had gone she collapsed into 
one of the chairs again, and sat there 
with her face buried in a fold of her 
mantle. For many minutes she was per- 
fectly still--she was ashamed even to 
move. The one thing that could have 
justified her, blown away the dishonor 
of her monstrous overture, would have 
been, on his side, the quick response of 
unmistakable passion. It hadn't come, 
and she had nothing left but to loathe 
herself. She did so, violently, for a 
long time, in the dark corner of the 
box, and she felt that he loathed her 
too. "I love you !"--how pitifully the 
poor little perfuncto T words had qua- 
vered out and how much disgust they 
must have represented ! "Poor man-- 
poor man ! " Laura Wing suddenly found 
herself mm'muring ; compassion filled 
her mind at the sense of the way she had 
used him. At the same moment a flare 
of music broke out; the last act of the 
opera had begun and she had sprung 
up and quitted the box. 
The passages were empty and she 
made her way without trouble. She de- 
scended to the vestibule ; there was no 
one to stare at her, and her only fear 
was that Mr. Wendover would be there. 
But he was not, apparently, and she saw 
that she should be able to go away 
quickly. Selina would have taken the 
calTiage--she could be stu'e of that ; or 
[To be concluded 

if she hadn't it wouldn't have come back 
yet ; besides it would be too long to wait 
there while it was called. She was in 
the act of asking one of the attendants, 
in the portico, to get her a cab, when 
someone hurried up to her from behind, 
overtaking her--a gentleman in whom, 
turning round, she recognized Mr. 
Booker. He looked almost as bewildered 
as Mr. Wendover, and his appearance 
disconcerted her almost as much as that 
of his friend would have done. "Oh, 
are you going away, alone ? What must 
you think of me ?" this young man ex- 
claimed ; and he began to tell her some- 
thing about her sister and to ask her at 
the same time if he mightn't go with 
hermhelp her in some way. He made 
no inqui T about Mr. Wendover, and she 
afterwards judged that that distracted 
gentleman had sought him out and sent 
him to her assistance ; also that he him- 
self was at that moment watching them 
from behind some column. He would 
have been hateful if he had shown him- 
self ; yet (in this later meditation,) there 
was a voice in her heart which com- 
mended his delicacy. He effaced him- 
self to look after her, and provided for 
her departure by proxy. 
"A cab, a cab--that's all I want !" 
she said to Mr. Booker ; and she almost 
pushed him out of the place with the 
wave of the hand with which she indi- 
cated her need. He rushed off to call 
one, and a minute afterwards the mes- 
senger whom she had ah'eady despatched 
rattled up in a hansom. She quickly 
got into it, and as she rolled away she 
saw Mr. Booker returning in all haste 
with another. She gave a passionate 
moan--this common confusion seemed 
to add a grotesqueness to her predica- 
ment. 

in September,] 
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of the storm flashing all night long into 
the bare inn-chamber--the same sweet 
return of day, the same unfathomable 
blue of noon, the same high-colored, 
halcyon eves--and above all if he had 
anything like as good a comrade, any- 
thing like as keen a relish for what he 
saw, and what he ate, and the rivem 
that he bathed in, and the rabbish that 
he wrote, I would exchange estates 
to-day with the poor exile, and count 
myself a gainer. 
But there was another point of simi- 
larity between the two journeys, for 
which the Arethusa was to pay dear: 
both were gone upon in days of incom- 
plete security. It was not long after 
the Franco-lrussian war. Swiftly as 
men forget, that country-side was still 
alive with tales of uhlans, and outlying 
sentries, and hair-breadth 'scapes from 
the ignominious cord, and pleasant mo- 
mentary friendships between invader 
and invaded. A year, at the most two 
years later, you might have tramped all 
that country over and not heard one 
anecdote. And a year or two later, 
you would---if you were a rather ill-look- 
ing young man in nondescript array-- 
have gone your rounds in greater safety ; 
for along with more interesting matter, 
the lrussian spy would have somewhat 
faded from men's imaginations. 
For all that, our voyager had got be- 
yond Ch'teau Renard before he was con- 
scious of arousing wonder. On the road 
between that place and Chtillon-sur- 
Loing, however, he encountered a rural 
postman ; they fell together in talk, and 
spoke of a variety of subjects; but 
through one and all, the postman was 
still visibly preoccupied, and his eyes 
were faithful to the Arethusa's knap- 
sack. At last, with mysterious roguish- 
ness, he inquired what it contained, and 
on being answered, shook his head with 
kindly incredulity. "Non," said he, 
"on, vous avez des portraits." And 
then with a languishing appeal, "Voyons, 
show me the portraits! " It was some 
little while before the Arethusa, with a 
shout of laughter, recognized his drift. 
By portraits he meant indecent photo- 
graphs ; and in the Arethusa, an austere 
and rising author, he thought to have 
identified a pornographic colporteur. 
When country folk in France have made 

up their minds as to a person's calling, 
argument is fruitless. Along all the 
rest of the way, the postman piped and 
fluted meltingly to get a sight of the 
collection ; now he would upbraid, now 
he would reason--" Voyons, I will tell 
nobody ;" then he tried corruption and 
insisted on paying for a glass of wine ; 
and at last, when their ways separated 
--" Non," said he, "ce n'est pas bien de 
votre part. 0 non, ce n'est pas bien." 
And shaking his head with quite a senti- 
mental sense of injury, he departed 
unrefreshed. 
On certain little difficulties encoun- 
tered by the Arethusa at Chfitillon-sur- 
Loing, I have not space to dwell ; anoth- 
er ChStillon, of grislier memory, looms 
too near at hand. But the next day, in 
a certain hamlet called La JussiSre, he 
stopped to drink a glass of syrup in a 
very poor, bare drinking shop. The 
hostess, a comely woman, suckling a 
child, examined the traveller with kindly 
and pitying eyes. "You are not of this 
department ?" she asked. The Arethusa 
told her he was English. "Ah!" she 
said, surprised. "We have no English. 
We have many Italians, however, and 
they do very well; they do not com- 
plain of the people of hereabouts. An 
Englishman may do very well also; it 
will be something new." Here was a 
dark saying, over which the Arethusa 
pondered as he drank his grenadine; 
but when he rose and asked what was to 
pay, the light came upon him in a flash. 
" O, pour vous," replied the landlady- 
"a half-penny !" Pour cous ? By heav- 
en, she took him for a beggar ! He paid 
his half-penny, feeling it were ungra- 
cious to correct her. But when he was 
forth again upon the road, he became 
vexed in spirit. The conscience is no 
gentleman, he is a rabbinical fellow; 
and his conscience told him he had 
stolen the'syup. 
That night the travellers slept in 
Gien ; the next day they passed the riv- 
er and set forth (severally, as their cus- 
tom was) on a short stage through the 
green plain upon the Berry side, to 
Ch'tillon-sur-Loire. It was the first 
day of the shooting; and the air rang 
with the report of firearms and the ad- 
miring cries of sportsmen. Overhead 
the birds were in consternation, wheel- 
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it was supposed the farce was nearly 
over. 
The inquisitor resumed his seat. 
Til. COMMISSAnY (after a pause). Eh 
bien, je vais vous dire ce que vous tes. 
Vous tes allemand et vous venez chanter 
d la loire. (Well, then, I will tell you 
what you are. You are a German and 
have come to sing at the fair.) 
Til. ARETIlVSA. Would you like to 
hear me sing? I believe I could con- 
vince you of the contrary. 
TIlE CoMmsRv. Pas de plaisanterie, 
monsieur ! 
Til. ARETIlVS. Well, sir, oblige me 
at least by looking at this book. Here, 
I open it with my eyes shut. Read one 
of these songs--read this one--and tell 
me, you who are a man of intelligence, 
if it would be possible to sing it at a fair 
Til. CossaY (critically). lais oui. 
Trs bien. 
Til. Al.Tilvs. Comment, monsieur ! 
What! But do you not observe it is 
antique. It is difficult to understand, 
even for you and me; but for the audi- 
ence at a fair, it would be meaningless. 
TIlE CoMssAnY (taking a pen). 
ilfaut enfinir. What is your name ? 
Til. AaEwilvsh (speaking with the swal- 
lowing vivacity of the English). Robert- 
Louis-Stev'ns'n. 
Til. Cossav (aghast). It ! Quoi 
Til. AIETIlVSh (perceiving and improc- 
ing his advantage). Rob'rt-Lou's-Stev'n- 
s'n. 
TIlE COMMISSARY (qfter several conflicls 
with his pen). Eh bien, il faut se passer 
du nora. a ne s'crit pas. (Well, we must 
do without the name: it is unspellable.) 
The above is a rough summary of this 
momentous conversation, in which 
have been chiefly careful to preserve the 
plums of the Commissary; but the re- 
mainder of the scene, perhaps because 
of his rising anger, has left but little 
definite in the memory of the Arethusa. 
The Commissar)- was not, I think, a prac- 
tised literary man ; no sooner, at least, 
had he taken pen in hand and embarked 
on the composition of the procs-verbal, 
than he became distinctly more uncivil 
and began to show a predilection for 
that simplest of all forms of repartee : 
"You lie!" Several times the Arethusa 
let it pass, and then suddenly flared up, 
refused to accept more insults or to an- 

swer further questions, defied the Com- 
missary to do his worst and promised 
him, if he did, that he should bitter- 
ly repent it. Perhaps if he had worn 
this proud front from the first, instead 
of beginning with a sense of entertain- 
ment and then going on to argue, the 
thing might have turned otherwise; for 
even at this eleventh hour, the Commis- 
sary was visibly staggered. But it was 
too late; he had been challenged; the 
procs-verbal was begun; and he again 
squared his elbows over his writing, and 
the Arethusa was led forth a prisoner. 
A step or two down the hot road 
stood the gendarmerie. Thither was our 
unfortunate conducted, and there he was 
bidden to empty forth the contents of 
his pockets. A handkerchief, a pen, a 
pencil, a pipe and tobacco, matches, and 
some ten francs of change : that was all. 
Iot a file, not a cipher, not a scrap of 
writing whether to identify or to con- 
demn. The very gendarme was appalled 
before such destitution. 
"I regret," he said, "that I arrested 
you, for I see that you are no voyou." 
And he promised him every indulgence. 
The Arethusa, thus encouraged, asked 
for his pipe. That he was told was im- 
possible, but if he chewed, he might 
have some tobacco. He did not chew, 
however, and asked instead to have his 
handkerchief. 
"Non," said the gendarme. "Nous 
avons eu des histoires de gens qui se sont 
pendus." (No, we have had histories of 
people who hanged themselves.) 
"What !" cried the Arethusa. "And 
is it for that you refuse me my handker- 
chief ? But see how much more easily 
I could hang myself in my trousers!" 
The man was struck by the novelty of 
the idea; but he stuck to his colors, and 
only continued to repeat vague offers of 
service. 
"At least," said the Arethusa, "be 
sure that you arrest my comrade; he 
will follow me ere long on the same road, 
and you can tell hfin by the sack upon 
his shoulders." 
This promised, the prisoner was led 
round into the back court of the build- 
ing, a cellar door was opened, he was 
motioned down the stair, and bolts 
grated and chains clanged behind his 
descending person. 
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The philosophic and still more the 
imaginative mind is apt to suppose it- 
self prepared for any mortal accident. 
Prison, among other ills, was one that 
had been often faced by the undaunted 
Arethusa. Even as he went down the 
stairs, he was telling himself that here 
was a famous occasion for a roundel, 
and that like the committed linnets of 
the tuneful cavalier, he too would make 
his prison musical. I will tell the truth 
at once : the roundel was never written, 
or it should be printed in this place, to 
raise a smile. Two reasons interfered : 
the first moral, the second physical. 
It is one of the curiosities of human 
nature, that although all men are liars, 
they can none of them bear to be told 
so of themselves. To get and take 
the lie with equanimity is a stretch be- 
yond the stoic; and the Arethusa, who 
had been surfeited upon that insult, 
was blazing inwardly with a white heat 
of smothered wrath. But the physical 
also had its part. The cellar in which 
he was confined was some feet under- 
ground, and it was only lighted by an 
unglazed, narrow aperture high up in 
the wall and smothered in the leaves of 
a green vine. The walls were of naked 
masonry, the floor of bare earth ; by way 
of furniture there was an earthenware 
basin, a water jug, and a wooden bed- 
stead with a blue-gray cloak for bed- 
ding. To be taken from the hot air 
of a summer's afternoon, the reverbera- 
tion of the road and the stir of rapid ex- 
ercise, and plunged into the gloom and 
dump of this receptacle for vagabonds, 
struck an instant chill upon the Are- 
thusa's blood. Now see in how small 
a matter a hardship may consist: the 
floor was exceedingly uneven underfoot, 
with the very spade-marks, I suppose, 
of the laborers who dug the foundations 
of the barrack ; and what with the poor 
twilight and the irregular smace, walk- 
ing was impossible. The caged author 
resisted for a good wldle ; but the chill 
of the place struck deeper and deeper ; 
and at length, with such relucta.nce as 
you may fancy, he was driven to climb 
upon the bed and wrap himself in the 
public covering. There, then, he lay 
upon the verge of shivering, plunged in 
semi-darkness, wound in a garment 
whoso touch he dreaded like the plague, 

and (in a spirit far removed from resig- 
nation) telling the roll of the insults he 
had just received. These are not cir- 
cumstances favorable to the muse. 
Meantime (to look at the upper sur- 
face where the sun was still shining and 
the guns of sportsmen were still noisy 
through the tufted plain) the Cigar- 
ette was drawing near at his more 
philosophic pace. In those days of lib- 
erty and health he was the constant 
partner of the Arethusa, and had ample 
opportunity to share in that gentleman's 
disfavor with the police. Many a bitter 
bowl had he partaken of with that dis- 
astrous comrade. He 'as himself a man 
born to float easily through life, his face 
and manner artfully recommending him 
to all. There was but one suspicious cir- 
cumstance he cottld not carry off, and 
that was his companion. He will not 
readily forget the Commissary in what 
is ironically called the free town of 
Frankfort-on-the-Main ; nor the Fran- 
ce-Belgian frontier; nor the inn at La 
Fre; last, but not least, he is pretty 
certain to remember Chfitillon-sur-Loire. 
At the town entry, the gendarme 
culled him like a wayside flower ; and a 
moment later, two persons, in a high 
state of sm'prise, were confronted in the 
Commissary's office. For if the Cigar- 
ette was surprised to be arrested, the 
Commissary was no less taken aback by 
the appearance and appointments of his 
captive. Here was a man about whom 
there could be no mistake : a man of an 
unquestionable and unassailable man- 
ner, in apple-pie order, dressed not 
with neatness merely but elegance, 
ready with his passport, at a word, 
and well supplied with money: a man 
the Commissary would have doffed his 
hat to on chance upon the highway; 
and this beau cavalier unblushingly 
claimed the Arethusa for his comrade ! 
The conclusion of the interview was 
foregone; of its humors, I remember 
only one. "Baronet?" demanded the 
magistrate, glancing up from the pass- 
port. "Alors, monsieur, vous tes le fils 
d'un baron?" And when the Cigar- 
ette (his one mistake thrbughout the 
interview) denied the soft impeachnent, 
"Alors," from the Commissary, "ce n'est 
pus votre passeport !" But these were 
ineffectual thunders ; he never dreamed 
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of laying hands upon the Cigarette ; 
presently he fell into a mood of unre- 
strained admiration, gloating over the 
contents of the knapsack, commending 
our friend's tailor. Ah, what an hon- 
ored guest was the Commissary enter- 
raining ! what suitable clothes he wore 
for the warm weather! what beautiful 
maps, what an attractive work of his- 
tory, he can'ied in his knapsack! You 
are to understand there was now but 
one point of difference between them: 
what was to be done with the Arethusa ? 
the Cigarette demanding his release, the 
Commissary still claiming him as the 
dungeon's own. low it chanced that 
the Cigarette had passed some years of 
his life in Egypt, where he had made 
acquaintance with two very bad things, 
cholera morbus and pashas ; and in the 
eye of the Commissary, as he fingered 
the volume of Michelet, it seemed to our 
traveller there was something Turkish. 
I pass over this lightly; it is highly 
possible there was some misunder- 
standing, highly possible that the Com- 
missary (charmed with his visitor) sup- 
posed the attraction to be mutual and 
took for an act of growing friendship 
what the Cigarette himself regarded as 
a blibe. And at any rate, was there 
ever a bribe more singular than an odd 
volume of Michelet's history ? The work 
was promised him for the morrow, be- 
fore our departure ; and presently after, 
either because he had his price, or to 
show that he was not the man to be be- 
hind in friendly offices--" Eh bien," he 
said, "je suppose qu'il faut ldcher votre 
camarade." And he tore up that feast 
of humor, the unfinished procs-verbal. 
Ah, if he had only torn up instead the 
Arethusa's roundels! There were many 
works burnt at Alexandria, there are 
many treasured in the British Museum, 
that I could better spare than the pro- 
cs-verbal of Chtillon. Poor bubuckled 
Commissary! I begin to be sorry that 
he never had his Michelet: perceiving 
in him fine human traits, a broad-based 
stupidity, a gusto in his magisterial 
functions, a taste for letters, a ready ad- 
miration for the admirable. And if he 
did not admire the Arethusa, he was not 
alone in that. 
To the imprisoned one, shivering un- 
der the public covering, there came sud- 

denly a noise of bolts and chains. He 
sprang to his feet, ready to welcome 
a companion in calamity;and instead 
of that, the door was flung -ide, the 
friendly gendarme appeared above in 
the strong daylight, and with a magnifi- 
cent gesture (being probably a student 
of the drama)" Vous les libre !" he 
said. None too soon for the Arethusa. 
I doubt if he had been half an hour im- 
prisoned; but by the watch in a man's 
brain (which was the only watch he car- 
ried) he should have been eight times 
longer; and he passed forth with ecs- 
tasy up the cellar stairs into the heal- 
ing warmth of the afternoon sun; and 
the breath of the earth came as seet as 
a cow's into his nostril; and he heard 
again (and could have laughed for pleas- 
ure) the concord of delicate noises that 
we call the hum of life. 
And here it might be thought my his- 
tory ended ; but not so, this was an act- 
drop and not the curtain. Upon hat 
followed in front of the barrack, since 
there was a lady in the case, I scruple 
to expatiate. Te wife of the Marchal- 
des-logis was a handsome woman, and 
yet the Arethusa was not sorry to be 
gone from her society. Something of 
her image, cool as a peach on that hot 
afternoon, still lingers in his memory: 
yet more of her conversation. "You 
have there a very fine parlor," said the 
poor gentleman." Ah," said Madame la 
Marchale (des-logis), "you are very 'ell 
acquainted with such parlors!" And 
you should have seen with what a hard 
and scornful eye she measured the vaga- 
bond before her! I do not think he 
ever hated the Commissary ; but before 
that interview was at an end, he hated 
Madame la Marchale. His passion (as 
I am led to understand by one who was 
present) stood confessed in a burning 
eye, a pale cheek and a trembling utter- 
ance; Madame meanwhile tasting the 
joys of the matador, goading him -ith 
barbed words and staring him coldly 
down. 
It was certainly good to be away from 
this lady, and better stll to sit down to 
an excellent dinner in the inn. Here, 
too, the despised travellers scrared ac- 
quaintance with their next neighbor, a 
gentleman of these parts, returned from 
the day's spoil, who had the good taste 
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to find pleasure in their society. The 
dinner at an end, the gentleman pro- 
posed the acquaintance should be rip- 
ened in the caf. 
The caf was crowded with sportsmen, 
conclamantly explaining to each other 
and the world the smallness of theirbags. 
About the centre of the room, the Cig- 
arette and the Arethusa sat with their 
new acquaintance; a trio very well 
pleased, for the travellers (after their 
late experience) were greedy of consid- 
eration, and their sportsman rejoiced in 
a pair of patient listeners. Suddenly 
the glass door flew open with a crash ; 
the larchal-des-logis appeared in the 
interval, gorgeously belted and beo 
flogged, entered without salutation, 
strode up the room with a clang of spurs 
and weapons, and disappeared through 
a door at the far end. Close at his heels 
followecl the Arethusa's gendarme of the 
afternoon, imitating, with a nice shade 
of difference, the imperial bearing of his 
chief; only, ashe passed, he struck light- 
ly with his open hand on the shoulder of 
his late captive, and with that ringing, 
dramatic utterance of which he had the 
secret--" Suivez ! " said he. 
The arrest of the members, the oath of 
the Tennis Court, the signing of the 
declaration of independence, Mark An- 
tony's oration, all the brave scenes of his- 
tory, I conceive as having been not un- 
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like that evening in the caf at Chtillon. 
Terror breathed upon the assembly. A 
moment later, when the Arethusa had 
followed his recaptors into the further 
part of the house, the Cigarette found 
himself alone with his coffee in a ring of 
empty chairs and tables, all the lusty 
sportsmen huddled into corners, all their 
clamorous voices hushed in whispering, 
all their eyes shooting at him furtively 
as at a leper. 
And the Arethusa ? Well, he had a 
long, sometimes a trying, interview in the 
back kitchen. The Marchal-des-logis, 
who was a very handsome man, and I 
believe both intelligent and honest, had 
no clear opinion on the case. He thought 
the Commissary had done wrong, but he 
did not wish to get his subordinates into 
trouble;and he proposed this, that, 
and the other, to all of which the Are- 
thusa (with a growing sense of his posi- 
tion) demurred. 
"In short," suggested the Arethusa, 
"you want to wash your hands of fur- 
tler responsibility ? Well, then, let me 
go to Paris." 
The Marchal-des-logis looked at his 
watch. 
"You may leave," said he, "by the 
ten o'clock train for Paris." 
And at noon the next day the travel- 
lers were telling their misadventure in 
the dining-room at Siron's. 
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General View of Nicosia, 

them are full of accurate and valuable in- 
form.tion : but in no single one is there 
any a:lequate tribute to its general charm 
and fascination, or apart from its spe- 
cialized interests. A distinguished sa- 
vant, whom I met there engaged in ex- 
cavating, and who grubbed for his an- 
tiquities as eagerly as a pig for truffles, 
let fall in my hearing that he was daily 
longing for the tinge when the tale of 
his treasures should be completed, and 
he might quit the soil which yielded 
them. There is a specimen of the tem- 
per in which Cyprus has been studied 
and visited! What wonder then that it 
has never had justice done to it ? Coun- 
tries are like women. Any careftfl ob- 
server may take stock of their orna- 
ments, worm out their history, and even 
arrive at the amount of their debts and 
income; but those only can do them 
justice in some ways who, in addition 
to observing them, end by falling in love 
with them. This process, equally de- 
lightful and mexpected, I myself under- 
went with reference to Cyprus; and I 
graclually began to contemplate a short 
book about it, in which the wrongs done 
to its beauty might be atoned for. 
Meanwhile I am glad to have an oppor- 
tunity of desc-ibing a few of its chief 
scenes and characteristics, especially as 
it gives me the privilege of committing 
some photographs taken by me to the 
permanent keeping of the unrivalled 
wood engraving of America. 

Cyprus is, in some ways, unique among 
historical countries, not indeed in the 
antiquity of its earliest civilization, 
though even in this point it yields only 
to Egypt, but in the strange variety of 
races, of rulers, of religions, and famous 

names, which have made or colored its 
past, which its own name still calls back 
to us, and whose influences still linger in 
its aspect and in its life to-day. Egypt 
and Tyre, Greece, Rome, and Byzanti- 
um, feudal England, Jerusalem, feudal 
France, Genoa, Venice, and Stamboul 
the mere recital of the empires and pow- 
ers connected with it comes to the ear 
like a passage out of Paradise Lost. 
Other names, too, it claims, which are 
even more suggestive--Aphrodite and 
Adonis, who met on its sleeping hill- 
sides, Balaam and Ezekiel who sang of 
its power and riches, Solomon, Solon, 
and Alexander, St. Paul, St. George, 
Richard Cceur de Lion of England 
again, Othello and Desdemona, the Sul- 
tans Selim and Mustapha--time would 
fail to fill in half the catalogue, or do 
more than allude to the pageant of im- 
ages evoked by it. Further it must be 
added that this land of unnumbered 
memories has been also a world's prov- 
erb for its own unrivalled loveliness, for 
its groves and fountains, for its plains of 
fabulous fertility, and the magic of its 
enchanting air. 
So many interests ahnost confuse the 
imagiuation ; but the interest which, if 
not the greatest, is at least the most pe- 
culiar is to be fouud in its history dur- 
ing the Middle Ages. In Cyprus it was 
that with the most enduring results the 
armed chivalry of the West wedded the 
luxury of the East, and gave birth to an 
entirely strange civilization. The Gothic 
doorway, native to France and England, 
and crowned with the very shields pe- 
culiar to Western heraldry, there gave 
access not to the stern courtyard, but 
to gardens of pahns and oranges, and 
murmuring marble fountains. The 
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of man has accmnplished this metamor- land seems to mix with them and melt 

phosis, nature here has refused to suf- 
fer disfigurement. She has been stripped 
of one set of beauties-only to reveal 
others, and even of the old beauties she 
has by no means lost all. There are 
districts even now where the forests still 
survive; there 
are valleys trem- 
ulous wih acacia 
trees, and gorges 
thronged with 
oleanders. When- 
ever on the plain N .... 
a stream of water ,- -- 
is constant, the 
ground surround- .. 
ing it shows as a 
blot of the deep- 
est green; the 
dwellings sure to 
be near it are all 
embowered in 
branches; and a 
towering syca- 
more will be seen 
standing over it 
serene like a sen- 
tinel. But there, 
it is true, are ex- 
ceptions; let me 
speak of the land- 
scape in general. 
T h e mountains 
denmted of their 
foliage have been 
clothed by the  *. . .. 
sun and air with 
a living garment 
of constantly 
changing colors, which sometimes hides 
their loss, sometimes more than atones 
for it. The plains, in spite of a certain 
general bareness, are checkered with 
tracts of asphodel, and in February glit- 
ter with wildflowers. But here, as on 
the mountains, it is the air which is the 
great enchantress. It is fresh as the 
moving sea; it is clear .as crystal; in 
a special nd emphatic sense it must be 
described as liquid. It brightens and 
softens what it touches, just as water 
does; rocks and plants seen in it are 
like the rocks and plants in an aquari- 
um. In the distances, mirage and bars 
of violet mist are constantly floating in 
it, low over the level land, so that the 

into something sea-like. I have felt the 
charm of the air in many places, but no- 
where a charm equal to what it holds in 
Cyprus. 
A general idea of the aspect of the 
barer scenery may be easily conveyed 
to anyone who is 
acquainted with 
the Scotch High- 
lands. Standing 
on one of the ele- 
vations which are 
to be found in 
the plains about 
Nicosia, and look- 
ing round one at 
.. the wide encir- 
cling panorama, 
one might for  
m o m e n t fancy 
one's self in parts 
of Sutherland or 
Inverness-sh i re. 
But then, such a 
fancy would in- 
evitably, as it was 
in nly own ease, 
be succeeded by 
a sense of difi'e:- 
ence. It would 
be seen that 
everything w as 
. 
.. .... - on a nlore ex- 
 ... =. . . tended scale, that 
the crests of the 
.. - mountains were 
.. 
more various and 
fantastic, the lev- 
els immeasurably 

Scene in Nicosia. From a window overlooking an old garden, 

vaster, and the tints more gorgeous. 
The long ranges would reach away into 
the distance in undulating lines, ultra- 
marine and rose color, while here and 
there a summit would glitter like frosted 
silver. And then another peculiar feat- 
ure would be noticed--enormous iso- 
lated rocks, with steep sides and entirely 
flat tops, rising far off out of the dead 
level, like so many huge fortresses: and 
these, if the day were declining, would 
seem to be half transparent, as if, with 
all their scars, they were cut out of solid 
amethyst, and might almost pass for the 
beauties of the New Jerusalem. Mean- 
while the breeze would be breathing 
with a suavit:y alien to northe regions ; 



266 SCENE'S IN CYPRUS. 

a grimy box before him, containing his 
stock in trade. Then turning a corner 
one looks down the street of drapers, flut- 
tering with hndkerchiefs, scalwes, and 
brilliant stuffs, as if it were hung with 
flags, the shops being caverns of shad- 
ow filled with half-seen bales. Before 
some of them are small raised platforms, 
wlrich project a little into the roadway. 
On one of these a Nubian is quilting a 
stuffed coverlet, lying almost flat as he 
does so. On another an old Turk is 
squatting, superbly calm ; and, as if cus- 
tomers had no existence for him, quietly 
sucks at the amber mouthpiece of his 
chibottk, or stretches his hands over a 
brazier of live charcoal. Farther on 
come glimpses of small shops of the bar- 
bers, as bare to the public eye gs the 
rooms in a doll's house, then of cafSs, 
vith just as little privacy, where groups 
of men carousing at long tables are 
dimly visible tinder the obscm4ty of 
swafthy arches. A moment later we 
catch sight of an inky alley, which shows 
us the moving hands of a long succes- 
sion of shoemakers. Another tm, and 
we are in the middle of fruits, vegeta- 
bles, and groceries. Trays are on each 
side of us laden with oriental sweet- 
meats; behind them are huge off jars 

and bulbous cheeses, like turnips; ev- 
erywhere are dangling bunches of yel- 
low candles, ready for bming at shrines, 
tombs, or altars ; and often we came to 
a whole space made brilliant with pyra- 
mids of pale lemons, or wax-colored 
stacks of radishes. Again another turn, 
and we are in the smoke-blackened street 
of the iron workers, with forges far in 
the darkness, fizzing and spluttering fit- 
fully : and at the end of this very likely 
we are back again at the point from 
which we started. And through all 
these streets, from morning till evening, 
the most motley throng keeps moving. 
Dark European costumes push and jos- 
tle tlmir way amongst flowing robes of 
eve1 T imaginable color; and the faces 
are of every shade from white to the 
glossiest ebony. Turbans, felt hats, 
yashmaks, and fez caps, pass and repass 
each other, till one becomes dizzy in 
watching them. Above them are seen 
moving tall earthenware pots, poised on 
undistinguishable heads, or a way is 
forced by a big plank-like tray, on which 
a baker carries a row of rolls; while 
from time to time there is a sudden 
crush and movement, as a bullock cart 
advances slowly, with the animals' huge 
horns swaying. 
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Let us quit this scene, and pass down 
a quiet street that leads from it. Turn- 
ing a corner we suddenly find before us 
a narrow alley spanned by a succession 
of arches. We look up, and we sud- 
denly find that they are neither more nor 
less than the flying buttresses of the 
cathedral. We have travelled 9,000 
miles. The cathedral, it is true, is now 
used as a mosque, and in place of the 
original tower there are now two mina- 
rets: but the building still has its old 
Christian air about it, and it fills its 
precinct with suggestions of a quiet 
English town. Xor is the cathedral 
alone in doing this. Ahnost touching 
it is another medimval churcll--a mass 
of exquisite carving; on the opposite 
side of a square is an old brown build- 
ing that was once an archbishop's palace ; 
and in every direction are western coats 
of arms, one of which I recognized as 
that of an extinct Devonshire family. I 
used always to expect every moment in 
this neighborhood to see a curate com- 
ing round the comer: but instead of a 
curate, the only black thing visible was 
a naked Soudanese fanatic who passed 
among the Mahometans for a saint, and 
who, I was told, would probably break 

my camera, if ever he saw it directed to- 
ward the temple of Allah. 

And now, with eyes grown more ac- 
customed to such surroundings, let us 
go back to the hush of the other quar- 
ters-to the slladovy labyrinthine ways. 
We shall presently begin to discover 
many things which at first we had never 
noticed. We shall see that the lower 
stone work on which the mud super- 
structures rest is in many places ancient 
and beautifully pointed mason:v, with 
here and there in it signs of a walled up 
crusader or fragments of broken mould- 
ing. We shall see that the doors one 
after another are arches of pointed 
Gothic; and their crumbling coats of 
arms are still surmounting some of 
them; and we shall gradually realize 
that these mysterious houses round us 
all stand on the foundations of mediaeval 
Christian palaces. Inwardly, however, 
we shall notice Christian emblems or 
walls whose character is at once felt to 
be different ; and here or still lower we 
are looking at the church of the Arme- 
nians ; here at a Greek Basilica ; or here 
into the long cloiste of a Greek or 
Maronite monastery'. 
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Having strayed through the streets, 
let us now penetrate into the interiors. 
The houses are, roughly speaking, all of 
the same pattern. They are built round 
two, or sometimes three, sides of a gar- 
den, with open arcades from which the 
rooms are entered. The staircases some- 
times rise through the inner parts of the 
building, sometimes in arches in the 
open air ; and they terminate sometimes 
in a corridor with glazed windows, some- 
times in a second arcade, or in a deep 
loggia. As a rule the wood work is 
rude, and the ceilings, unplastered, ex- 
hibit a row of rafters, backed by a kind 

er considerable areas. One in which I 
spent several weeks, and which in com- 
parative size was moderate--even small, 
had a frontage to the street of a hun- 
dred feet, and a depth of two hundred ; 
while one, half in ruins, which I had to 
explore continually, must have enclosed 
within its walls something far more 
than an acre. Nothing can be imagined 
richer in quaint views than the garden 
thus secured, with the polished sky 
showing cloudless overhead, and a tall 
tower or minaret peering over the walls 
from a distance. I have said that the 
classical times have left little behind 

Walls and Harbor of Famagosta, 

of matting. Here and there, indeed, is 
a house where every lintel and door is 
carved, and the ceilings are arabesques 
of color ; these, however, are exceptions. 
But the rooms are always numerous, 
large, and lofty ; and they are constantly 
broken by graceful arches, which in the 
scarcity of good timber, help to support 
the roof. The arches, too, which sur- 
round the gardens, high, slim, and 
pointed, are a really beautiful feature, 
and stamp the scene with a pectfliar ar- 
chitecturalcharacter. These houses coy- 

them that was above ground; but they 
have left something. Here in these 
gardens, amongst the green gloom of the 
orange-trees, are fountains built out of 
blocks of antique carved marble; vio- 
lets will be growing round a white 
Corinthian capital; or stuckinto the 
ground as a careless border for a flower- 
bed will be a broken slab with the let- 
ters on it of an Hellenic inscription; 
and thus through all the later ages of 
history comes a faint echo from a past 
that is beyond the past. 
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And here, having mentioned history, 
let me recall, in the briefest manner, the 
main events which, since the classical 
times, have constituted the history of 
Cyprus, and have embodied themselves 

ard instantly disembarked all his forces, 
overran the island, routed and slew his 
opponent, and in a short time pro- 
claimed himself King of Cyprus. The 
possession, however, was soon felt by 

in the aspect of its capital. In the di- 
vision of the Ronmn Empire, it was nat- 
urally included in the eastern portion; 
for as many centuries as lie between 
ourselves and William the Conqueror, it 
was under the sway of Byzantine em- 
perors or their dependents. But about 
the year 1190, Richard I. of England, on 
his way to Palestine, was drawn aside to 
its shores, by a curious train of circum- 
stances. Some ships of his fleet had 
been wrecked, during a storm, near 
Limasol ; and those on board them, in- 
stead of receiving assistance, had been 
treated by the Cyprian governor with a 
studied and contemptuous cruelty. As 
luck would have it, amongst the sufferers 
was no less a person than the king's be- 
trothed, Berengaria. The king there- 
fore no sooner leaaaed the news than he 
landed, full of fury and bent on ven- 
geance or satisfaction. The governor, 
Isaac Comnenus, not only refused the 
last, but so aggravated his offence by the 
manner in which he did so, that Rich- 

him to be an encumbrance; and hav- 
ing presently sold it for a large sum to 
the Templars, and havi.g had it direct- 
ly after retmaed on his hands by them, 
he eventually made it over to Guy de 
Lusignanthe younger son of a French 
country gentleman, who arriving in Pal- 
estine as a penniless young adventurer, 
m,rried a queen of Jensalem, was him- 
self elected king of it, and after her 
death finding his position precarious, 
was glad to abandon it, and accept the 
principality of the neighboring sland. 
Thus was founded a dynasty which 
flourished three hundred years, which 
rose to a splendor and opulence then al- 
most unparalleled, and was surrounded 
by a feudal aristocracy, in its o n degree 
equally splendid. In time, however, re- 
verses began to come. About the end 
of the fourteenth century, the Genoese 
seized upon Famagosta, tlae principal 
port; and they held this, despie the ef- 
forts to oust tl]em, as a kind of commer- 
cial Gibraltar, for ninety years. Mean- 
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Entrance to the Castle of larnagosta. 

while, oving to various other causes, 
the power and authority of the Lusi- 
gnan kin,'s was waning. During the 
reign of the last of them, indeed, Fama- 
gosta was recovered; but he died pre- 
maturely, and left in his place a widow. 
This widow was the beautiful Catherine 
Cornaro, of Venice, whose eyes and lips 
in Florence still smile on us from the 
canvas of Titian, the most fascinating 
face in the whole Uffizi Gallery:and 
she, having lost her infant and only son, 
finally resigned her kingdom in favor of 
the Venetian Republic. The Venetians 
held the island for eighty years ; and then 
were driven from it by the Turks under 
the sultan Selim. he Turks held it 

for 300 years, like the 
Lusignans; and at the 
end of that period the 
conquest of the crusading 
llantagenet passed but 
yesterday for the second 
time to England. 
Such is the history em- 
bodied not only in the 
s t o n e s of Nicosia, but 
also in its existing life. 
In spite of the changes of 
rule to which Cyprus has 
been subjected, the bulk 
of the population have re- 
mained in race and char- 
acter much what they 
were under the Byzantine 
dukes or emperors. To- 
day no more than one- 
third are Mahometans. 
As for the rest, their re- 
ligion, as it always has 
been, is that of the Greek 
Church. The Church of 
Rome, in spite of its 
abbeys and its cathe- 
drals, was the 
church of the 
ading classes, 
never that of 
the people- and 
under the Cath- 
olic domination 
the two commu- 
nions existed 
side by side, 
each with its 
own institu- 
tions. But the 

crusading nobles are gone, and the 
muezzin cries from their cathedrals; 
oxen and mules or the wild doves are 
in their chapels, whilst from the Greek 
campanili the bells are still sounding, 
congregations kneel before screens of 
gorgeous gilding, and hardly a moun- 
tain side is without its inhabited 
monastery. On the other hand, what 
the Mahometans lack in numbers they 
make up for by the possession of im- 
portant buildings and the character, 
which, during their rule, they have im- 
pressed upon things generally. They 
have orientalized in appearance a race 
that was half oriental always- and they 
and that race divide the island between 
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may each have our own opinion: but 
for 900 years, at all events, this treasure 
has a plausible history. It is kept usu- 
ally not here, but in the parent monas- 
tery of Cicco, far among the moun- 
tains ; and it was brought down, last 
year, during a drought, to its present 
station among the plains in order to pro- 
cure rain for the neighborhood, which 
was specially in need of it. 
Such is a Cyprian monastery, which 
is in many ways typical. Outside is a 
farm-yard, swimming with puddles ; in- 
side, hidden with gold and jewels, is one 
of the chief objects of the faith and the 
devotion of millions. But in Cyprus 
that faith and devotion have peculiar 
characteristics of their own. Though 
the Hellenic temples have fallen, and 
the earth covers their columns, the Hel- 
lenic religion still lives to-day--persist- 
ent through all these ages--in the relig- 
ion of the Christian peasantry. The 
birth of Venus from the foam of the Cyp- 
rian sea is celebrated annually at Lar- 
naka, under a thin disguise, by a marine 
festival, half fair and half regatta; and 
one favorite name of the Madonna is 
Aphroditlssa. 

But space will not permit me to lin- 
ger over the Greeks. I can introduce the 
reader to but one scene more, and that 
scene will be essentially Western. To 
me it was the most impressive and in- 
teresting thing in Cyprus. I am speak- 
ing of the city of Famagosta. Fama- 
gosta to most people is hardly so much 
as a name: to very few is it more. 
Those whose attention has been turned 
to these localities are aware that it was 
a place of importance from the days of 
the Ptolemies and of Augustus ; that it 
subsequently rose to a fresh importance 
under the Lusignans; that under the 
Genoese it was one of the richest trad- 
ing towns in the world ; that the Vene- 
tians recognized and treated it as the 
key to Cyprus; that against it was di- 
rected the first Turkish attack, and that 
here the Turks encountered the most 
desperate and heroic resistance. 
It is situated on the sea, on the east- 
ern coast of the island, at one end of 
the great central plain. The harbor, 
which is now nearly filled up, was in 
former days capacious; and by the ex- 

penditure of no exorbitant sum it might 
be made capable of holding the entire 
Channel fleet. To the north and west it 
is surrounded by sand-swept wolds, 
which are bounded far off by a line of 
purple mountains. To the south the 
ground is more fertile. Approached 
from the land, it looks less like a town 
than like one enormous fort. Here and 
there at a distance we see a tower or an 
elevated battery; but the long lines of 
the walls, brown and melancholy, only 
just peer over the slope that swells to- 
ward them. It is from the south side 
that one enters. My first visit was in 
the morning, and the day was soft and 
blue, with a beauty passing even that of 
the Riviera. The road ran through a 
deep-green meadow of asphodel, across 
which was moving a bevy of Turkish 
women, who, in their white yashmaks, 
shone like a bed of lilies. Before me 
the asphodel rose toward the length of 
the fortification, while the road lost it- 
self in a cutting under a dark cluster of 
towers. Arrived at this cutting, one re- 
alized the character of the place better. 
One saw that it was surrounded by an 
enormous moat or trench cut in the 
solid rock ; and that the walls were really 
some fifty feet in height. The road 
crbssed the ditch on a causeway of nine 
arches and entered a gate, before hich 
a drawbridge once descended. What 
struck me most, at first, was the won- 
derful preservation of the masonry. 
The stains of the weather left a flown 
upon everything; but there was no de- 
cay or crumbling. On entering, this 
impression deepened. Dark, unbroken 
arches were sharp and solid over my 
head, and the passage ended with an 
open vaulted space that seemed like a 
baron's hall. Close behind it, yawning 
and shadowy in the sunshine, was at.oth- 
er open vault similar to it, facing the 
interior, and hollowed in the thickness 
of the rampm-ts ; and in the shadow of 
this were other vaulted openings leading 
away into black, mysterious passages. 
And what of the town ? I had heard 
that it was ruinous, but I was quite 
unprepared for the peculiar aspect of 
its desolation. Immediately facing one 
on entering, was a dilapidated Turk- 
ish caf4, built against the fortifications; 
to the left was a roofless Turkish hut, 
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and to the right a lane of cottages wan- 
dered away fortuitously; but through 
wide gap was visible an open space be- 
yond, and making my way to this, the 
whole of Famagosta burst upon me. 
was in the midst of a desert. The great 
walls ran on unbroken on one side of 
me, but on the other were grassy ex- 
panses littered with huge .heaps of stones 
and crowded with ancient churches. 
Many of them stood within fifty yards 
of one another, and my eye and my 
arithmetic were quite bewildered by 
their number. I made my way toward 
one, across a small field, climbing over 
a rude enclosure and stumbling now 
and again over some broken pieces of 
carving. I entered the door, and found 
myself in the hollow gloom of those 
vaulted isles, with sand and refuse strew- 
ing the uneven floor and everywhere on 
the walls around me the remains of gor- 
geous frescoes. I mounted the ram- 
parts to obtain a wider view;and 
wide desolation was before me with 
more churches standing in it. 
The Turkish cottages, with their flat 
mud roofs, and one or two larger build- 
ings used for government purposes 
hardly broke the impression of perfect 
solitude. The few figures to be seen 
and the few sounds to be heard only 
added to it. Here and there a shepherd 
was sitting under a palm tree ; a group 
of children played on a ruined wall; 
sometimes a voice called ; sometimes a 
sheep-bell tinkled; and ever and again 
over the heaps that once were palaces, 
faint yet crisp, came the long plash of 
the sea. As I examined the scene, three 
objects struck me specially. One was 
cluster of low towers, at an angle of the 
town toward the sea. Another was 
ruined chancel, whose tall, slender arches 
showed like a skeleton in the sky. The 
third was a church larger than all the 
others. I at once recognized it as the 
cathedral, which I knew existed there. 
I male my way toward this last through 
a network of sunken lnes, along which 
were built some of the poor habitations 
I have mentioned: and my first near 
view of it was through the wicket of an 
olcl woman's garden. In many ways it 
is like the cathedral of Lichfield, only 
more florid in carving; the stone is of 
a peculiar tawny color, something like 

a lion's skin; and instead of its two 
towers it is spiked now with a tall 
minaret. I entered the garden. This, 
over half its little area, was rank with 
luxuriant green-stuff: but half was bare, 
for the simple reason that half was oc- 
cupied by the stones of ruined me- 
dieeval buildings. In one corner of it 
was a dilapidated Persian water-wheel, 
for a wall on one side it had the ruin 
of a small church; the path at my 
feet was strewn with fragments of 
pottery; and above all these, itself no 
longer Christian, the forlorn cathedral 
lifted its English outlines. Before me, 
visibly and materially, were the very 
images that were in the mind of the 
preacher when he wrote the verses by 
which so many best remember him. 
The pitcher was broken at the fountain, 
and the wheel was broken at the cistern, 
and everything in the stillness seemed 
to be saying of man that he was gone 
to his long home. The sentiment was 
in the air ; it breathed like "an unheard 
melody ;" it was drawn out and repeat- 
ed on all sides as if by some soundless 
orchestra. 
I could not, however, remain there 
listening to this indefinitely; so pres- 
ently made my way to the ruined chan- 
cel, through whose arches the brilliant 
sea was glimmering, and mder whose 
shadow some Turkish children played. 
Thence across a perfect waste I passed 
to the solemn-looking castle, which stood 
like a bastion at the northeast angle of 
the walls, and projected partly into the 
sea. There was nothing beautiful in its 
appearance, but it was impressive for its 
antiquity, its preservation, and its for- 
bidding strength. Externally there was 
not a single window,-nothing but blind 
walls and huge bulging towers. But, for 
all that, it was in nany ways interest- 
ing. Over the gate, let into the ancient 
stonework, was the lion of the Venetian 
Republic ; and mounting to the battle- 
ments by an external stair, I saw, stand- 
ing in the sea and approached by a 
neck of masonry, a circular building 
which is named Torre del lIoro. There 
tradition says were the quarters of a 
Venetian governor, Christoforo Moro; 
and he was none other than the proto- 
type of Othello. This made the remote 
and rarely visited walls at once seem 
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familiar, and peopled them with well- 
known figures; and I pleased myself 
by fancying that, in a sombre Gothic 
hall, with heavy pillars and vaulting of 
enormous thickness, I had discovered 
the place where Iago made the "canna- 
kin clink" 
And here I am compelled to end. 
Those who are acquainted with the 
writings and the discoveries of Di Ces- 
nola will of course be aware that there 
are aspects of Cyprus and its history on 

which I have not even glanced. I have 
writtenmif I may so express myself-- 
as an impressionist, not as an antiqua- 
rian. The scenes and impressions I have 
described are few; but so far as they 
go they are typical : and if anyone finds 
a charm in remote and neglected beauty, 
and cares to bend over the face of the 
past rather than dissect its body, I hope 
I may have conveyed to him some idea 
of the charm which is still to be found 
in this famous but neglected island. 

A JAR OF ROSE-LEAVES. 

By Thomas Wentworth Higginson. 

lo 

o 

MYRU.D roses fade unheeded 
Yet no note of grief is needed; 
When the ruder breezes tear them, 
Sung or songless, we can spare them. 
But the choicest petals are 
Shrined in some deep orient jar, 
Rich without and sweet within, 
Where we cast the rose-leaves in. 

What the jar holds, that shall stay; 
Time steals all the rest away. 
Cast in love's first stolen word, 
Bliss when uttered, bliss when heard ; 
Maiden's looks of shy surprise; 
Glances from a hero's eyes; 
Palms we risked our souls to win; 
Memory, fling the rose-leaves in! 

Life has jars of costlier price 
Framed to hold our memories. 
There we treasure baby smiles, 
Boyish exploits, girlish wiles, 
All that made our childish days 
Sweeter than these trodden ways 
Where the Fates our fortunes spin. 
Memory, toss the rose-leaves in! 

Now more sombre and more slow 
Iet the incantation growl 
Cast in shreds of rapture brief, 
Subtle links 'twixt hope and grief ; 
Vagrant fancy's dangerous toys; 
Covert dreams, narcotic joys 
Flavored with the taste of sin; 
Memory, pour the rose-leaves in! 

Quit that borderland of paint 
Cast in thoughts of nobler vein, 
Magic gifts of human breath, 
Mysteries of birth and death. 
What if all this web of change 
But prepare for scenes more strange; 
If to die be to begin .9 
Memory, heap the rose-leaves in! 



MEMORIES OF SOME CONTEMPORARIES. 281 

1)lain farmers would not only travel 
long distances to hear him, but they 
would stand for hours under a burning 
sun, or in a pelting rain, seemingly ob- 
livious of everything but the speeches 
by which their attention was absorbed. 
Nor was his fame as an orator confined 
to Ohio. By his speeches in Congress 
he acquired a national reputation. Made 
upon subjects which have long ceased 
to be interesting, no one can read them 
now without feeling that they place him 
in the front rank of American orators. 

One of the earliest, and in many re- 
spects the pleasantest, of the acquaint- 
ances which I formed in Indiana was 
that of Henry Ward Beecher, who in 
1839, on the invitation of Samuel Bier- 
rill, president of the State Bank, and a 
few other prominent citizens of Indian- 
apolis, left Lawrenceburgh, where he 
had been preaching for two or three 
years, to become the first pastor of a New- 
School lresbyterian church at the capi- 
tal of the State. There were not more 
than a dozen members when he took 
charge of it, but it grew rapidly in 
membership until 1847, when he ac- 
cepted a call to Brooklyn. 
1VIr. Beecher was not only the most 
popular but the most influential preacher 
that this country has produced. He 
did more than any other man to liberal- 
ize religious sentiment--to lift orthodox 
theology out of the ruts in which it had 
been running from the days of the luri - 
tans. His sermons were very rarely 
doctrinal He was in no respect a the- 
ologian. He cared little for creeds. Be- 
lief with him was a matter of secondary 
importance ; conduct was everything. 
He had a decided taste for horticult- 
ure, and one of his most intimate ac- 
quaintances was a man (Aldrich, I think 
his nam. e was)who had a fine nursery 
and garden near Indianapolis. "I like 
him," said Mr. Beecher to me one day; 
"I like him because he loves flowers as 
I do, and I have a great admiration of 
him because he is one of the honestest 
men I have ever met. I have made him 
a study. He is always what he appears 
to be, a perfectly upright man. 
ing would induce him to swerve from 
the truth, and yet he is an infidel, a 
flisbeliever in the Bible and a future 

life. I wish that I and my church mem- 
bers were more like him." 
I was very intimate with lIr. Beecher 
as long as he lived in Indianapolis. He 
was frequently at my house. I once 
travelled with him on horseback from 
Fort Wayne to Indianapolis, when it 
took full three days to make the trip; 
stopped with him at the same taverns, 
and slept in the same rooms with him. 
To me he was an open book. If there 
had been anything wrong about him I 
should have discovered it. He was in- 
capable of disguise, and I never heard a 
sentiment from him that the strictest 
moralist could object to. tits vitality 
was immense; his jollity at times ir- 
repressible. He was physically very 
strong. His health was perfect, his 
buoyancy of spirits unflagging. I recol- 
lect how he sang and shouted as we rode 
through the woods together--how ad- 
mirably he mimicked preachers who 
seemed to think that sanctimonious 
countenances and whining tones were 
the indications of zealous faith. To Mr. 
Beecher religion was joyousness--Chris- 
tianity the agency by which men were 
to be made not only better but happier. 
"Some people," said he, "think that I 
am not solemn enough in the pulpit, 
nor staid or reverent enough out of it. 
I wonder what they would think if I 
should act just as I feel !" 
Mr. Beecher gave proof of his pluck 
in his encounters with secessionists and 
sympathizers of the South in Liverpool 
and London. It was sometimes tested 
in a different way. The people of Indi- 
ana before the war, if not pro-slavery in 
sentiment, were, with few exceptions, 
opposed to all anti-slavery movements, 
and the negroes who came to the State 
were frequently the subjects of barbar- 
ous treatment. One day there was what 
was called a negro riot in Indianapolis, 
in which some inoffensive colored peo- 
ple were driven from their homes and 
treated with savage inhumanity. A 
leader of the rioters, whose behavior to- 
ward these people was especially infa- 
mous, was a constable. Mr. Beecher, 
upon being informed of his conduct, 
denounced it in his usual emphatic 
manner. This came to the ears of the 
constable, who expressed his determi- 
nation to hold Mr. Beecher responsible. 
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"Beecher must take back what he has 
said about me, or I'll lick him within an 
inch of his life." The next day as Mr. 
Beecher was walking leisurely by the 
constable's office, the constable opened 
the door and asked Mr. Beecher to step 
in. The office was near the principal 
hotel of the city, and some young men 
who had heard of the constable's threats, 
and happened to be standing on the 
sidewalk, gathered around the door to 
see, as they said, the fun. The consta- 
ble was a big, brawny fellow, and as Mr. 
Beecher entered, he advanced to meet 
him, and said in a rough voice : "I un- 
derstand, Mr. Beecher, that you said so 
and so about me," repeating the offen- 
sive language. "Did you say that, sir ?" 
"I don't think I said exactly that, but 
it was about what I meant to say," re- 
plied Mr. Beecher as he looked the con- 
stable steadily in the face. "You're 
damned liar, sir; and if you weren't a 
preacher I'd lick you like a dog," said 
the constable. "Don't mind that ; I ask 
no favor on that score," responded Mr. 
Beecher. The constable looked at the 
stoutly built, sturdy man that stood be- 
fore him without flinching, and con- 
cluded that it was safer to threaten than 
to strike. Ir. Beecher listened for 
moment to the constable's oaths, then 
left the office, saying, as he went out, 
"Good-bye, Mr. Constable ; you will feel 
better when you cool off." The bystand- 
ers clapped their hands as Mr. Beecher 
stepped upon the sidewalk, and it was 
long time before the constable heard the 
last of his interview with Mr. Beecher. 
"What would you have done," I asked 
Mr. Beecher, "if the constable had 
tempted to make good his threats?" 
"I should have warded off his blows and 
laid him upon his back in no time. I 
knew if I was not stronger that I was 
quicker and a better wrestler than he 
was, and I was sure that he could not 
have stood before me for an instant. I 
should have been sorry to have had 
contest with such a fellow, but I could 
not stand and be whipped," was Mr. 
Beecher's reply. 
Mr. Beecher wrote a great deal, and 
usually with great ability; but it is 
upon his talents and accomplishments 
as a preacher that his fame will most 
securely rest. Few of his sermons were 

what might be called finished produc- 
tions, but they abounded in eloquent 
passages and striking illustrations and 
original ideas. They were instructive as 
well as captivating. No man has ever 
been heard by so many people ; no man 
of the present century has expressed 
so many loving thoughts, or touched 
so many hearts, or influenced so many 
lives, or done so much to soften theo- 
logical austerities and liberalize relig- 
ious sentiment as Henry Ward Beecher. 

Although I had gone West with the 
full intention of practising law, and, in- 
deed, met with gratifying success in my 
early efforts, I was diverted from my 
profession in 1835, when I was appointed 
cashier and manager of the Fort Wayne 
Branch of the State Bank of Indiana. 
I liked the business of banking so much 
that I had no disposition to resume the 
practice of law, and so it happened that 
when the new Bank of the State of In- 
diana was organized, in 1857, I was elect- 
ed its president. In 1862 I went to 
Washington to oppose the passage of 
the bill to establish a National Banking 
System, which, if it passed, might be 
greatly prejudicial to the State Banks-- 
the one of which I was president being 
among the largest of them. In March, 
1863, I was again in Washington. I 
had left home with my wife, to be absent 
for a couple of weeks on a pleasure trip. 
I had been a hard worker without inter- 
mission for nearly a quarter of a cen- 
tury, and so we decided that we would 
make a flying visit to the Eastern cities, 
letting no one at home know where let- 
ters would reach us, in order that we 
might enjoy a few genuine holidays. 
In the afternoon of the day before we 
left Washington we went through the 
Treasury Department. As I had no busi- 
ness to transact, and was not acquainted 
with Secretary Chase, I did not feel at 
liberty to call upon him, but as we 
passed by the door of his room I handed 
my card to his messenger. The next 
morning we were on ore" way to Balti- 
more, where we spent a day very pleas- 
antly. Thence we went to Philadelphia, 
New York, and Plattsburgh, where we 
were married twenty-five years before, 
and were at home again within the time 
fixed for our return. Here, to my sur- 
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prise, I found a number of telegrams, 
some of which had followed me from 
place to place, requesting me to return 
to Washington, and a letter from Mr. 
Chase, offering to me the position of 
Controller of the Currency, and express- 
ing an earnest wish that I should ac- 
cept it. I had been forced to admit 
that there was a necessity for a National 
Banking System, and I felt that the 
Government had a right to any services 
that I might be able to render in the 
tremendous struggle in which it was 
engaged. Being in a strait, I did 
what all men who have sensible wives 
ought to do when important questions 
are to be considered and acted upon-- 
I consulted my wife. The conclusion 
was that I should resign the presidency 
of the bank and go to Washington to 
organize the Tational Currency Bureau, 
with the understanding, however, that I 
should remain in Washington no longer 
than might be necessary to give the new 
banking system a successful start. As 
soon as this conclusion was reached, I 
informed )lr. Chase that I would accept 
the office which he had so kindly ten- 
dered to me. 
Mr. Chase was one of the most extra- 
ordinary men that our country has pro- 
duced. In 1837 he was pointed out to 
me in the Cincinnati court-house as the 
rising young lawyer at the bar, which 
was even then distinguished by the high 
character of its lawyers. Had he con- 
tinued in the practice he would have 
been the peer of Henry Stansberry in 
legal accomplishments, and have come 
up to the standard of Thomas Ewing, 
the ablest lawyer who has appeared west 
of the Alleghanies. His mind was clear 
and logical, comprehensive in its grasp, 
and certain in its conclusions. He was 
a fine scholar, a master of the English 
tongue. He spoke with ease and dis- 
tinctness. He was not what might be 
called a fluent, nor, according to the 
American idea (which is rapidly chang- 
ing), an eloquent speaker; but he had 
few equals in analyzing difficult ques- 
tions and making abshuse subjects in- 
telligible. Inclined to be dogmatic and 
.overbearing, he was, nevertheless, genial 
m social intercourse, and at times fasci- 
nating. In manners he was courtly with- 
out assumption; in opinion tenacious 

without intolerance. He was strong in 
his convictions and steadfast in his prin- 
ciples. Hostile to slavery, and a strict 
constructionist, he was willing to grant 
to the slave power just what was granted 
by the Constitution, not an iota more. 
The movements of the armies, the 
great battles that were fought with 
varying successes on both sides, so ab- 
sorbed the public attention that com- 
paratively little interest was felt in the 
measures that were adopted to provide 
the means to meet the enormous and 
daffy increasing demands upon the treas- 
ury. It was the successful general who 
was the recipient of honors, not the 
man by whose agency the sinews of war 
(money) were supplied, and yet but for 
the successful administration of the 
Treasury Department during the war, 
the Union would have been riven asun- 
der. If I vere asked to designate the man 
whose services next to Mr. Lincoln's were 
of the greatest value to the country from 
March, 1861, to July, 1864, I should un- 
hesitatingly name Salmon P. Chase. 
When Mr. Chase was appointed Secre- 
tary, the public credit -as lower than 
that of any other great nation. The 
Treasury was empty. The annual ex- 
penditures had for some years exceeded 
the revenues. To meet the deficiencies 
shifts were resorted to which, while they 
gave present relief to the Treasury, 
added to its embarrassment. 
It is not necessary for me to speak of 
the various loans that were negotiated, 
the taxes that were imposed, to raise 
the immense sums that were needed in 
the prosecution of the most expensive 
war that the world has ever known. It 
is enough for me merely to refer to the 
extraordinary fact that the people were 
patient under very burdensome taxes-- 
taxes to which they were entirely unac- 
customed, taxes dh'ect and indirect, 
taxes upon almost everything that they 
conshmed, taxes which before the war 
it would have been considered impos- 
sible to collect; and to the still more 
extraordinary, fact that the public credit 
steadily improved, notwithstanding the 
rapid increase of the public debt, and 
was higher when it reached the enor- 
moussum of $2,757,803,686, as it did in 
August, 1865, than it was when the 
Government did not owe a dollar. 
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Not alone to Mr. Chase is the honor 
due of the financial success of the Gov- 
ernment in its desperate struggle for the 
maintenance of its integrity, but a very 
large share of it certainly belongs to 
him. It was by his advice that taxes 
were imposed and lons were authorized. 
It was by him that the most important 
negotiations were accomplished, and it 
was in accordance with his general fi- 
nancial policy that the department was 
administered after his resignation. He 
was the manager of the finances from 
lIarch, 1861, to July, 1864, and by their 
successful management during that 
gloomy and momentous period he estab- 
lished a lasting claim upon the respect 
and gratitude of his countrymen. 
Nothing is so captivating and yet so 
dangerous to our public men as the 
whisperings of the "siren" exciting as- 
pirations for the presidency, which are 
never realized and which never die. In 
 conversation which I had with Mr. 
Chase in 1863, he remarked that there 
was only one office which he had heart- 
ily desired--the office of Chief Justice 
of the Supreme Court. I dined with 
him a couple of weeks after the coveted 
honor had been conferred upon him, 
and I was pained by discovering that he 
was far from being satisfied. As a Jus- 
tice of the Supreme Court, he had no 
favors to grant, no patronage to wield. 
l=Iigh a the position was, it was not the 
one to which he had really aspired. To 
him it seemed like retirement from pub- 
lic life. There was another thing that 
was undoubtedly weighing upon him, 
although he did ot suggest it. He had 
not been in the active practice of the 
law for twenty years, nor had he been 
able during that period to devote any 
time to legal studies. As an active poli- 
tician, the leader of the anti-slavery party 
in Ohio, as Governor, United States Sen- 
ator, and Secretary of the Treasury, he 
had been otherwise fully employed; so 
that when he went upon the bench he 
was unfamiliar with the work which he 
was called upon to perform. I-Ie per- 
ceivel therefore that, unless he shrank 
from a proper share of the duties of the 
Court (and that he was not disposed to 
do), he would for a time labor 1ruder 
great disadvantages. He did have to 
work much harder in the investigation 

of legal questions and in the prepara- 
tion of opinions than either of his asso- 
ciates. It was undoubtedly this hard 
work and the disappointment of his 
political ambition that shortened his 
life. 
Mr. Lincoln's high appreciation of 
Mr. Chase's ability and character was 
exhibitecl by his appointing him to be 
Chief Justice. I-Ie hesitated for some 
days, while the matter was under con- 
sideration, to send his name to the Sen- 
ate, under the apprehension that he 
might be somewhat rigorous in his judg- 
ment of some of the executive acts, and 
especially those of the Secretary of War, 
if suit should be brought involving ques- 
tions that could only be settled by the 
Supreme Court. Knowing that my re- 
lations with Mr. Chase were intimate, he 
sent for me one day, and after explaining 
the nature of his fears, asked me what I 
thought about them. "Why, Mr. Presi- 
dent," I replied, "you have no reason 
for fears on that score. Mr. Chase is in 
the same box with you and Mr. Stan- 
ton. He favored and advised, as he 
has himself informed me, the disper- 
sion by force of the Maryland Legis- 
lature, and if anything more illegal than 
that has been done, I have not heard of 
it." The President did not say that 
that reminded him of a story, but he 
laughed heartily, and the interview was 
ended. 
It may be proper for me to remark 
here that the personal relations between 
Mr. Lincoln and Mr. Chase were never 
cordial. They were about as unlike in 
appearance, in education, in manners, in 
taste, and in temperament, as two emi- 
nent men could be. Mr. Chase had re- 
ceived a classical education, and until 
he entered the political field and became 
the leader of the anti-slavery party of 
Ohio, he had been a student of general 
literature; in appearance he was im- 
pressive, in manners stately, in taste 
refined, in temperament cold. Although 
the larger part of his early life was 
passed in the West, he was not "west- 
ernized." He cracked no jokes, and he 
had no aptitude for story telling. He 
did not and could not appreciate those 
qualities which brought Mr. Lincoln so 
close to the hearts of the people. Self- 
reliant, rapid in conclusions, and prompt 
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in action, he would not, had he been 
President in the spring of 1861, have 
waited for South Carolina to strike the 
first blow: it was therefore fortunate 
that he was not in Mr. Lincoln's place. 
Mr. Lincoln had no educational ad- 
vantages in his early life. In appear- 
ance he was unprepossessing, in man- 
ners ungraceful, in taste unrefined, or 
at least peculiar, but he was warm- 
hearted and genial. In knowledge of 
men, in strong common sense, in sound 
judgment., in sagacity, Mr. Lincoln had 
no superior. He was unassuming, pa- 
tient, hopeful, far-seeing. He was also 
one of the bravest of men. In saying 
this I do not refer to personal courage 
--in which he was by no means defi- 
cient, but to bravery of a higher and 
rarer kind, bravery which was stead- 
fast under the criticism of his friends 
and the assaults of his enemies. His 
inaction for some weeks after his inau- 
guration greatly disappointed many of 
his most devoted political adherents, 
who became fearful that it indicated in- 
decision; and the feeling became wide- 
spread that he lacked nerve--one of the 
most essential qualities in a statesman 
who is called upon to act when danger 
is imminent and great interests are at 
stake. In these respects he was mis- 
judged. He was anxious to prevent a 
decided rupture of the relations of the 
Government with the Southern States, 
and he was determined, if a rupture 
should occur, that the administration 
should not be responsible for it. It was 
his duty to enforce obedience to the 
Federal authority throughout the Union, 
but he hoped that this might be accom- 
plished in the Southern States without 
a resort to arms. He knew how strong 
the opposition was in the West to what 
was called coercion, the coercion of sov- 
ereign States; and he foresaw that if a 
conflict should occur, and the govern- 
ment should be regarded as the ag- 
gressor, it would fail to command hearty 
support in that section, and how impor- 
tant it therefore was, if war was to be 
the result of attempts to execute the 
law, that the first blow should not be 
struck by the Government. His wis- 
dom was vindicated by the manner in 
which the report of the cannonade upon 
Fort Sumter was received throughout 

the loyal States. It was, as I have re- 
marked, like an electric shock to a seem- 
ingly inanimate body, which, however, 
was full of life. It vitalized the dormant 
patriotism of the people, it hushed party 
strife, it united Republicans and Demo- 
crats in a common cause--the defence 
of the Union. Thenceforward many 
who had been the opponents of coercion 
were its strongest advocates. Some of 
them attained high distinction in the 
field. 
Throughout his administration Mr. 
Lincoln was wiser than his assailants, 
wiser than his friends. Beside the at- 
tacks of his political enemies, to which 
he was indifferent, he was constantly 
charged by those who claimed to be 
friendly with hesitation, when hesita- 
tion was dangerous. They were, for 
instance, impatient at his tardiness in 
using his war power to free the slaves, 
and they censured him without stint. 
He was troubled by these censures, but 
his purposes were not shaken by them. 
Although one of the mildest of men, he 
was unyielding to efforts which were 
made to force him to acts which he con- 
sidered erroneous in themselves, or er- 
roneous because untimely. His aim was 
to keep abreast with the public senti- 
ment, with which no man was better ac- 
quainted, and not to go too fast to avoid 
the charge of going too slow. He issued 
his celebrated Emancipation Proclama 
tion when he thought the people were 
prepared for it and when the military 
condition of the country seemed to jus- 
tify it. It came at the right time;it 
breathed the right spirit, and it was 
hailed with almost universal satisfaction 
in almost all the loyal States. I never 
think of the manner in which Mr. I_in- 
coin fulfilled the most difficult and re- 
sponsible duties which ever devolved 
upon mortal man, of the enormous la- 
bors which he performed, of his faith 
in the right, his constancy, his hope- 
fulness, his sagacity, and his patience 
under unmerited and bitter criticism, 
without feelings of admiration akin to 
reverence. 

When Mr. Chase resigned (as Secre- 
tary of the Treasury) the eyes of the peo- 
ple turned to Mr. Fessenden as the 
right man to be his successor. Mr. 
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Fessenden's acknowledged ability and 
high character, and the financial knowl- 
edge which he had displayed as chair- 
man of the Finance Committee of the 
Senate were a sufficient guaranty that 
under his direction the business of the 
Treasury Department would be honestly 
and wisely conducted. He accepted the 
office with extreme reluctance. His 
business had been to assist in making 
laws, not in executing them. He was 
distrustful of his executive ability. 
The duties which he was required to 
perform were distasteful to him from 
the start, and the longer he remained in 
office, the more distasteful they became 
to him. If Mr. Fessenden had been 
strong in health, if his duties had been 
congenial, and he had been content to 
remain at the head of the great depart- 
ment, he would have been equal to his 
duties, however difficult and onerous 
they might have been. But his health 
was not good, and his heart was not in 
executive but in legislative work. It 
was as a senator that he had achieved 
renown. It was in the Senate Chamber 
that he was at home. There, in extent 
of knowledge, in command of language, 
in readiness and force in debate, he had 
no equal. Mr. Douglas was frequently 
compared with him, but he was more 
learned than Mr. Douglas, closer in 
reasoning, more easily followed, more 
accurate in statements, and altogether 
safer as a leader. 
Mr. Fessenden was one of the very 
few men of his day that merited the 
name of statesman. He must have been 
a hard student in early days (he was 
not subsequently), or, great as was his 
aptitude for learning, he would not 
have possessed that wealth of knowl- 
edge which he frequently displayed in 
the Senate Chamber. He was not an 
orator, but a debater of the highest 
order--lucid, cogent, incisive. He did 
not regard the halls of Congress as fit 
places for oratorical display, for the de- 
livery of orations, and he listened impa- 
tiently, when he listened at all, to 1Ir. 
Sumner's, which had been prepared 
with care and committed to memory. 
He was disposed to underrate abilities 
which differed from his own, and he 
therefore underrated those of Mr. Sum- 
ner. In devotion to what he considered 

right, he was as inflexible as steel. 
This trait of character was exhibited in 
the impeachment trial of President 
Johnson. While this celebrated trial 
was going on, he received scores of let- 
ters threatening him with personal vio- 
lence-some of them with death---if he 
voted for acquittal; but they did not 
disturb him in the least. No one knew 
how he would vote---he did not know 
himself until the testimony and the ar- 
guments on both sides had been heard; 
but it was well known that he had no 
sympathy with those who had deter- 
mined how they would vote before the 
trial was commenced---who did not hesi- 
tate to pronounce the President guilty 
without waiting for the evidence. There- 
fore it was feared that his vote might 
not be unfavorable to the President, and 
hence the threats. Mr. Fessenden said 
to me as much, I am sure, as he said to 
anyone, which was simply this, that he 
would listen attentively to the testi- 
mony and to the arguments of counsel, 
and then, and not until then, make up 
his mind as to what his oath and his 
duty required of him. His vote and 
the votes of six others from the Repub- 
lican side of the Senate, with the Demo- 
cratio votes, saved the President from 
being adjudged a criminal, and the Re- 
publican party from disruption. 
For some years before his death ill 
health prevented Mr. Fessenden from 
participating in Washington festivities, 
and on this account he was regarded by 
many as being of an unsocial disposi- 
tion. In this he was misjudged. Be- 
fore his health became impaired, he was 
eminently social ; to those who were in- 
timate with him he was always one of 
the most affable and agreeable of men. 
In appearance he was attractive;his 
face was handsome and strikingly intel- 
lectual ; in deportment he was natural, 
in character upright, in all business 
transactions honorable. He was true to 
his principles and his friends, never un- 
faithful to the former or forgetful of the 
latter. 

As a resident of Washington during 
the war and reconstruction periods, and 
as the occupant of an important official 
position, I met not only the most in- 
fluential statesmen and financiers of tha 



MEMORIES OF SOME CONTEMPORARIES. 287 

country, but many of the most distin- 
guished generals. At the Washington 
Scientific Club, of which I was a mem- 
ber, I became acquainted with General 
George H. Thomas. He was not a mem- 
ber, but he accepted invitations to its 
meetings, in which he seemed to be 
much interested. He frequently par- 
ticipated in the discussions, and always 
spoke with intelligence and to the point. 
I saw a good deal of him in the club 
and out of it, and the better I knew 
him the more highly I esteemed him. 
My acquaintance with him became close, 
and he spoke to me, I think, with as 
much freedom as he spoke to anyone, 
about his military services and the criti- 
cisms to which he was subjected just 
before the battle of Nashville. In the 
last conversation I ever had with him 
he referred to the annoying telegrams 
which he received from General Halleck 
at Washington and from General Grant 
at City Point. "I was on the ground," 
he said, "and hard at work in getting 
together and into fighting shape the 
scattered and undisciplined forces under 
my command, after General Sherman 
had commenced his march to the sea, 
in order that I might strike an effective 
blow agaifist the superior forces of 
General Hood. I knew, or thought I 
knew, when the blow should be struck ; 
and it was struck just as soon as it could 
be with reasonable prospects of success. 
Defeat at that time and at that place 
would have been a greater calamity than 
any which had befallen the Federal 
forces. It would have cleared the way 
for the triumphant march of Hood's 
army through Kentucky, and a success- 
ful invasion of Indiana and Illinois, in 
which there were no Federal troops. It 
was therefore of the last importance that 
the battle upon which so much depended 
should not be fought until I was ready 
for it. To one of General Grant's de- 
spatches, urging me to fight, I was 
strongly tempted (grossly improper as 
it would have been) to ask why he was 
not fighting himself." 
The gallantry and military capacity 
of General Thomas were displayed in 
every one of the many battles in which 
he was engaged; and never was he 
charged with being slow, until he hesi- 
tated to strike at Hood before he was 

prepared to make the battle of Nashville 
one of the most decisive battles of the 
war ; but the complaint came from City 
Point, and hence the credence of its 
justice. In the history of the great 
Civil War, yet to be written by an im- 
partial pen, no name will be more con- 
spicuous, not for courage only, but for 
all the qualities required in a great com- 
mander, than that of George II. Thomas. 
Nor was it as a soldier only that he 
was renowned. He was no less distin- 
guished by his modesty, his unselfish- 
ness, and his keen sense of justice. I-Ie 
was never his own trumpeter, nor with 
his approbation was anyone the trump- 
eter of his fame. Newspaper corre- 
spondents were never welcome in his 
camps, tIis supreme ambition was to 
do his duty, and he was content that his 
reputation should rest upon his acts. 
He declined honors when, by accepting 
them, he would have sanctioned injus- 
tice to others. 

Having said so much about General 
Thomas, I cannot help giving the im- 
pressions made upon me by a few of the 
other distinguished generals and com- 
manders with whom I became person- 
ally acquainted during the war, or soon 
after its close. 
The evening of the day on which re- 
ports of General P. H. Sheridan's splen- 
did victory in the Valley of Virginia 
were received in Washington I spent 
with the President at the Soldiers' 
Home. It was such a relief to have 
cheering news from that quarter that 
Mr. Lincoln threw off his cares and 
gave free rein to his humor. He had 
not been so happy, he said, since the 
capture of Vicksburg. I certainly never 
saw him during the war when he was so 
joyous. My desire to meet Sheridan 
was not gratified until I met him some 
years after in London, where we spent 
some pleasant hours together. Since 
then I have known him quite well, and 
he has grown steadily in my estimation 
and respect. To many of his country- 
men General Sheridan has been known 
only as one of the bravest of the brave 
--the dashing cavalry commander, hose 
gallantry had been displayed on many 
battlefields; always foremost in the 
fight and seemingly courting danger 
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for the love of it. Such he had seemed 
to me until he was assigned to the com- 
mand of the Army of the Shenandoah, 
in August, 1864. It was there that he 
found opportunity to display his quali- 
ties as a commander. It was the first 
command of an army that he had been 
entrusted with, and he had opposed to 
him one of the most skilful generals of 
the Confederacy. That the right man 
had at last been assigned to the com- 
mand of the Union forces in that fertile 
valley, from which General Lee was ob- 
taining a large part of his supplies in 
the defence of Richmond, was speedily 
proved by his great but dearly bought 
victory at Opequan Creek. It was the 
first battle in which he had led an army, 
and in his elation he indited the de- 
spatch, "We have sent the enemy whirl- 
ing through Winchester. We are after 
them to-morrow." The battle at Fish- 
er's Hill, which soon followed, in which 
the Confederate fortifications, well built 
and on a commanding position, were 
skilfully flanked and carried by storm, 
was scarcely less important than that of 
Opequan in the effect which it had upon 
both sections of the country. It was, 
however, in the battle of Cedar Creek 
that Sheridan obtained his greatest re- 
nown. When Sheridan reached the field 
from Winchester, about 11 o'clock, the 
largest part of the Union army was in 
retreat, some of it in utter confusion. 
To stop the retreat, to reform the bro- 
ken lines, to compel the fugitives to face 
the enemy, and to win a great victory, 
was possible only to a general of great 
ability, who could inspire his troops 
with his own gallant spirit. In a few 
hours the lost ground was recovered, 
and before night the Confederates, 
beaten at all points, were flying for their 
lives. The annals of war reveal nothing 
grander than the conduct of Sheridan 
in this, the last great battle in the Shen- 
andoah. Like General Thomas, he was 
the idol of the men whom he command- 
ed. Since the war he has displayed ex- 
ecutive ability and sound judgment in the 
performance of various important duties, 
and there are none to deny that he fills 
with credit the highest place in the army. 

No other general in the army of the 
Civil War is known by as many peo- 

ple as William Tecumseh Sherman, and 
none has warmer friends. Of great 
versatility of character, he has been sol- 
dier, teacher, banker, and again soldier. 
He has travelled much and been a close 
and accurate observer. His perception 
is rapid, and his comprehension of the 
topography of a country through which 
he merely travels is so extraordinary 
that he understands its general features 
better than they are understood by its 
residents. This faculty gave him great 
advantage in his Tennessee and Georgia 
campaign, and in his march from Sa- 
vannah to Raleigh. I-Ie had been over 
a considerable part of these sections be- 
fore, not as a student of their topog- 
raphy, but as a young lieutenant in 
the Seminole War, and he knew more 
about them than the Southern Generals 
seemed to know. 
In the conduct of the Atlanta cam- 
paign, Sherman exhibited military gen- 
ius of the highest order, supplemented 
by courage, hardihood, endurance ; but 
the crowning victory was yet to be 
rained. His march to the sea was as 
grand in design as it was splendid in 
execution. To Sherman alone belongs 
the honor of the design ; to him and to 
his army the honor of the achievement. 
It was in conception and accomplish- 
ment one of the grandest enterprises 
of which there is a record. 

I met General Hancock for the first 
time a few days after the battle of 
Gettysburg. I had known something 
of his early history--that two years 
after he graduated at West loint he 
had been breveted first lieutenant for 
his bravery in the war with Mexico ; and 
I was quite familiar with his military 
history from the commencement of the 
civil war. I knew that he had won dis- 
tinguished honors on the leninsula, at 
South Mountain and Antietam, and that 
his praise was in everybody's mouth for 
the excellent judgment and gallantry 
that he had displayed at Gettysburg. 
I was therefore desirous to know him 
personally, and I met him with the most 
favorable impressions of his merit as a 
soldier. From that time my acquaint- 
ance with him was as intimate as the 
difference in our pursuits and our 
places of abode would permit; and tho 
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better I knew him, the higher did he 
rise in my estimation. In uprightness, 
in a keen sense of honor, in kindness of 
heart, in generosity, in genuine manli- 
ness, he had no superior in the army. 
To jealousy he was a stranger. If he 
thought, as many of his friends did, that 
his services were not properly appre- 
ciated, he never expressed or indicated 
it. In the field, in the management of 
the troops under his command, wherever 
valor came into full exercise, he was, in 
the lanoage of one who fought with 
him and under him, "simply magnifi- 
cent." Of his qualifications to com- 
mand an army and conduct a campaign, 
there must have been sone doubt in the 
mind of Mr. Lincoln, or he would have 
been tried in that capacity. It is not 
unlikely that these doubts were created 
by Secretary Stanton, with whom Han- 
cock was not a favorite. There was 
apparently no good grounds for them. 
In all the battles in which he was en- 
gaged and that were unfavorable to the 
Union armies, his position was a subor- 
dinate one, and he was in no manner 
responsible for their results. On the 
contrary, his conduct in each was such 
as to justify the opinion that he pos- 
sessed the qualities for absolute com- 
mand ;--that if he had succeeded Mc- 
Clellan in command, the battle of 
Fredericksburg would not have been 
fought, and no such disasters as those 
at Chancellorsville and Bull Run would 
have befallen the Grand Al:my of the 
lotomac, or of Virginia, as it was for a 
short time called. Btu-nside had ren- 
dered good service in North Carolina; 
Hooker was distinguished for his 
bravery, and Pope had won a high 
reputation in the West; but neither, 
outside of the War Department, was 
considered the equal, as a soldier or 
commander, of Hancock. Their prefer- 
ence to him was a surprise to me, as I 
think it was to others who were ac- 
quainted with their respective histories. 
It was by Hancock's advice that Lee 
was met at Gettysburg, and although 
General Meade was in command, to him 
more than to any other man, the nation 
was indebted for the most important 
victor), of the war. 
Next to being elected lresident, the 
worst thing that can happen to a SUC- 
VOL. IV.--29 

cessful military general is to be a can- 
didate for that high office. A stranger 
to the freedom of the press and the un- 
fairness of politicians, in reading le- 
publican newspapers and listening to 
Republican orators, when Hancock was 
a candidate for the lresidency, would 
have supposed that he was destitute of 
both intelligence and patriotism. 'oth- 
ing could have been wider from the 
truth. Of his patriotism there could 
be no question. In general intelligence 
he was not inferior to any of the well- 
educated men of the army, except per- 
haps McClellan and Sherman and 
Thomas and Canby. He was a good 
deal ridiculed for speaking of the tariff 
as a local question. That the tariff, 
which had been specially the apple of 
discord from the foundation of the Gov- 
ernment, and which at one time threat- 
ened the integrity of the Union, should 
be spoken of by a candidate for the 
lresidency as a local question, did seem 
to be absurd. But was it? The tariff 
was then, as it is now, one of the most 
interesting questions before the coun- 
try;but it had always been to a con- 
siderable extent a sectional, and conse- 
quently a local, question. 
It was well for Hancock that he was 
defeated. As lresident he might have 
been a failure. His fame now rests 
upon his military services, and there it 
rests securely. His record as a soldier is 
without a blemish. A gallant soldier he 
was, without fear and without reproach. 

Upon General McClellan's ca-eer I 
have only space here for some brief re- 
flections. 
Vhen McClellan was retired, what 
happened to the Army of the lotomac ? 
Terrible slaughter under Burnside at 
Fredericksburg ; crushing defeat at 
Chancellorsville under Hooker. The 
hold which McClellan had upon his men, 
their love for him and the confidence 
which they had in him, were displayed 
when he took his leave of them and 
turned over the command to Bmside, 
when it was difficult to say which pre- 
dominated-sorrow or indignation ; sor- 
row that they were to be separated from 
their beloved commander, indignation 
at the injustice with which he had been 
treated 
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The prevalent opinion in regard to 
McClellan was that it was his habit to 
overrate the strength of the enemy and 
underrate his own;that he was too 
much of an engineer, too cautious, too 
prudent, for an efficient commander; 
that he was wanting in that self-confi- 
dence which, united with a clear head 
and militury knowledge, has been a 
characteristic of successful generals. 
His position from the time he took com- 
mand of the Army of the Potomac up to 
the close of his military career was such 
as to make him cautious and prudent, 
but I have looked in vain in his military 
history for the evidence of such defects 
as have been attributed to him. It is 
certainly not found in his first campaign 
in West Virginia; not in the Peninsula, 
where he had everything to contend 
with which was calculated to discourage 
him and his army, with no word of cheer 
from the headquarters in Washington; 
not in his willingness to take again 
the command of the army after it had 
been shattered and demoralized; not 
in the rapidity with which its discipline 
was restored and its spirit revived, so 
that it was able to meet and overcome 
the same foes by which it had been de- 
feated a few days before. The evidence 
of General McClellan's deficiencies is 
found not in a correct history of his 
military career, but in the press and the 
despatches of the War Department. 
I-Ie was unfortunate in not comprehend- 
ing the true cause of the Rebellion, 
and in his views upon the question of 
slavery. He was unfortunate in the 
use of his name by his political fl'iends 
in connection with the Presidency while 
he was in the field. He was still more 
unfortunate in permitting his temper 
to get the better of his judgment, in 
attributing to the War Department in- 
difference in regard to the result of the 
Peninsula campaign, in writing to the 
President a letter which would have 
been well enough in a political contest, 
but which was grossly improper when 
addressed by a general in the field to 
his superior. All this and more can be 
admitted without derogation to his mer- 
its as a soldier. He was permanently 
retired under a cloud within little more 
than a month from the time when with a 
recently beaten army he had achieved a 

very important victory ;mretired under 
circumstances that seemingly justified 
the opinion that there were influences 
at work in Washington which demand- 
ed his retirement as a political neces- 
sity. To doubt that the cloud that rest- 
ed upon him when he was ordered to 
Trenton will be cleared away, that his 
high military character will be vindi- 
cated, would be to doubt the triumph 
of truth over jealousy and misrepresen- 
tation. 
It is enough to say of General McClel- 
lan, in his private and social life, that 
he was in the truest sense a Christian 
gentleman. I had no sympathy with 
him in politics ; I did what I could to 
prevent his election to the Presidency. 
What I have said about him has been 
prompted only by a sense of duty to one 
who imperilled his life in his country's 
service, and who merited lasting honor, 
instead of the ignominy to which he was 
subjected and the disrepute which still,. 
to some extent, attaches to his name. 

That fact is stranger than fiction, is 
illustrated in the life of General Ulysses 
S. Grant. Few men were ever subject 
to so great vicissitudes ; none ever rose 
so rupidly from obscurity to fame, from 
a very low estate to the highest. In the 
spring of 1861 he was utterly unknown 
outside of a very limited circle. In 1868 
he was elected President of the United 
States by an overwhelming majority over 
one of the most distinguished men of 
the day. 
There have been and there will con- 
tinue to be great differences of opinion 
in regard to General Grant's character 
and merits as a soldier. While many, 
and perhaps a majority, regard him as 
having been a great military genius, 
whose name will go down in history 
along 4th the names of the most re- 
nowned soldiers of modern times, others 
regard him as having been destitute of 
genius, entitled to no credit except for 
stubborn courage and unyielding reso- 
lution ; as one whose rise was a chapter 
of accidents and luck. Neither of these 
opinions is correct. It was not by acci- 
dent or luck that Donelson was taken, 
that the Mississippi was opened by the 
capture of Vicksburg, and that the mis- 
fortunes at Chickamauga were offset by 
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mark if he had said that but for Donel- 
son and Vicksburg Grant would not 
have been known in history. But Smith 
did not live to throw Grant into tlae 
background, and Donelson and Vicks- 
burg are fixed facts in the annals of the 
war. 

Naturally, some of my most interest- 
ing recollections are connected with two 
Presidents with whom I was intimately 
associated as Secretary of the Treasury. 
No public man in the United States has 
been so imperfectly understood as An- 
drew Johnson. None has been so diffi- 
cult to understand. He had few per- 
sonal friends ; in no one did he entirely 
confide. He had many faults, but he 
abounded also in admirable qualities. 
His love of the Union was a passion 
intensified by the dangers to which it 
ha:l been exposed and by his labors in 
its defence. It was his devotion to the 
Union which compelled him to oppose 
the reconstruction acts of Congress, 
which he thought would greatly retard, 
if they did not prevent, its perfect res- 
toration. I differed from him upon some 
subjects, but I never had reason to 
doubt his patriotism or his personal or 
official integrity. 
I was not present when )Ir. Johnson 
took the oath of Vice-President, in the 
Senate Chamber, but the reports of his 
speech on that occasion amazed me. It 
was so different from what had been ex- 
pected of him--so incoherent, so ram- 
bling, that those who listened to it 
thought that. he was intoxicated. "It 
was not," said a Senator to me the next 
morning, "the speech of Andrew John- 
son, but the speech of a drunken man," 
and such it undoubtedly was. He had 
been ill for some days before he left 
home, and on his way to Washington 
had taken brandy as an astringent. On 
the day of his inauguration as Vice-Pres- 
ident he was really ill, and was so un- 
wise as to resort to a stimulant before 
he went to the Senate Chamber. 
Meeting Mr. Lincoln a day or two 
after, I said to him that the country, in 
view of the Vice-President's appearance 
on the 4th, had a deeper stake than ever 
in his life. He hesitated for a moment, 
and then remarked, with unusual seri- 
ousness, "I have known Andy Johnson 

for many years ; he made a bad slip the 
other day, but you need not be scared; 
Andy ain't a drunkard." 
For nearly four years I had daily in- 
tercourse with him, frequently at night, 
and I never saw him under the influ- 
ence of liquor. I have no hesitation in 
saying that whatever may have been his 
faults intemperance was not among 
them. There was a marked differ- 
ence between his carefully prepared 
papers and his off-hand speeches. The 
former were well written and dignified; 
the latter were inconsiderate, retaliatory, 
and in a style which could be tolerated 
only in the heat of a political campaign. 
Hence the opinion that they were made 
when he was under the influence of 
liquor. 
hlr. Johnson was a man of unblem- 
ished personal integrity. He was an 
honest man, and his administration was 
an honest and clean administration. In 
this respect it will bear comparison 
with any that have preceded or have 
followed. In appointments money was 
not potent. Offices were not merchan- 
dise. The President never permitted 
himself to be placed under personal 
obligations to anyone. He received no 
presents. The horses and cmTiages 
which were sent to him soon after he 
became President were promptly re- 
turned. Vhen he was so unwise as to 
suppose that there might be a third 
party, of which he was to be the head, 
he did, under the advice of injudicious 
friends, make some official changes to 
accomplish this object, but there were 
fewer changes than are usually made, 
even when an administration follows one 
of the same party. There were more 
officers connected with the Treasm T 
Department than with any other, and 
it is due to hlr. Johnson that I should 
say that his desire seemed always to be 
that it should be fairly and honestly ad- 
ministered, and, except for a very brief 
period, independently of political con- 
siderations. In no instance did he in- 
terfere with its management. In his 
bitter contest with Congress, although 
most of the employs of the depart- 
ment were politically opposed to him 
and his reconstruction policy, he never 
even suggested that changes should be 
made for that reason. If he did not 
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mere emotion that prompted the direc- 
tion that the flag of his countrynthe 
stripes and starsBshould be his wind- 
ing-sheet, but it was the expression of 
his devotion to the principles which it 
represented. He was a kind and help- 
ful neighbor, a tender and indulgent 
father. He was proud of his daughters, 
and he had reason to be, for they were 
devoted to him ; and more sensible, un- 
pretending women never occupied the 
Executive Mansion. In intellectual force 
he had few superiors. He had, as has 
been stated, no educational advantages, 
but he made such use of opportunities 
that he never failed to fill with credit 
the various places which he held in his 
way up to the highest position in the 
Government. 
Of Mr. Johnson's patriotism there 
ought not to have been a question, for 
he had given the highest evidence of 
it. He believed that the Southern States 
which attempted to secede were never 
out of the Union, and that when they 
had laid down their arms, submitted to 
the authority of the Government., and 
given honest pledges of future loyalty, 
they should at once have been permitted 
to resume their places. In this he may 
have been wrong, but he was backed by 
wht was understood to be Mr. Lincoln's 
opinion, and by a respectable minority 
of the people of the North. There was 
no indication of a want of patriotism in 
this, nor was there in any of his utter- 
ances or acts. No member of his Cab- 
inet ever heard from him an expression 
which savored of unfaithfulness to the 
Constitution. Mr. Dennison, Mr. Har- 
lan, and Mr. Speed resigned their places 
not because they distrusted him, but 
because they could not stand by him in 
his contest with Congress. Their suc- 
cessors and the rest of the members, 
including Mr. Evarts, who had been one 
of his counsel in the impeachment trial, 
and who became his Attorney-General, 
never had the slightest reason to doubt 
his personal or his political integrity, or 
his unselfish patriotism. 

I had no desire to enter again into 
public life, even for a short period, but 
I was nevertheless gratified when Presi- 
dent Arthur came out to my house in 
the country--a short distance from 

Washington--one afternoon in October' 
1884, to inform me that Mr. Gresham 
had resigned the office of Secretary of 
the Treasury to become a Circuit Judge 
of the United States, and to request me 
to take his place and help him close up 
his administration. I was still more 
gratified by the favorable manner my 
appointment was spoken of by the press, 
as it seemed like an endorsement of my 
management of the Treasury from 1865 
to 1869. 
The highest pleasure that I had dur- 
ing the short period that I held the of- 
fice of Secretary for the second time was 
in the intimate acquaintance which I 
formed with President Arthur. I had 
known him as Collector of Custons in 
New York, and as a sagacious politician, 
but I was not prepared for the ability 
and tact which he exhibited when he 
became President of the United States. 
That high office is a very difficult one 
to fill by men who have been elected to 
it; it is much more difficult for one to 
fill who succeeds to it by being Vice- 
President. It was with great diffidence 
that he entered upon the discharge of 
his high duties ; but his self-distrust be- 
got carefulness, and he was content to 
administer the government as he found 
it. Day by day his hold upon the sit- 
uation became firmer, and in a few 
weeks he was master of it. His posi- 
tion was a trying one, not only for the 
reasons that have been named, but by 
the fact that he had been a very active 
politician in New York, and had used 
men for political purposes who expected 
to be rewarded for them by the patron- 
age which was at his disposal. The 
claims of all such men were disregarded. 
They became very pressing, as I had 
good reason for knowing, toward the 
close of his administration, but Mr. Ar- 
thur paid none of his political debts in 
New York at the expense of the Federal 
Treasury or to the detriment of the pub- 
lic service. I did not know which most 
to admire, his firmness in resisting their 
importunities or his tact in retaining 
their good-will, notwithstanding his re- 
fusal to comply with their urgent re- 
quests. 
Mr. Arthur during his administration 
attempted no feats of diplomacy. His 
recommendations to Congress had been 
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carefully considered, and they were pre- term, he did. Had he been nominated 
sented in a manner that compelled the he would doubtless have been elected, 
respect of Congress, although few of as the opposition to him would have 
them were favorably acted upon. His been less savage than it was against 
administration throughout was charac- Mr. Blaine. He might have lost some 
terized by a high order of ability and by votes that were given to Mr. Blaine, but 
devotion to the public welfare. If any he would have secured a great many 
one of our Presidents merited a second that went to Mr. Cleveland. 

A SUMMER EVENING. 

By James Herbert Morse. 

How softly the evening rose, 
And the herald moon 
Led up the wondering stars, 
And the wind, with its faint last bars, 
Sang out the twilight, then crept 
To the west, and slept! 
So the moon went down, 
And all in the wilderness 
On tiptoe steptm 
The fox and the wolf and the bear. 

But the lorthern Crown, 
With the unnamed beauties that press 
In the starry train, 
Arose, and, silent and still, 
As the moon went down, 
Wide-eyed, and more and more, 
Swam out of the under Main, 
Swarmed up on the silver shore, 
And stood on the heavenly hill. 

In the wilderness the same, 
Two centuries back, 
The twilight came, 
The new moon sank, 
And rank on rank, 
By the Milky Way and the Zodiac, 
The evening beauties climbed the same, 
And swarmed upon the heavenly hill, 
And stood by the lorthern Crown, 
To see the moon go down. 
They twinkled and shone 
On lovers the same, 
When the moon was gone 
And the sweet cedar flame 
Of the Sagamore's fire 
Flashed out through the juniper shade, 
To shimmer and shine in the dusky hair 
Of the Indian maid. 
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was brought out and entered for a con- 
test of speed with the boasted steam- 
power, and it is assed that he beat 
the locomotive in a break-neck race 
which became as fmous at the time as 
the ride of the renowned John Gilpin. 

Mohawk and Hudson Train. 

A passenger train of the Mohawk and 
Hudson R,ilroad which was put on in Oc- 
tober, 1831, between Albany and Schenec- 
tady, attracted much attention. It was 
hauled by an English engine named the 
"John Bull," and driven by an English 
engineer named John Hampson. This 
is generally regarded as the first 
equipped passenger train hauled by a 
steam-power engine which ran in regu- 
lar service in America. Dming 1832 
it curried an average of 387 passengers 
daily. The accompanying engraving is 
from a sketch made at the time. 
It was said 
by an advo- 
cate of me- 
chanical evo- 
lution t h a t 
the mode 
steam fire- 
engine w a s 
evolved from 
the ancient 
leathern fire- 
bucket ; it 
might be 
said with 
greater truth 
that the 
modern railway car has been evolved 
from the old-fashioned English stage- 
coach. 
England still retains the railway car- 
riage divided into compartments that 
bear a close resemblance inside and out- 
side to stage-coach bodies with the mid- 
dle seat omitted. In fact the nomen- 
clature of the stage-coach is in large 
measure still preserved in England. 

The engineer is called the driver, the 
conductor the guard, the ticket office is 
the booking office, the cars are the car- 
riages, and a rustic traveller may still 
be heard occasionally to object to sitting 
with his back to the horses. The ear- 
lier locomotives, like horses, 
were given proper names, 
such as Lion, orth Star, 
Fie T, and Rocket ; the com- 
partments in the round- 
houses for sheltering loco- 
motives are termed the 
stalls, and the keeper of the 
round-house is called the 
hostler. The last two are 
the only items of equine 
classification which the American raft- 
way systeln has permanently adopted. 
America, at an early day, departed 
not only from the nomenclature of the 
turnpike, but from the stage-coach 
architecture, and adopted a long car in 
one compartment and containing a mid- 
dle aisle which admitted of communica- 
tion throughout the train. The car was 
carried on two trucks, or bogies, and was 
well adapted to the sharp curvature 
which prevailed upon our railways. 
The first five years of experience 
showed marked progress in the prac- 
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tical operation of railway trains, but 
even after locomotives had demonstrat- 
ed their capabilities and each im- 
proved engine had shown an encour- 
aging increase in velocity,, the wildest 
flights of fancy never pictured the 
speed attained in later years. 
When the roads forming the line be- 
tween Philadelphia and Harrisburg, 
Pennsylvania, were chartered in 1835, 
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journey looked as if he had spent the ble matter is not especially recom- 
day in a blacksmith shop. Recent ex- mended by medical practitioners, the 
periments in obtaining a spectrum anal),- sanitary surroundings of the primitive 
sis of the component parts of a quantity railway car cannot be commended. 

of dust collected in a railway car show 
that minute particles of iron form alarge 

There were no double tracks, and no 
telegraph to facilitate the safe despatch- 
ing of trains. The springs of the car 
were hard, the jolting intolerable, the 
windows rattled like those of the mod- 
ern omnibus, and conversation was a 
luxury that could be indulged in only 
by those of recognized superiority in 
lung power. The brakes were clumsy 
and of little service. The ends of the 
flat-bar rails were cut diagonally, so 
that when laid down they would lap and 
form a smoother joint. Occasionally 
they became sprung ; the spikes would 
not hold, and the end of the rail with 

Rail and Coach Travel in the White Mountains. 

proportion, and under the microscope made over lines composed of a number 
present the appearance of a collection of short independent railways; and at 
of tenpenny nails. As iron adminis- the terminus of each the bedeviHed pas- 
feted to the human system through the senger had to transfer, purchase another 
respiratory organs in the form of ten- ticket, personally pick out his baggage, 
penny nails mixed with other undesira- perhaps on an uncovered platform in a 



302 RAILI, UA Y PASSENGER TRAUEL. 

The Miller coupler and buffer was 
patented in 1863, and obviated many of 
the discomforts and dangers arising 
frora the old methods of coupling. 
This was followed by the Janney coupler 
and a number of other devices, the es- 
sential principle of all being an auto- 
matic arrangement by which the two 
knuckles of the coupler when thrust to- 
gether become securely locked, and a 
system of springs which keep the buffers 
in close contact and prevent 
jerking and jarring when the 
train is in motion. 
The introduction of the 
running through  
bell-cord 
the train and enabling pas- 
sengers to communicate 
promptly by means of it with 
the engineer, and signal him 
in case of danger, constitutes 
another source of safety, but is 
still a wonder to Europeans, 
who cannot understand why pas- 

a train is behind time and followed by 
another, by igniting one of these lights, 
and leaving it on the track, the train 
following can tell by noting the time of 
burning about how near it is to the pre- 
ceding train. Torpedoes left upon the 
track, which explode when passed over 
by the wheels of a following train and 
warn it of its proximity to a train ahead, 
are also used. 
In the earl)" days more accidents arose 

danney Car Coupler, showing the process of coupling. 

sengers do not tamper with it, 
and how they can resist the temp- 
tation to give false signals by 
means of it. The only answer is 
that our people are educated up 
to it, and being accustomed to 
govern themselves, they do not re- 
qmre any restraint to make them 

respect so useful a device. Aside from 
the inconveniences which used to arise 
occasionally from a rustic mistaking the 
bell-cord for a clothes rack, and hanging 
his overcoat over it, or from an old gen- 
tleman grabbing hold of it to help him 
climb into an upper berth in a sleeping- 
car, it has been singularly exempt from 
efforts to prostitute it to unintended 
uses. 
The application of the magnetic tele- 
graph to railways wrought the first great 
revolution in despatching trains, and in- 
troduced an element of promptness and 
safety in their operation of which the 
most sanguine of railroad advocates had 
never dreamed. The application of elec- 
tricity was gradually availed of in many 
ingenious signal devices for both day 
and night service, to direct the locomo- 
tive engineer in running his train, and 
interpose precautions against accidents. 
Fusees have also been called into re- 
quisition, which burn with a bright 
flame a given length of time ; and when 

from switches than from any other cause ; 
but improvement in their construction 
has progressed until it would seem that 
the dangers have been effectually over- 
come. The split-rail switch prevents a 
train from being thrown off the track 
in case the switch is left open, and 
the result is that in such an event the 
t'ain is only turned on to another 
track. The Wharton switch, which 
leaves the main line unbroken, marks 
other step in the march of improvement. 
Amongst other devices is a complete 
interlocking switch system, by means 
of which one man standing in a switch- 
tower, overlooking a large yard with 
numerous tracks, over which trains 
arrive and depart every few minutes, 
can, by moving a system of levers, 
open any required track and by the 
same motion block all the others, 
and prevent the possibility of col- 
lisions or other accidents resulting 
from trains entering upon the wrong 
track. 
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Parlor or drawing-room cars were ized in the State of New York, and was 
next introduced for day runs, which early in the field in furnishing this class 
added greatly to the luxury of travel, of vehicles. It has supplied all the cars 
enabling passengers to secure seats in of this kind used upon the Vanderbilt 

The =' Pioneer." First Pullman Sleeplng-car. 

advance, and enjoy many comforts which 
were not found in ordinary cars. Sleep- 
ing and parlor cars were soon recog- 
nized as an essential part of a railway's 
equiplnent and became known as "pal- 
ace cars." 
The Wagner Car Company was organ- 

system of railways and a number of 
its connecting roads. Several smaller 
palace-car companies have also engaged 
in the business at different times. A few 
roads have operated their own cars of 
this class, but the business is generally 
regarded as a specialty, and the railway 
companies recogmze the advantages and 
conveniences resulting from the ability 
of a large car company to meet the ir- 
regalarities of travel which require a 
large equipment at one season and a 
small one at another, to furnish an addi- 
tional supply of cars for a sudden de- 
mand, and to perform satisfactorily the 
business of operating through cars in 
lines composed of many different rail- 
ways. 
,_ 
Next came a demand for cars in which 
meals could be selwed. Why, it was 
said, should a train stop at a station for 
meaJs any more than a steamboat should 
tie up to a wharf for the same purpose  
The Pullman Colnpany now introduced 
the hotel car, which was practically a 
sleeping-car with a kitchen and pantries 
in one end and portable tables which 
could be placed between the seats of 
each section and upon which meals could 
be conveniently served. The first hotel 
car was named the "President," and was 
put into service on the Great Western 
Railway of Canada, in 1867, and soon 
after several popular lines were equipped 
with this new addition to the luxuries 
of travel. [P. 308.] 
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After this came the dining-car, which improvements in rolling-stock had obvi- 
was still another step beyond the hotel ated the jerking, jolting, and oscillation 
car. It was a complete restaurant, having of the cars. The road-beds had been 
a large kitchen and pantries in one end, properly ditched, drained, and ballasted 

Pullman Parlor Car. 

with the main body of the car fitted up 
as a commodious dining-room, in which 
all the passengers in the train could 
enter and take their meals comfortably. 
The first dining-car was named the 
"Delmonico," and began running on the 
Chicago & Alton Railroad in the year 
1868. 
The comforts and conveniences of 
travel by rail on the main lines now 
seemed to have reached their culmina- 
tion in America. The heavy T rails had 
replaced the various forms previously 
used; the improved fastenings, the re- 
ductions in curvature, and the greater 
care exercised in construction had made 
the trip delightfully smooth, while the 

with broken stone or gravel, the dust 
overcome, the sparks arrested, and clean- 
liness, that attribute which stands next 
to godliness, had at last been made pos- 
sible, even on a railway train. 
The heating of cars was not success- 
fully accomplished till a method was de- 
vised for circulating hot water through 
pipes running near the floor. The suf: 
fering from that bane of the traveller 
cold feet---was then obviated, and many 
a doctor's bill saved. The loss of human 
life from the destruction of trains by 
fires originating from stoves aroused 
such a feeling throughout the country 
that the legislatures of many States havo 
passed laws, within the last two years, 



In a Baggage Room. 



310 RAILIFA Y PASSENGER TRAVEL. 

cars, a dining-car, 
and a car fitted up 
with a smoking sa- 
loon, a library with 
books, desks and 
writing materials, a 
bath-room and a bar- 
ber shop. With a 
free circulation of air 
throughout the train, 
the cars opening into 
each other, the elec- 
tric light, the many 
other increased com- 
forts and conveni- 
ences introduced, the 
steam-heating appa- 
ratus avoiding the 
necessity of using 
fires, the fast speed, 
and absence of stops 
at meal-stations, 
this train is the 
acme of safe and lux- 
m-ious tray el. An 
ordinary passenger 
travels in as princely 
a style in these cm's 
as any crowned head 
in Europe in a royal 
special train. 

The speed of pas- 
senger tra in s has 
shown steady im- 
provement from year 
to year. In the 
month of June in 
our Centennial year, 
1876, a train ran from 
lew York to San 
Francisco, a distance 
of 3,317 miles, in 83 
hours and 27 min- 
utes actual time, thus 
averaging about 40 
miles an hour, but 
during the trip it 
crossed four moun- 
tain summits, one of 
them over 8,000 feet 
high. This train ran 
from Jersey City to 
Pittsburg over the 
Pennsylvania Rail- 
road, a distance of 
444 miles, without 
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making a stop. In 1882 loco- 
motives were introduced which 
made a speed of 70 miles per hour. 
In July, 1885, an engine with 
train of three cars made a trip 
over the West Slore road which 
is the most extraordinary one on 
record. It staed from East 
Buffalo, New York, at 10.04 
and reached Weehawken, ew 
Jersey, at 7.27 P.. Deducting 
the time consumed in stops, the 
actual running time was 7 hours 
and 23 minutes, or an average 
of 56 miles per hour. Between 
Churchville and Genesee Junc- 
tion this train attained the un- 
paralleled speed of 87 miles per 
hour, and at several other parts 
of the line a speed of from 70 to 
80 miles an hour. The superior 
physical characteristics of this 
road were particularly favorable 
for the attainment of the speed 
mentioned. 
The trains referred to were special or 
experimental trains, and while American 
railways have shown their ability to re- 
cord the highest speed yet known, they 
do not run their trains in regular ser- 
vice as fast as those on the English rail- 
ways. The meteor-like names given to 
our fast trains are somewhat mislead- 
ing. When one reads of such trains as 
the "Lightning," the "Cannon-ball," the 
"Thunderbolt," and the "G--whiz-z," 
the suggestiveness of the titles is enough 
to nmke one's head swim, but, after all, 
they are not as significant of speed as the 
British "Flying Scotchman," and the 
"Wild Irishman ;" for the former do not 
attain an average rate of 40 miles an 
hour, while the latter exceed 45 miles. 
A few American trains, however, those 
between Jersey City and Philadelphia, 
for instance, make an average speed of 
over 50 miles. 

The transportation of immigrants has 
recently received increased facilities for 
its accommodation upon the principal 
through lines. Until late years econom- 
ically constructed day-cars were alone 
used, but in these the immigrants suf- 
fered great discomfort in long iourneys. 
An immigrant sleeper is now used, which 
is constructed with sections on each 

side of the aisle, each section containing 
two double berths. The berths are made 
with slats of hard wood running longi- 
tudinally ; there is no upholstery in the 
car, and no bedding supplied, and after 
the car is vacated the hose can be turned 
in upon it, and all the woodwork thor- 
oughly cleansed. The immigrants usual- 
ly carry with them enough blankets and 
wraps to make them tolerably comfort- 
able in their berths ; a cooking stove is 
provided in one end of the car, on which 
the occupants can cook their food, and 
even the long transcontinental journeys 
of the immigrants are now made without 
hardship. [P. 308.] 

The manufacture of railway passenger 
cars is a large item of industry in the 
country. The tendency had been for 
many years to confine the building of 
ordinary passenger coaches to the shops 
owned by the railway companies, and 
they made extensive provision for such 
work ; but recently they have given Large 
orders for that class of equipment to out- 
side manufacturers. This has resulted 
partly from the large demand for cars, 
and partly on account of the excellence 
of the work supplied by some of the 
manufacturing companies. In 1880 the 
Pullman Company erected the most ex- 
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tensive car works in the world at Pull- 
man, fourteen miles south of Chicago, 
and besides its extensive output of Pull- 
man cars and freight equipment, it has 
built for railway companies large num- 
bers of passenger coaches. The employ(m 

traveller, and the amount carried seems 
to increase in proportion to the advance 
in civilization. The original Mlowance 
of fourteen pounds is found to be in- 
creased to four hundred when ladies 
start for fashionable sulnmer resorts. 

Pullman Sleeper on a Vestibuled Train. 

now number about 5,000, and an idea of 
the capacity and resources of the shops 
may be obtained from the fact that one 
hundred freight cars, of the kind known 
as flat cars, have been built in eight 
hours. The business of car building 
has therefore given rise to the first 
model manufacturing town in America, 
and it is an industry evidently destined 
to increase as rapidly as anyin the coun- 
try. 

America has been much more liberal 
than other countles to the traveller in 
this particular, as in all others. Here 
few of the roads charge for excess of 
baggage unless the amount be so large 
that patience with regard to it ceases to 
be a virtue. 
The earlier method, of allowing each 
passenger to pick out his baggage at 
his point of destination and carv it off, 
resulted in a lack of accountability which 
led to much confusion, frequent losses, 

The transportation of baggage has M- and heavy claims upon the companies in- 
ways been a most important item to the consequence. Necessity, as usual, gave 
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birth to invention, and the difficulty 
was at last solved by the introduction of 
the system known as "checking." A 
metal disk bearing a number and desig- 
nating on its face the destination of the 
baggage was attached to each article 
and a duplicate given to the owner, 
which answered as a receipt, and upon 
the presentation and surrender of which 
the baggage could be claimed, lail- 
ways soon united in arranging for 
through checks which when attached to 
baggage would insure its being sent 
safely to distant points over lines com- 
posed of many connecting roads. The 
check system led to the introduction of 
another marked convenience in the hand- 
ling of baggage--the baggage express or 
transfer company. One of its agents 
will now check trunks at the passenger's 
own house and haul them to the train. 
Another agent will take up the checks 

aboard the train 
as it is nearing 
it s destination, 
and see that the 
baggage is de- 
livered at any 
given address. 
The cases in 
which pieces 
go astray are 

tion the amount saved in the reduced force 
of employ6s engaged in assming and 
handling the baggage. Its workings are 
so perfect and its conveniences so great 
that an American cannot easily under- 
stand why it is not adopted in all coun- 
tries; but he is force& to recognize the 
fact that it seems destined to be confined 
to his own land. The London railway 
managers, for instance, give many reasons 
for turning their faces against its adop- 
tion. They say that there are few losses 
arising from passengers taking baggage 
that does not belong to them ; that most 
of the passengers take a cab at the end 
of their railway journey to reach their 
homes, and it costs but little more to 
carry their tnmk with them; that in this 
way it gets home as soon as they, -hile 
the transfer company, or baggage ex- 
press, would not deliver it for an hour or 
two later ; that the cab system is a great 
convenience, and any change which 
would diminish its patronage would 
gradually reduce the number of cabs, 
and these "gondolas of London" would 
have to increase their charges or go out 
of business. It is very easy to find a 
stick when one wants to hit a dog, and 
the European railway officials seem never 
to be at a loss for reasons in rejecting 
the check system. 
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astonishingly rare, and some roads found Coupon tickets covering trips over 
the claims for lost articles reduced by several different railways have saved the 
five thousand dollars the first year afte'r traveller all the annoyance once experi- 
adopting the check system, not to men- enced in purchasing separate tickets 



RAIL41"AY PASSENGER TRAUEL. 315 

still standing with his arms in a pugna- 
cious attitude, said : 
"Maybe I've never ridden on a rail- 
road before, but I'm not going to let any 
sharper get away with me like that." 
"What's he done ?" cried the passen- 
gers. 
"Why," said the Senator, "I paid sev- 
enteen dollars and a half for a ticket to 
take me through to Cincinnati, and be- 
fore we're five miles out that fellow slips 
up and says he wants to see it, and when 
I get it out, he grabs hold of it and 
goes to tearing it up lght before my 
eyes." Ample explanations were soon 
made, and the new passenger was duly 
initiated into the mysteries of the cou- 
pon system. 
The uniforming of railway employSs 
was a movement of no little importance. 
It designated the various positions held 

them with a greater sense of responsi- 
bility and aided much in effecting a 
more courteous demeanor to passengers. 

Many conveniences have been intro- 
duced which greatly assist the passenger 
when travelling upon unfamiliar roads. 
Conspicuous clock faces stand in the 
stations with their hands set to the hour 
at which the next train is to start, sign 
boards are displayed with horizontal 
slats on which the stations are named at 
which departing way-trains stop, and 
employes are stationed to call out nec- 
essary information and direct passen- 
gers to the proper entrances, exits, and 
trains. A "bureau of information" is 
now to be seen in large passenger sta- 
tions, in which an official sits and with 
a Job-like patience repeats to the curi- 
ously inclined passengers the whole 

London Underground Railway Station. 

b them, added much to the neatness of railway catechism, and sucessfully an- 
t]eir appearance, enabled passengers to swers conundrums that would stump an 
recognize them at a lance, and made Oiental pundit. 
them so conspicuous that it impressed The energetic passenger-agent spares 
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Outside the Grand Central Station, New York. 

no pains to thrust information directly 
under the nose of the public. He uses 
every means known to Yankee ingenuity 
to a,:lvertise his regular trains and his 
excursion business, including large 
newspaper head-lines, corner posters, 
curb-stone dodgers, and placards on 
the breast and back of the itinerant hu- 
man sandwich who perambulates the 
streets. 

lailway accidents have always been a 
great source of anxiety to the managers, 
and the shocks received by the public 
when great loss of life occurs from such 
causes deepens the interest which the 
general community feels in the means 
taken to avoid these distressing occur- 
rences. 
American railway officials have made 
encouraging progress in reducing the 
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whom has she persuaded to take her-- 
Charles Crispin .9" she added. 
"We supposewe suppose" said 
Laura. 
"And he's another," interrupted the 
old woman. "And who supposes-- 
Geordie and Ferdy .9" 
"I don't know; it's all black dark- 
ness !" 
"My dear, it's a blessing, and now 
you can live in peace." 
"In peace !" cried Laura ; "with my 
wretched sister leading such a life .9" 
"Oh, my dear, I dare say it will be 
very comfortable ; I am sorry to say any- 
thing in favor of such doings, but it very 
often is. Don't won'y ; you take her too 
hard. Has she gone abroad .9" the old 
lady continued. "I dare say she has 
gone to some pretty, amusing place." 
"I don't know anything about it. I 
only know she is gone. I was with her 
last evening, and she left me without a 
word." 
"Well, that was better. I hate 'em 
when they make parting scenes ; it's too 
mawkish !" 
"Lionel has people watching them," 
said the girl ; "agents, detectives, I 
don't know what. He has had them for 
a long time ; I didn't know it." 
"Do you mean you would have told 
her if you had .9 What is the use of de- 
tectives now.9 Isn't he rid of her .9" 
"Oh, I don't know, he's as bad as she ; 
he talks too horribly--he wants every- 
one to know it," Laura groaned. 
" And has he told his mother.9" 
"I suppose so ; he rushed off to see 
her at noon. She'll be overwhelmed." 
"Overwhelmed.9 Not a bit of it ! " 
cried Lady Davenant, almost gayly. 
"When did anything in the world over- 
whelm her, and what do you take her 
for .9 She'll only make some delightful 
odd speech. As for people knowing it," 
she added, "they'll know it whether he 
wants them or not. My poor child, how 
long do you expect to make believe .9 ,, 
"Lionel expects some news to-night," 
Luura s:id. "As soon as I know where 
she is I shall start." 
"Start for where .9" 
"To go to her, to do something." 
"Something preposterous, my dear. 
Do you expect to bring her back .9" 
"He won't take her in," said Laura, 

with her dry, dismal eyes. "He wants 
his divorce--it's too hideous !" 
"Well, as she wants hers, what is 
simpler .9" 
" Yes, she wants hers. Lionel swears 
by all the gods she can't get it." 
"Bless me, won't one do .9" Lady 
Davenant asked. "We shall have some 
pretty reading." 
"It's awful, awful, awful !" murmured 
Laura. 
"Yes, they oughtn't to be allowed to 
publish them. I wonder if we couldn't 
stop that. At any rate he had better be 
quiet ; tell hiln to come and see me." 
"You won't influence him ; he's dread- 
ful against her. Such a house as it is 
to-day !" 
"Well, my dear, naturally." 
"Yes, but it's terrible for me ; it's all 
more dreadful than I can bear." 
"My dear child, come and stay with 
me," said the old woman, gently. 
"Oh, I can't desert her ; I can't aban- 
don her !" 
"Desertabandon.9 What a way to 
put it ! Hasn't she abandoned you.9" 
"She has no heartshe's too base !" 
said the girl. Her face was white, and 
the tears now began to rise to her eyes 
again. 
Lady Davenant got up and came and 
sat on the sofa beside her; she put her 
arms round her and the two women em- 
braced. "Your room is all ready," the 
old lady remarked. And then she said, 
"When did she leave you .9 When did 
you see her last .9" 
"Oh, in the strangest, maddest, cruel- 
est way, the way most insulting to me. 
We went to the opera together and she 
left me there with a gentleman. We 
know nothing about her since." 
"With a gentleman .9" 
"With Mr. Wendover--that Ameri- 
can, and something too dreadful hap- 
pened." 
"Dear me, did he kiss you .9" asked 
Lady Davenant. 
Laura got up quickly, turning away. 
"Good-bye, I'm going, I'm going !" And 
in reply to an irritated, protesting ex- 
clamation from her companion she went 
on, "Anywhere--anywhere to get away! " 
"To get away from your American ?" 
"I asked him to marry me!" The 
girl turned round with her tragic face. 
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"Do you mean--do you mean. ?" 
queried Mr. Wendover, pausing as if he 
had given her no right not to allow him 
to conceive alternatives. 
"Yes, I do mean. She's up-stairs, in 
bed." 
"Up-stairs !" The young man stared. 
"Don't be afraid--I'm not going-to 
send for her !" laughed his hostess ; "her 
being here, after all, has nothing to do 
with it, except that she did comemyes, 
certainly, she did come. But my keep- 
ing her--that was my doing. My maid 
has gone to Grosvenor Place to get her 
things and let them know that she will 
stay here for the present, low am I 
clear ?" 
"Not the least," said Mr. Wendover, 
almost sternly. 
Lady Davenant, however, was not of 
a composition to suspect him of stern- 
hess or to care very much if she did, 
and she went on, with her quick discur- 
siveness: "Well, we must be patient; 
we shall work it out together. I was 
afraid you would go away, that's why I 
lost no time. Above all I want you to 
understand that she has not the least 
idea that I have sent for you, and you 
must promise me never, never, never to 
let her know. She would be monstrous 
angry.. It is quite my own idea--I have 
taken the responsibility. I know very 
little about you, of course, but she has 
spoken to me well of you. Besides, I 
am very clever about people, and 1 liked 
you that day, though you seemed to 
think I was a hundred and eighty." 
"]ou do me great honor," Mr. Wen- 
dover murmured. 
"I'm glad you're pleased ! You must 
be if I tell you that I like you now even 
better. I see what you are, except for 
the question of fortune. It doesn't 
perhaps matter much, but have you any 
money? I mean have you a fine in- 
corn8 ?" 
"No, indeed I haven't !" And the 
young man laughed in his bewilderment. 
"I have very little money indeed." 
"Well, I dare say you have as much 
as I. Besides that would be a proof she 
is not mercenary." 
"You haven't in the least made it 
plain whom you are talking about," said 
Ir. Wendover. "I have no right to 
assume anything." 

"Are you afraid of betraying her ? I 
am more devoted to her even than I 
want you to be. She has told me what 
happened between you last night--what 
she said to you at the opera. That's 
what I want to talk to you about." 
"She was very strange," the young 
man remarked. 
"I am not so sure that she was 
strange. However, you are welcome to 
think it, for goodness knows she says so 
herself. She is overwhelmed with hot- 
ror at her own words ; she is absolutely 
distracted and prostrate." 
Mr. Wendover was silent a moment. 
"I assured her that I aclmire her--be- 
yond everyone. I was most kind to 
her." 
"Did you say it in that tone ? You 
should have thrown yourself at her feet 
From the moment you didn't--surely 
you understand women well enough to 
know." 
"]ou must remember where we were 
rain a public place, with very little room 
for throwing !" Mr. Wendover exclaimed. 
"Ah, so far from blaming you she 
says your behavior was perfect. It's 
only I who want to have it out with 
you," Lady Davenant pursued. "She's 
so clever, so charming, so good, and so 
unhappy." 
"When I said just now she was 
strange, I meant only in the way she 
turned against me." 
" She turned against you ?" 
"She told me she hoped she should 
never see me again. 
"And you, should you like to see 
her ?" 
"Not now--not now!" Mr. Wendo- 
ver exclaimed, eagerly. 
"I don't mean now, I'm not such a 
fool as that. I mean some day or other, 
when she has stopped accusing herself, 
if she ever does." 
"Ah, Lady Davenant, you must leave 
that to me," the young man returned, 
after a moment's hesitation. 
"Don't be afraid to tell me I'm reed- 
dling with what doesn't concern me," 
said his hostess. "Of course I know 
I'm meddling; I sent for you here to 
meddle. Who wouldn't, for that creat- 
ure? She makes one melt." 
"I'm exceedingly sorry for her. 
don't know what she thinks she said." 
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"Well, that she asked you why you 
came so often to Grosvenor llace. I 
don't see anything so awful in that, if 
you did go." 
"Yes, I went very often. I liked to 
O." 
"Now that's exactly where I wish to 
prevent a misconception," said Lady 
Davenant. "If you liked to go you had 
a reson for liking, and Laura Wing was 
the reason, wasn't she ?" 
"I thought her charming, and I think 
her so now more than ever." 
"Then you are a dear good man. 
Vous fisiez votre cour, in short." 
Mr. Wendover made no immeate 
response; the two sat loong at each 
other. "It isn't easy for me to t of 
these things," he sad at last; "but  
you mean that I wished to ask her to be 
my wife I am bound to  you that I 
had no such tention." 
"Ah, then rm at sea. You thought 
her charmg and you went to see her 
every day. What, then, did you wish ?" 
"I didn't go every day. Moreover 
I think you have a very fferent idea h 
tMs co,try of what constituteswell, 
what constitutes making love. A man 
commits himse much sooner." 
"Oh, I don't know what your odd 
ways may be l" Lady Davenant ex- 
claimed, th a shade of irtation. 
"Yes, but I was justified in supposhg 
that those ladies did ; they at least are 
American." 
"' They,' my dear sir  For heaven's 
sake don't mix up that nasty Sea with 
itl" 
"y not, if I admired her too ? I do 
extremely, d I thought the house most 
teresting." 
"Mercy on us, if thafs your idea of a 
nice house  But I don't owI have 
always kept out of it," Lady Davenant 
added, checg herse. Then she went 
on, "H you are so fond of Mrs. Berg- 
ton I am sorry to inform you that she 
is absolutely good-for-nothhg." 
"Good-for-nothing ?" 
"Noting  spe of. I hve been 
tg whether I wod tell you, and 
I have decided  do so because I take 
it that your learng it for yoself 
would be a question of but a very short 
time. Selha has bolted, as they say." 
"old ?" Mr. Wendover repeated. 

"I don't know what you call it in 
America." 
"In America we don't do it." 
"Ah, well, if they stay, as they do 
usually abroad, that's better. I suppose 
you didn't think her capable of behaving 
herself, did you ?" 
"Do you mean she has left her hus- 
band--with someone else ?" 
"Neither more nor less; with a fel- 
low nmed Crispin. It appears it all 
came off last evening, and she had her 
own reasons for doing it in the most of- 
fensive way--publicly, clumsily, with the 
vulgarest bravado. Laura has told me 
what took place, and you must permit 
me to express my surprise at your not 
having divined the miserable business." 
"I saw something was wrong, but I 
didn't understand. I'm afraid I'm not 
very quick at these things." 
"Your state is the more gracious; 
but certainly you are not quick if you 
could call there so often and not see 
through Selina." 
"Mr. Crispin, whoever he is, was 
never there," said the young man. 
"Oh, she was a clever hussy!" his 
companion rejoined. 
"I knew she was fond of amusement, 
but that's what I liked to see. I wanted 
to see a house of that sort." 
"Fond of amusement is a very pretty 
phrase !" said Lady Davenant, laughing 
at the simplicity with which her visitor 
accounted for his assiduity. "And did 
Laura Wing seem to you in her place in 
a house of that sort ?" 
"Why, it was natural she should be 
with her sister, and she always struck 
me as very gay." 
"That was your enlivening effect. 
And did she strike you as very gay last 
night, with this scandal hanging over 
her ?" 
"She didn't talk much," said Mr. 
Wendover. 
"She knew it was coming--she felt it, 
she saw it, and that's what makes her 
sick now, that at such a time she should 
have challenged you, when she felt her- 
self about to be associated (in people's 
minds, of course,} with such a vile busi- 
ness. In people's minds and in yours-- 
when you should know what had hap- 
pened." 
"Ah, Miss Wing isn't associated- " 
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said Mr. Wendover. He spoke slowly, 
but he rose to his feet with a nervous 
movement that was not lost upon his 
companion; she noted it indeed with 
a certain inward sense of triumph. She 
was very deep, but she had never been 
so deep as when she made up her mind 
to mention the scandal of the house of 
Berrington to her visitor and intimated 
to him that Laura Wing regarded her- 
self as near enough to it to receive from 
it a personal stain. "I'm extremely 
sorry to hear of Mrs. Berrington's mis- 
concuct," he continued, gravely, stand- 
ing before her. "And I am no less 
obliged to you for your interest." 
"Don't mention it," she said, getting 
up too and smiling. "I mean my in- 
terest. As for the other matter, it will 
all come out. Lionel will haul her 
"Dear me, how dreadful !" 
"Yes, dreadful enough. But don't 
betray me." 
"Betray you ?" he repeated, as if his 
thoughts had gone astray a moment. 
"I mean to the girl. Think of her 
shame !" 
"Her shame ?" Mr. Wendover said, in 
the same way. 
"It seemed to her, with what was be- 
coming so clear to her, that an honest 
mn might save her from it, might give 
her his name and his faith and help her 
to traverse the bad place. She exagger- 
ates the badness of it, the stigma of her 
relationship. Good heavens, at that rate 
where would some of us be ? But those 
are her ideas, they are absolutely sin- 
cere, and they had possession of her at 
the opera. She had a sense of being 
lost and was in a kind of agony to be 
rescued. She saw before her a kind 
gentleman who had seemed--who had 
certainly seemed" And Lady Dave- 
nant, with her fine old face lighted by 
her bright sagacity and her eyes on 
lIr. Wendover's, paused, lingering on 
this word. "Of course she must have 
been in a state of nerves." 
"I am very sorry for her," said Mr. 
Wendover, with his gravity that com- 
mitted him to nothing. 
"So am I! And of course if you were 
not in love with her you weren't, were 
you ?" 
"I must bill you good-bye, I am lear- 

ing London." That was the only answer 
Lady Davenant got to her inquiry. 
"Good-bye then. She is the nicest 
girl I know. But once more, mind you 
don't let her suspect!" 
"How can I let her suspect anything 
when I shall never see her again ?" 
"Oh, don't say that," said Lady 
Davenant, very gently. 
"She drove me away from her with a 
kind of ferocity." 
"Oh, gammon !" cried the old woman. 
"I'm going home," he said, looking at 
her with his hand on the door. 
"Well, it's the best place for you. 
And for her too !" she added as he went 
out. She was not sure that the last 
words reached him. 

L^uR^ WINe was sharply ill for three 
days, but on the fourth she made up her 
mind she was better, though this was 
not the opinion of Lady Davenant, who 
would not hear of her getting up. The 
remedy she urged was lying still and 
yet lying still ; but this specific the girl 
found wellnigh intolerable--it was a 
form of relief that only ministered to 
fever. She assured her friend that it 
killed her to do nothing = to which her 
friend replied by asking her what she 
had a fancy to do. Laura had her idea 
and held it tight, but there was no use 
in producing it before Lady Davenant, 
who would have covered it with derision. 
On the afternoon of the first day Lionel 
Berrington came, and though his inten- 
tion was honest he brought no healing. 
Hearing she was ill he wanted to look 
after her--he wanted to take her back to 
Grosvenor Place and make her comfort- 
able; he spoke as if he had every con- 
venience for producing that condition, 
though he confessed there was a little 
bar to it in his own case. This impedi- 
ment was the " cheeky" aspect of Miss 
Steer, who went sniffing about as if she 
knew a lot, if she should only conde- 
scend to tell it. He saw more of the 
children now ; "I'm going to have 'em 
in every day, poor little devils," he said ; 
and he spoke as if the discipline of suf- 
fering had already begun for him and a 
kind of holy change had taken place in 
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his life. Nothing had been said yet in 
the house, of course, as Laura knew, 
about Selina's disappearance, in the way 
of treating it as irregular ; but the ser- 
vants pretended so hard not to be aware 
of anything in particular that they were 
like pickpockets looking with unnatural 
interest the other way after they have 
crabbed a fellow's Watch. To a cer- 
tainty, in a day or two, the governess 
would give him warning; she would 
come and tell him she couldn't stay in 
such a place, and he would tell her, in 
return, that she was a little ass for not 
knowing that the place was much more 
respectable now than it had ever been. 
This information Selina's husband im- 
parted to Lady Davenant, to whom he 
discoursed with infinite candor and hu- 
mor, taking a highly philosophical view 
of his position and declaring that it 
suited him down to the ground. His 
wife couldn't have pleased him better if 
she had done it on purpose; he knew 
where she had been every hour since she 
quitted Laura at the opera--he knew 
where she was at'that moment, and he 
was expecting to find another telegram 
on his return to Grosvenor Place. So 
if it suited her it was all right, wasn't 
it ? and the whole thing would go as 
straight as a shot. Lady Davenant took 
him up to see Laura, though she viewed 
their meeting with extreme disfavor, the 
girl being in no state for talking. In 
general Laura had little enough mind 
for it, but she insisted on seeing Lionel ; 
she declared that if this were not allowed 
her she would go after him, ill as she 
was--she would dress herself and drive 
to his house. She dressed herself now, 
after a fashion; she got upon a sofa to 
receive him. Lady Davenant left him 
alone with her for twenty minutes, at 
the end of which she returned to take 
him away. This interview was not for- 
tifying to the girl, whose idea--the idea 
of which I have said that she was tena- 
ciousmwas to go after her sister, to take 
possession of her, cling to her and bring 
her back. Lionel, of course, wouldn't 
hear of taking her back, nor would Se- 
lina presumably hear of coming; but 
this made no iffereuce in Laura's he- 
roic plan. She would work it, she 
wotrtd compass it, she would go down 
on her knees, she would find the elo- 

quence of angels, she would achieve 
miracles. At any rate it made her fran- 
tic not to try, especially as in even 
fruitless action she should escape from 
herself--an object of which her horror 
was not yet extinguished. 
As she lay there through hours of no 
sleep the picture of that hideous mo- 
ment in the box alternated with the 
vision of her sister's guilty flight. She 
wanted to fly, herse---to go off and keep 
going forever. Lionel was fussily kind 
to her and he didn't abuse Selina--he 
didn't tell her again how that lady's be- 
havior suited his book. He simply re- 
sisted, with a little exasperating, dogged 
grin, her pitiful appeal for kno-ledge 
of her sister's whereabouts. I-Ie knew 
what she wanted it for, and he wouldn't 
help her in any such game. If she 
would promise, solemnly, to be quiet, he 
would tell her when she got better, but 
he wouldn't lend her a hand to make a 
fool of herself, tier work was cut out 
for her--she was to stay and mind the 
children; if she was so keen to do her 
duty she needn't go farther than that 
for it. He talked a great deal about the 
children and figured himself as pressing 
the little deserted darlings to his bosom. 
He was not a comedian, and she could 
see that he really believed he was going 
to be better now. Laura said she as 
sure Selina would make an attempt to 
get them--or at least one of them ; and 
he replied, grimly, "Yes, my dear, she 
had better try ! " The girl was so angry 
with him, in her hot, tossing weakness, 
for refusing to tell her even whether the 
desperate pair had crossed the channel, 
that she was guilty of the immorality of 
regretting that the difference in badness 
between husband and wife was so distinct 
(for it was distinct, she could see that) 
as he made his dry little remark about 
Selina's trying. He told her he had al- 
reacly seen his solicitor, and she said she 
didn't care. 
On the fourth day of her absence frcm 
Grosvenor Place she got up, at an hour 
when she was alone (in the afternoon, 
rather late), and prepared herself to go 
out. Lady Davenant had admitted, in 
the morning, that she was better, and 
fortunately she had not the complica- 
tion of being subject to a medical opin- 
ion, having absolutely refused to see a 
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doctor. Her old friend had been ob- 
liged to go out--she had scarcely quit- 
ted her before--and Laura had request- 
ed the hovering, rustling lady' s-maid to 
leave her alone : she assured her she was 
doing beautifully. Laura had no plan 
except to leave London that night ; she 
had a moral certainty that Selina had 
gone to the continent. She had always 
done so whenever she had a chance, 
and what chance had ever been larger 
than the present? The continent was 
fearfully vague, but she would deal 
sharply with Lionel--she would show 
him she had a right to knowledge. He 
would certainly be in town; he would 
b in a complacent bustle with his law- 
yers. She had told him that she didn't 
believe he had yet gone to them, but in 
her heart she believed it perfectly. If 
he didn't satisfy her she would go to 
Laty Ringrose, odious as it would be 
to her to ask a favor of this depraved 
creature ; unless indeed Lady Ringrose 
hal joined the little party to France, as 
on the occasion of Selina's last journey 
thither. On her way down-stairs she 
met one of the footmen, of whom she 
made the request that he would call her 
a cab as quickly as possible--she was 
obliged to go out for half an hour. He 
expressed the respectful hope that she 
was better and she replied that she was 
perfectly well--he would please tell her 
ladyship when she came in. To this 
the footman rejoined that her ladyship 
had come in--she had returned five min- 
utes before and had gone to her room. 
"SIis Frothingham told her you were 
asleep, Miss," said the man, "and her 
la_4yship said it was a blessing and you 
were not to be disturbed." 
"Very goocl, I will see her," Laura re- 
mrkecl, with dissimulation ; "only please 
let me have my cab." 
The footman went down-stairs, and 
she stood there listening ; presently she 
heard the house-door close--he had gone 
out on his errand. Then she descended 
very softly--she prayed he might not be 
long. The door of the drawing-room 
stoocl open as she passed it, and she 
paused before it, thinking she heard 
sounds in the lower hall. They 
peered to subside, and then she found 
herself faint--she was terribly impatient 
for her cab. Partly to sit down till it 

came (there was a seat on the landing, 
but another servant might come up or 
down and see her), and partly to look, 
at the front window, whether it were 
not coming, she went for a moment into 
the drawing-room. She stood at the 
window, but the footman was slow; 
then she sunk upon a chair--she felt very 
weak. Just after she had done so she 
became aware of steps on the stairs, and 
she got up quickly, supposing that her 
messenger had returned, though she had 
not heard wheels. What she saw was 
not the footman she had seni out, but 
the expansive person of the buffer, fol- 
lowed apparently by a visitor. This 
functionary ushered the visitor in with 
the remark that he would call her lady- 
ship, and before she knew it she was 
face to face with Mr. Wendover. At the 
same moment she heard a cab drive up, 
while Mr. Wendover instantly closed the 
door. 
"Don't turn me away ; do see me--do 
see me!" he said. "I asked for Lady 
Davenant--they told me she was at 
home. But it was you I wanted, and I 
wanted her to help me. I was going 
away--but I couldn't. You look very ill 
--do listen to me! You don't under- 
stand--I will explain .everything. Ah, 
how ill you look !" the young man cried, 
as the climax of this sudden, soft, dis- 
tressed appeal. Laura, for all answer, 
tried to push past him, but the result of 
this movement was that she found her- 
self in his arms. He stopped her, but 
she disengaged herself, she got her hand 
upon the door. He was leaning against 
it, so she couldn't open it, and as she 
stoocl there panting she shut her eyes, 
so as not to see him. "If you would 
let me tell you what I think--I would 
do anything in the world for you !" he 
went on. 
"Let me go --you persecute me !" the 
girl cried, pulling at the handle. 
"You don't do me justice--you are 
too cruel !" Mr. Wendover persisted. 
"Let me go--let me go!" she only 
repeated, with her high, quavering, dis- 
tracted note; and as he moved a little 
she got the door open. But he followed 
her out : would she see him that night ? 
Vhere was she going ? might he not go 
with her ? would she see him to-mor- 
row ? 
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"over, never, never l" she flung at 
him as she hurried away. The butler 
was on the stairs, descending from above ; 
so he checked himself, letting her go. 
Laura passed out of the house and flew 
into her cab with extraordinary speed, 
for Mr. Wendover heard the wheels bear 
her away while the servant was saying to 
him that her ladyship would come down 
immediately. 
Lionel was at home, in Grosvenor 
Place; she burst into the library and 
found him pla34ng papa. Geordie and 
Ferdy were sporting around him, the 
presence of Miss Steet had been dis- 
pensed with, and he was holding his 
younger son by the stomach, horizon- 
tally, between his legs, while the child 
made little sprawling movements which 
were apparently intended to represent 
the act of swimming. Geordie stood 
impatient on the brink of the imaginary 
stream, protesting that it was his turn 
now, and as soon as he saw his aunt he 
rushed at her with the request that she 
would take him up in the same fashion. 
She was struck with the superficiality of 
their childhood; they appeared to have 
no sense that she had been away and no 
care that she had been ill. But Lionel 
made up for this ; he greeted her with 
affectionate jollity, said it was a good 
job she had come back, and remarked to 
the children that they would have great 
larks now that auntie was home again. 
Ferdy asked if she had been with 
Inummy but didn't vait for an answer, 
and she observed that they put no 
question about their mother and made 
no further allusion to her while they 
remained in the room. She wondered 
whether their father had enjoined upon 
them not to mention her, and reflected 
that even if he had such a command 
would not have been efficacious. It 
added to the ugliness of Selina's flight 
that even her children didn't miss her, 
and to the dreariness, somehow, to 
Lura's sense, of the whole situation 
that one could neither spend tea on 
the mother and wife, because she was 
not worth it, nor sentimentalize about 
the little boys, because they didn't in- 
spire it. "Well, you do look seedym 
I'm bound to say that!" Lionel ex- 
claimed ; and he recommended strongly 
a glass of port, while Ferdy, not seizing 

this reference, suggested that daddy 
should take her by the waistband and 
teach her to "strike out." He repre- 
sented himself in the act of dronirg, 
but Laura interrupted this entertain- 
ment, when the sewant answered the 
bell (Lionel having rung for the lort) 
by requesting that the children should 
be conveyed to Miss Stect. "Tell her 
she must never go away again," Lionel 
said to Geordie, as the butler took him 
by the hand; but the only toucl-,ing 
consequence of this injunction was that 
the child piped back to his father, over 
his shoulder, "Well, you mustn't either, 
you know !" 
"You must tell me or I'll kill myself, 
I give you ny word!" Laura said o 
her brother-in-law, with unnecessary 
violence, as soon as they had left the 
room. 
"I say, I say," he rejoined, "you are 
a wilful one! What do you want to 
threaten me for ? Don't Sou know me 
well enough to know that ain't the way ? 
That's the tone Selina used to take. 
Surely you don't want to begin and imi- 
tate her!" She only sat there, locking 
at him, while he leaned against the 
chimney-piece, smoking a short cigar. 
There was a silence, during which she 
felt the heat of a certain irrational anger 
at the thought that a little ignorant, 
red-faced jockey should have the luck 
to be in the right as against her flesh 
and blood. She considered him help- 
lessly, with something in her eyes that 
had never been there beforemsomething 
that, apparently, after a moment, made 
an impression on him. Afterward, how- 
ever, she saw very well that it 'as not 
her threat that had moved him, and 
even at the moment she had a sense, 
from the way he looked back at her, 
that this was in no manner the first time 
a baffled woman had told him that she 
would kill herself. He had always been 
a good fellow to her, but even in her 
deep trouble it was part of her con- 
sciousness that he now lumped her with 
a mixed group of female figures, a liitlo 
wavering and dim, who were asso- 
ciated in his thick-fingered memory 
with "scenes," with importunities and 
bothers. It is apt to be the disadvan- 
tage of women, on occasions of measur- 
ing their strength with men, that they 
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may perceive that the man has a larger 
experience and that they themselves are 
a part of it. It is doubtless as a pro- 
vision against such emergencies that 
nature has opened to them operations 
of the mind that are independent of ex- 
perience. Laura felt the dishonor of 
her race the more that her brother-in- 
law seemed so gay and bright about it; 
he had an air of positive prosperity, as 
if his misfortune had turned into that. 
It came to her that he really liked the 
idea of the public claircissement--the 
fresh occupation, the bustle and im- 
portance and celebrity of it. That was 
sufficiently incredible, but as she was on 
the wrong side it was also humiliating. 
Besides, higher spirits always suggest 
finer wisdom, and such an attribute on 
Lionel's part was most humiliating of all. 
"I h.ven't the least objection at present 
to telling you what you want to know. 
I shall have made my little arrangements 
very soon, and you will be subpoenaed." 
"Subpoenaed?" the girl repeated, 
mechanically. 
"You will be called as a witness on my 
side." 
" On your side ?" 
"Of course you're on my side, ain't 
you?" 
"Cn they force me to come? "asked 
Laura, in answer to this. 
"No, they can't force you, if you leave 
the country." 
"That's exactly what I want to do." 
"That will be idiotic," said Lionel, 
"and very bad for your sister. If you 
don't help me you ought at least to help 
her." 
She sat a moment with her eyes on 
the ground. "Where is she--where is 
she ?" she then asked. 
"They are at Brussels, at the HStel 
de Flandres. They appear to like it 
very much." 
"Are you telling me the truth ?" 
"Lord, my dear child, I don't lie !" 
Lionel exclaimed. "You'll make an aw- 
ful mistake if you go to her," he added. 
"If you have seen her with him how can 
you speak for her ?" 
"I won't see her with him." 
"That's all very well, but heq_l take 
care of that. Of course if you're ready 
for perjury-- !" Lionel exclaimed. 
"I'm ready for anything." 

"Well, I've been kind to you, my 
dear," he continued, smoking, with his 
chin in the air. 
"Certainly you have been kind to me." 
"If you want to defend her you had 
better keep away from her," said Lionel. 
"Besides for yourself, it won't be the 
best thing in the world--to be known to 
have been in it." 
"I don't care about myself," the girl 
returned, musingly. 
"Don't you care about the children, 
that you are so ready to throw them 
over ? For you would, my dear, you 
know. If you go to Brussels you never 
come back here--you never touch them 
again !" 
Laura appeared to listen to this last 
declaration, but she made no reply to 
it ; she only exclaimed, after a moment, 
with a certain impatience, "Oh, the 
children will do anyway!" Then she 
added, passionately, "You won't, Lio- 
nel; in mercy's name tell me that you 
won't ! " 
"I won't what ?" 
"Do the awful thing you say." 
"Divorce her ? The devil I won't ! " 
"Then why do you speak of the chil- 
dren-if you have no pity for them ?" 
Lionel stared an instant. "I thought 
you said yourself that they would do 
anyway !" 
Laura bent her head, resting it on the 
back of her hand, on the leathern arm of 
the sofa. So she remained, while Lionel 
stood smoking ; but at last, to leave the 
room, she got up with an effort that was 
a physical pain. He came to her, to de- 
tain her, with a little good intention that 
had no felicity for her, trying to take 
her hand persuasively. "Dear old girl, 
don't try and behave just as she did! If 
you'll stay quietly here I won't call you, 
I give you my honor I won't; there! 
You want to see the doctor--that's the 
fellow you want to see. And what good 
will it do you, even if you bring her 
home in pink paper ? Do you candidly 
suppose I'll ever look at her--except 
across the court-room ?" 
"I must, I must, I must !" Laura 
cried, jerking herself away from him and 
reaching the door. 
"Well then, good-bye," he said, in the 
sternest tone she had ever heard him use. 
She made no answer, she only escaped. 



THE LOST FRIEND. 

By Nora Perry. 

0, what was the hour and the day, 
The moment I lost you ? 
I thought you were walking my way, 
I ttued to accost you, 

But never a token or word 
Has he sent to me hither, 
Nor wherefore he went have I heard, 
Nor wherefore nor whither. 

And silence and emptiness met 
My word half unspoken ; 
But I thought, and I said, "I shall get 
A word or a token, 

Oh, what was the hour and the day, 
The moment you left me, 
When you went on your separate way, 
Oh, friend, and bereft me ? 

"That sometime and somewhere he will Sometime and somewhere shall we walk, 
Impatient, to meet me-- [wait, Clear of earth, in high places ? 
Round the corner, perhaps, at the gate, Sometime and somewhere shall we talk, 
Come smiling to greet me." With our hearts in our faces ? 
And see all the meaning writ clear, 
The depth and the sweetness, 
Apart from this doubt and this fear, 
This sad incompleteness ? 

SILVER AND GOLD. 

By Edith M. Thomas. 

FAREWELL, my little sweetheart, 
Now fare you well and free; 
I claim from you no promise, 
You claim no vows from me. 
The reason why ?rathe reason 
Right well we can uphold-- 
I have too much of silver, 
And you've too much of gold! 

A puzzle, this, to worldlings, 
Whose love to lucre flies, 
Who think that gold to silver 
Should count as mutual prize! 
But I'm not avaricious, 
And you're not sordid-souled; 
I have too much of silver, 
And you've too much of gold. 

Upon our heads the reason 
Too plainly can be seen: 
I am the Winter's bond-slave, 
You are the Summer's queen; 
Too few the years you number, 
Too many I have told; 
I have too much of silver, 
And you've too much of gold. 

You have the rose for token, 
I have dry leaf and rime; 
I have the sobbing vesper, 
You, morning bells at chime. 
I would that I were younger, 
(And you grew never old)m 
Would I had less of silver, 
But you no less of gold! 



PRESIDENTIAL CAMPAIGN MEDALS. 

By Gustav Kobbd. 

- ..: IMERICA_N numismat- 
 ] ists have an advantage 
 over their brethren of 
_ other countries ; for 
] ] the political institu- 
]  ]tions peculiar to the 
[ United States hve 
I  , . origgted  brgnch 
of numismatic g not represented in 
the numismatics of gny other ngtion. 
The coingge of foreign co, tries usuy 
bers the likeness of the rulers of the 
ngtion. Hd the precedent been fol- 
lowed in the United States it wod hve 
mde necessg innovgtions  our co- 
ge t intervals of fo or eight years; 
wheres the so-cglled Wgshington cent is 
the only coin of the United States ber- 
g  Presidential likeness. 
Our medalists hgve sought to me 
up for the absence from our coinage of 
portrts of those who hgve been our 
chief magistrates, gnd their work  this 
direction hgs rested in whgt is kno 
mong collectors gs the series of Polit- 
ical Medals gnd Tokens. This consists 
of such pieces as begr the likeness of 
ny President or Vice-President of the 
United States or of ny of the suc- 
cessf cndidgtes for those offices. For 
instance, beginning with the inug- 
tion of Wshington, the ntionl gove- 
ment hs commemorated the coming in 
of ech Administration by having struck 
off at the mint lgrge siNer medals, cged 
Indian medals because they gre present- 
ed to the chiefs of certain tribes gs 
pledges of friendship. The mint issues 
lso "Presidential medals" which begr 
the bust of the successful candidgte and 
the date of his election. Besides the 
mint me]uls there gre mny "Politiculs," 
which hve been struck off on the order 
of societies or indidugls or by meda- 
lists gs business ventures. 
A lgrge subdision of the "Politi- 
cls," kno gs Presidentigl Cgmpgign 
Medals, or "Cgmpaiers" for sho, we 
owe to the business enterprise of our 
medallists.  the second cgmpai be- 
tween Jgckson gnd John Quincy Adgms 

the partisans of the former, still smart- 
ing under his defeat by Adams four 
years previous, made a rattling canvass 
for Old Hickory. The medallists, scent- 
ing a chance for a rushing business at 
the large Jackson meetings held during 
this campaign, struck off medals bearing 
his likeness and spirited mottoes or ref- 
erences to his military career, by wear- 
ing which his partisans showed their 
devotion to their hero's cause. Ever 
since then political canvasses have been 
periods of great activity for our die-sink- 
ers. An unbroken numismatic record 
of the Presidential campaigns from that 
of 1828 to those of our own time has 
been preserved to us through the en- 
thusiasm of several collectom, foremost 
among them Mr. Robert Hewitt, former- 
ly an officer of the American Numismatic 
and Archmological Society of New York, 
which also has many valuable "Cam- 
paigners" in its cabinet. The series of 
Presidential Campaign Medals is unique. 
It was not fashioned mechanically and 
unemotionally in the mint like our own 
and foreign coinage. The medals bear 
evidence of having been struck off in the 
heat and passion of the hour. The po- 
litical excitement with which the air 
quivered, the very shouts of contending 
partisans seem to have passed into the 
metal through the burin as it graved 
line after line of some striking design 
or letter after letter of some ringing 
campaign cry which in one terse sen- 
tence reflected the spirit of the canvass. 
The campaign medal of earliest date 
(1824) is not a genuine "Campaigner" 
but a John Quincy Adams "Presiden- 
tial," through which a hole has been 
punched. Its battered condition is evi- 
dence that it was worn. The theory of 
the Numismatic Society, to whose cabi- 
net it belongs, is that some partisan of 
Adams in the campaign of 1828 punched 
the hole through it and wore it, so that 
Jackson's supporters should not have 
the monopoly of outward manifestations 
of their inward political faith. 
The Jucksonian series is not limited 
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Clay and Polk Medals of 1844. 
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Know Nothing Medals of 1856 (34, 35, 36). 

Lincoln Medals of 1860 (37, 38, 40, 43). 

Bell (39), Douglas (41), and Breckinr, dge 
(42), Medals of 1860. 

McClellan (44 obv. and rev.) and Fremont and 
Cochrane (45) Medals of 1864. 
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however, he would make one attempt 
more, and meantime ring and order the 
cab. 
John I-Iavilandhe must come of 
course--he was the man he really es- 
teemed most, of all the men he knew. 
But Birmingham did not like tIaviland 
--and Arthur could not possibly do 
without the earl---well, so much the 
worse for his lordship;they could be 
put at opposite ends of the table. So 
Haviland went in. Then there was Van 
Kull and Charlie Townley; there had 
been some trouble, about a woman, be- 
tween these two men, and they were not 
upon the best of terms. But then Ar- 
thur particularly wanted Van Kull; his 
presence at a stag-party was sure to give 
it just the cachet that it needed, and 
Charlie was by no means so popular, 
among the men. But then, he could 
not be forever deferring to his friends ; 
he would tell Charlie who was coming, 
and if he didn't like it, he could stay 
s.way. And after all, the dinner was but 
an impromptu affair, gotten up for that 
very evening; at least, the invitations 
were to be sent out then, though Ahur 
had schemed about it for several days ; 
and they might not half of them be dis- 
engaged. I-Ie had spoken to Birming- 
ham already ; he was going out West on 
the morrow, but had promised to come. 
Caryl Wemyssmthere was another man. 
Him, at least, he would cut ; for he dis- 
liked him thoroughly. But, after all, 
Wemyss was a great card; he affected 
to look down on young men, and it 
would be quite a social triumph for him 
to get him. (It is difficult perhaps for 
us, who have seen this celebrated per- 
sonage from the inside, to realize what 
a figure-head he had made himself in 
that portion of American society which 
has aspirations beyond the ocean.) Yet 
it would give him the keenest pleasure 
to leave this man out for once, more so 
than to put in all the others; for he 
knew that Wemyss would like to go. 
Which was the greatest pleasureDam- 
bition or revenge ? 
A seant came up just here, and 
whispered that Mr. Holyoke's cab was 
ready. "Tell him to wait," said Arthur, 
impatiently; and he admitted Mr. We- 
myss, with a sigh, to his list. Who 
next? There was Lucie Gower, of 

course ; every one liked Lucie ; and 
Arthur wrote the name, this time with a 
sigh of relief. Then there was Lionel 
Derwent. He himself liked him very 
much.reBut confound it, no; Van Kull 
and Birmingham would leave the room 
if that self-assertive, carelessly-dressed 
radical were of the party. Who else was 
there ? Mr. Tamms ? Arthur was anx- 
ious enough to get on in his business, 
and had even thought of his angular 
employer at first. But it really would 
not do; that was a trifle too much of 
the shop; he could ask him alone some 
time, to Coney Island. The list would 
do as it was: the earl, Wemyss, Van 
Kull, Gower, Townley, and l-lavfland. 
I-Ie looked at his watch again ; it was 
after four, and little Gussie lIortimer, 
that dried-up old beau, would be sure to 
be there by this time;he always went 
first, to get his fine work in with the 
very youngest girls, while the coast was 
clear. There was no use seeing Gracie 
with Gussie Iortimer. I-Ie might as 
well write the notes and get them off; 
some of the men he could see at the 
Livingstones, and Birmingham he was 
sure of, as that gentleman had lately 
been accepting his hospitality at the 
Hill-and-Dale Club, and he had asked 
him yesterday. 
But Jimmy De Witt came in just 
then, and began to talk ; it was nice to 
be clapped on the shoulder by him, for 
he was very rich, in the right of his wife, 
and given to entertaining. An enviable 
fellow, popular, a great athlete, with a 
rich and pretty wife, who did not look 
much to his comings in and goings out, 
having far too good a time herself for 
that. It will be seen that Arthur's ideas 
had changed a little from his poetry 
days; but what would you have .9 I-Ie 
had been studying les moyens de par- 
venir since then. lew York life is not 
a lyric, nor yet an epic, or we had not 
called this book a satire. Before he 
knew it, Arthur had asked him to din- 
ner also, and Tony Duval ; and then re- 
membered that the latter always cut 
John tIavfland. But ever.hing seemed 
to go wrong that afternoon; the very 
de'il was in it. Derwent came in too, 
and asked him if he was not going to 
the Livingstones. Arthur answered ir- 
ritably ; and felt glad he had not invited 
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him. He should go, he said, if he got 
time. So, that we may not miss the 
kettledrum ourselves, perhaps we had 
better accompany Derwent. 
For Gracie has long been wondering 
why Arthur has not come; she has 
looked forward to her "coming out" 
chiefly that she might see our hero 
every day once more. Derwent goes to 
her at once. "I have just left a friend 
of yours lamenting that he cannot get 
here sooner," says he. "Holyoke was 
positively savage that he was kept so 
long down town." It was a white lie, I 
know ; yet few men would have been at 
the puins to tell it. And Gracie smiles 
once more ; and the burly, blond-bearded 
man stays by her, like some comforting, 
protecting power. But he seems des- 
tined to annoy his friends that after- 
noon; for Charlie Townley finds him 
near by, too, and with quite other feel- 
ings. Charlie was there early enough, 
you may be sure ; and he is sitting with 
pretty Mamie Livingstone on a sofa just 
behind them. And BilTningham, I fear, 
is cursing Derwent too; such a knack 
have fanatics of making themselves dis- 
agreeable ! For every time he makes a 
pretty compliment to Miss Farnummand 
pretty compliments are slow and heavy 
things for ore- peer of the realm to 
struggle with it seems as if his beau- 
tiful companion caught Derwent's eye. 
And the beauty is, even to the Briton's eye, 
a bit unconscious of his fine speeches ;and 
looks about her as if she too were look- 
ing for some other swain. Only Mrs. 
Gower and Wemyss seem to have es- 
caped ; but they are sitting by a certain 
screen in the tea-room and fancy them- 
selves unseen ; so they are, indeed, save 
by the eyes of some old dowagersbthe 
same who had called upon her the day 
of the drivembarbed by a touch of mal- 
ice to a keener sight than even "that 
damned adventurer's," as Birmingham 
calls him. But Daisy De Witt is there, 
in a gorgeous dress her novel matron- 
hood permits her, perfectly happy yet; 
and Kill Van Kull, her partner, manages 
to get his amusement out of all the 
world and everywheres. 
Then Derwent takes his seat by 
Mamie, calmly turning Charlie's flank. 
So the Wall Street knight has to re- 
treat; and Derwent flirts most desper- 

ately, so that her little headmheart--- 
what shall I say .9 is tickled. And it is 
very late when Arthur comes, and he 
finds that Gracie has gone up-stairs with 
a headache ; so that he is angrier than 
ever. 
But the dinner that night is a great 
success. Everybody came--except Van 
Kull, which is, indeed, a little of a 
disappointment--and the wines and 
cooking are most excellent. A great 
success, that is, until Wemyss, most un- 
fortunately, began to talk of American 
families. Some one said something 
about Kitty Farnum, and what a fine 
woman she was, and what a pity it was 
that her people were so ordinary. 
"Pooh !" says his lordship, "all your 
Yankee families are just alike." 
"Without impugning Birmingham's 
knowledge of American families," says 
Wemyss, thinking of his own, "I think 
I may submit that there are differences. 
Take Mrs. Gower, for instance, Mrs. 
Levison-Gower, I meanI think that is 
a family name not unknown in England, 
and blood shows itself in every line of 
her face, and, in every motion of her fig- 
ure, breeding." Wemyss never forgets 
his polished periods, even in the heat 
of argument. "Or take,"he goes on, 
"Miss Holyoke, whom we saw to-day, 
she is perhaps even a better example of 
what I mean. She has not perhaps 
much style; she is countrified, if you 
like--but she comes of the best old 
Massachusetts stock, and I submit there 
is no older blood in the England of to- 
day than hers." 
"Oh come, now, I say," says his lord- 
ship, "you don't mean to set up that lit- 
tle filly against us .9 That's the sort of 
thing our governesses are in England." 
It is a little hard for Arthur to sit by 
and hear this; but he remembers that 
Birmingham is the guest of the evening 
and keeps silent. But Haviland takes 
it up. "If that is true, Lord Birming- 
ham, I congratulate you upon your early 
breeding; and am only sorry that its 
lessons are so soon forgotten." 
"I think, sir, you should remember 
the lady is a cousin of our host," adds 
Lucie Gower, pluckily. 
"Damn it, man," cries Birmingham, 
"we all think so in England. Do you 
suppose the Prince cares a curse for 
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your shop-keeping distinctions ? As 
much as I do for Jess the farrier's 
daughter and Nell the draper's wife in 
my county town. He only takes up one 
]ankee woman after another because 
they're easier than the women that he's 
used to. That's why your Buffalo Bills 
get to the Queen's levees as well as your 
poker Schencks--we might as well mar- 
ry a Chicago pork man's pretty daughter 
as any ]ankee Boston professor's--if 
she's got the money and the looks." 
"And damn it, sir," cries little Lucie 
Gower, "I tell you that if you had spo- 
ken but just now of my wife as you did 
of poor Miss Holyoke, I'd have shied 
this bottle at your head." 
Gower looks fierce, as he stands up, 
grasping his decanter; and Charlie 
Townley interposes to pour oil on 
troubled waters. "Sit down, Lucie," 
says he, "I've no doubt all our ancestors 
were no better than they should be; 
Lord Birmingham's own included." With 
which Amelican reflection, and some- 
thing in the ludicrousness of Gower's 
gentle nickname, the altercation passes 
for the time. Birmingham, being a bit 
of a coward, is brought to apologize; 
"and perhaps," adds Charlie, "Lord B. 
has just been touched upon a tender 
point." All laugh at this, save Birming- 
ham, who blushes red and angrily. But 
John has said nothing, and is twirling 
his lnoustache grimly. 
hIeantime the wine circulates again ; 
and the earl, who has already taken too 
much, takes a little more. And every 
man has had some little irritation on 
that unfortunate day ; poor Arthur, who 
expected so much from his little dinner ! 
For Arthur has been thinking now of 
Gracie, and there is some uneasy feel- 
ing on his mind he does not seek to 
analyze. Though, indeed, it was by 
her wish that they had never been en- 
gaged. 
No small talk seems to be quite 
read)- ; and Birmingham goes on. "Of 
course, it's all very well for you fellows 
to talk," says he, as if he meant to be 
amicable, "and I'm sorry that I said 
what I did. But you must all know 
well enough that it's ridiculous for 
Americans to talk of family. Why, the 
country was settled by the very scum 
and refuse of old England ; and all your 

ancestors were either thieves, or slaves, 
or prostitutes and domestic servants 
shipped out here by the carload " 
He stammers a moment; for John 
Haviland, eying him calmly, as one 
might eye some servant seeking for a 
place, rises, folds his napkin with great 
deliberation, and stalks out of the room. 
Gower follows him, assuring the Eng- 
lishman first, with great particularity, 
that "he is a confounded blackguard 
and knows where he may find him." 
With which grandiloquent speech, a lit- 
tle out of date perhaps, the other five 
are left to continue their instructive 
conversation. Arthur is a little pale, 
but Charlie Townley, when they have 
fairly left the room, breaks into a roar 
of laughter, and Tony Dural seems to 
think it all good fun; his grandfather, 
a French barber, had married a laris 
grisette, and both had come to America 
to make their fortunes. 
"That's like'era all," says the bellicose 
Briton, "they court our company, just 
like the snobs at home, and then are 
vexed if we don't treat them as our 
equals. And all the fuss about a Kitty 
Farnum! I mean to take her back 
with me, but damme if I've yet de- 
cided to marry her first!" 
"]ou will oblige me first by taking 
your name off this club ; or as I putyou 
down, Iq_l save you the trouble by doing 
that myself. Perhaps I had better pay 
your bill for you too, lest you should 
forget it, as you did that hundred I lent 
you last year. And I will write to Mrs. 
Farnum and the ladies to whom I 
have introduced you, and apologize to 
them for the disgrace of bringing you," 
says Arthur. "Waiter, you need give 
this gentleman no more wine; he has 
had too much already." Arthur speaks 
in a loud tone, so that all the other men 
in the dining-room have heard; and 
then he too stalks away. "Oh, dam- 
mit, no, don't do that," begins Birming- 
ham, in answer to the last of Arthur's 
threats but one ; but our hero is already 
beyond his hearing. 
Charlie is still laughing, but now he 
finds his breath again. "Nevermind, old 
fellow, you were drunk," he says, con- 
solingly. "Itl be all right, to-morrow." 
Birmingham is red and puffing like a 
turkey-cock : and at the same time sting- 
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gling with some clumsy speeches of re- 
pentance. 
"Upon my word," says Wemyss, who 
has been most uncomfortable through- 
out this scene, "there has been no such 
time since the declaration of indepen- 
dence." 
"The fact is," adds Charlie, soothing- 
ly, "you touched them both on a ten- 
der point; that fellow Haviland I sus- 
pect of being a rejected suitor for Kitty 
F. herself ; and Arthur, I know, has had 
a soft spot for his cousin since he was a 
calf." 
But by this ti,ne Birmingham is go- 
ing maudlin ; his drunkenness has come 
on him so quick that Wemyss and Town- 
ley have much ado to get him home to 
bed. He is full of fulsome expressions 
of regret; and ends with blubbeling 
that he is sorry for what he did. 
The next morning, he woke up late, 
an!l with a headache, in his room at the 
hotel that he had found it pleasant (and 
economical) to abandon for so long ; and 
came down-stairs to find a portmanteau 
containing all his clothes that he had 
left at the Hill-and-Dale. With it, but 
without a letter, were his receipted bills 
from both the clubs. 
Birmingham was very repentant. Late 
in the afternoon he took a walk with 
Wemyss, and entered timidly the Cold- 
stream Club, where Townley--good-na- 
tureclly--had put him down again. He 
passed two or three ladies driving on 
Fifth Avenue who bowed to him no less 
cordially than before ; and in the club 
some men came up and spoke to him. 
He began to fancy that the thing was be- 
ing hushed up ; it is so pleasant to hush 
up disagreeable things, and we Ameri- 
cans do like to be on good terms with 
every one, lest some one say we are not 
good fellows. But the earl was mortal- 
ly ashamed of the evening's occurrences ; 
and finally he mustered up courage, 
with many brandy-and-sodas, to sit down 
and compose to Arthur a letter of re- 
pentant, almost grovelling apology. 
Having done this, he felt that he had 
done all America could well demand. 
Judge then of his indignation, when, on 
the morrow, the letter was returned to 
him unopened. 
It was the first time his lordship had 
ever had a letter sent back to him un- 

opened ; and he curses Arthur for a cad 
up to this day. But what he most feared 
was that some one should bear tales of 
his behavior to Miss Fmaum. For he 
had thrice asked her to marry him, 
already. 
CHAPTER XXYEH. 
CAPTAIN I)ERWEIT SEALS HIS FATE. 
THE autumn winds began ; winds that 
in the country bring red leaves, and 
ripening nuts, and smells of cider, and 
the crisp white frost; and in the city 
come with clouds of pungent dust of 
streets, and sticks and straws, and make 
one's daily walk and ride a nuisance, not 
a pleasure. But all the world, or all the 
world that Arthur saw, was busied with 
its dresses and with its future entertain- 
ments, and with rejoicings over future 
marriages, and now and here perhaps 
regrets, and longer days for women, and 
sterner work for men. For the beauty 
of our modern view of life is that it bids 
no man be content who stays in that po- 
sition where our simple fathers used to 
say a wise providence had placed him. 
Not even our primers have this lesson 
now ; but tell us, with A who is the archi- 
tect of his own fortunes, how we all may 
rise in life. We are brought to make 
light of lessons, too--all lessons, from the 
first and second down--and the small 
boy has formed the taste of the nation 
and dictates its likings not only on the 
fourth of July ; let us have our fun, and 
jest at all the school-rearms and the 
moral tales. For the school- room's 
mimic can make faces long years before 
the first scholar understands. Terrible 
indeed must have been the elders of a 
generation ago, that we kick our heels 
so high at having gotten loose from 
them. 
So the race of life began again; and 
Charlie Townley on the home stretch, 
but laboring heavily. Old Mr. Townley 
came to the office seldomer than ever, 
this year ; but Tamms was rhea'e, as reg- 
ular as the clockwork beat upon a bomb 
of dynamite. His wiry red mustache 
was )itten close above his upper lip, 
and his discreet eyelids more inflamed 
than. ever. And Charlie knew that all 
their Allegheny Central stock was still 
held in the office ; and the strike seemed 
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no nearer to a settlement than ever. 
"These labor troubles have played the 
devil with the market," he would say to 
Charlie ; "and public confidence is en- 
tirely lost." Tamms depended much on 
public confidence. And Deacon Rem- 
ington's brokers would go into the board 
and sell their ten thousand shares, day 
after day, as punctually as doom. "They 
must have borrowed lots of stock," sug- 
gested the younger and the smarter 
Townley. "Can't we squeeze them ?" 
But wary Tamms would shake his head. 
A "corner" was a risky boomerang-- 
suchlike manoeuvres he was too old a 
bird to try. 
The firm had acquired a new customer 
that fall; no less a personage than 
Lionel Derwent. This unaccountable 
person sold or bought his hundred 
shares a day, and spent half his time in 
the office, and pored over the ticker like 
any other speculator. "So much for 
your reformers of the world," said young 
Townley to Arthur; and Arthur would 
have thought it strange, but that he was 
so rapidly learning the lesson of the 
world ; and its first lesson is, as he fan- 
cied, that all men are Mike; a lesson 
you will hear nowhere so frequently in- 
culcated as in Washington and Wall 
Street, though we have humbly ex- 
pressed our own opinion upon this 
theme before. 
Tamms said that Mr. Derwent was a 
damned nuisance; but he made himself 
most agreeable to old Mr. Townley, and 
would hold the old gentleman in con- 
verse by the hour whenever he happened 
to meet him in the office. Derwent 
seemed still to take great interest in 
Arthur too ; but Charlie found him even 
a greater bore than Tamms. For he 
was also a continual visitor at the Liv- 
ingstones; and Charlie worried over it. 
"Where a man's treasure is, there shall 
his heart be also." 
Charlie was growing very nervous 
about the state of things down town; 
and it would be a little too bad to have 
the prize snatched from him in the mo- 
ment of fruition. He had had a devil- 
ish good time in his life for the last ten 
years; since in fact he had got out of 
leading strings ; and then he had looked 
about him with a judicious eye, and care- 
fully selected the rich girl who seemed, 

on the whole, the best adapted to make 
him comfortable ; and he meant to con- 
tinue to have a good time for many 
years to come, please the pigs. A con- 
servative estimate (and Toaaley knew 
something of the state of the coffers) 
placed the Livingstone fortune at a 
million and a half ; there was no entan- 
gling famfl3; and both Mamie's parents 
were very old. 
So he sent her flowers for every even- 
ing's amusement, whether it were con- 
cert, ball, or dinner; and called there 
twice a week; his flowers never came 
with a card, but always had a sort of 
trademark of their own. Good judges 
said that Charlie Townley was compro- 
mising himself. Not only this, but all 
the most recherch5 tittle parties that so 
experienced a fashionable could invent; 
just the sort of thing that made Mamie's 
young friends open their eyes, ith 
envy: club dinners, and private dances 
at the country clubs, and seats upon the 
smartest coaches and in the most un- 
questioned opera-boxes; and these not 
anere "bud" parties, but with Mrs. 
lIalgam, Daisy De Witt, or Mrs. Gow- 
er herself as guests. Thus Townley 
wooed her millions with his own scarce 
dollars and the aid of his acquaintance 
and his worldly wisdom. And Gracie 
found that Mamie was infatuated. 
Something impelled her to make no 
secret of her troubles to John Haviland ; 
and Havfland had taken Derwent into 
council. And that audacious gentleman 
had seriously proposed, first, kidnap- 
ping; taking him off for a cruise in a 
yacht; a month's delay, he said, was all 
they needed. Then he suggested that 
they might get him publicly drunk. 
The enthusiast was no stickler for the 
commonplace, at best; Derwent was a 
man of Oriental methods, obvious and 
frank. But Townley had, unfolunately, 
no small vices; it would be quite im- 
possible to get him drunk. And Der- 
went cursed "the bourgeois squeamish- 
ness for human life" that prevented, as 
he said, "an honest duel, -hile making 
dull misery of all one's days, and vulgar 
trash of the nineteenth century's soul." 
People began to wonder why Derwent 
stayed on in New York. It was true he 
was very attentive to Mamie Living- 
stone; but it was scarcely possible that 
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the lionized Derwent had met his fate 
at last in a boarding-school miss. 
lImie, herself, however, began to think 
such was the case;and was duly flat. 
terel by it. Gracie had many a time 
tvld her that a lady need never allow a 
gentleman to propose to her whom she 
purposes rejecting ;--but, dear me, that 
was all the zest of a girl's life--before 
she was married. She made one or two 
fitful efforts to discourage him, but the 
big man would not be discouraged. 
And really who could have the hardness 
of h.art, even sober Gracie, to forbid a 
girl her very first offer? .4rod such an 
interesting one too ; she was so anxious 
to see how he would do it. And Mamie 
blushed with pleasure when he came to 
see her. 
But all this was rage and desperation 
to our friend young Townley. He seri- 
ously thought of forcing the issue then 
an-l there; but he did not quite yet 
dare. Yet he certainly must do some- 
thing soon; no one knew better than 
Chrlie Townley that he certainly, must 
do something soon. The strikers doa 
in lennsylvania were said to be starv- 
ing; but sooner or later starving men 
will make a hole in even Tamms's pock- 
ets. 
Sappose they had a panic. They 
could not possibly carry the great rail- 
roal, and the margins, and the Strbuck 
Oil, through a serious trade disturb- 
anc. So long as the strikers contented 
themselves with trying to burn up rail- 
way iron an=l killing an obscure police- 
mn or two--railway iron was cheap 
enough--in fact, they made it--and a 
policeman or two could be replaced. 
But a big, dramatic bit of rapine that 
woulcl strike terror to the investing 
public, the comfortable bourgeois, the 
lambs who sat at home in their carpet- 
slippers and looked at chromos of old 
English farmyards--and Remington's 
big pile stoocl no longer ready to sup- 
port them when things got bacl ; in fact, 
he suspectecl that that obsolete old 
-Christian would like nothing better than 
to mke the public run. 
Still, Townley did not dare to ask her 
at her house. You are at a woman's 
mercy, there; she may ring the bell; she 
may even call her mother; you cannot 
ahoose your place, the stage-setting that 

most becomes you, arrange your lights, 
and select your own dram.atis personce. 
Charlie Townley was much like any other 
man, in the garish afternoon, and by 
the domestic fireside ; in fact there was 
a certain quite intelligent look in Mamie's 
pretty eyes at times which Townley 
found it hard to face. Yet he was per- 
fectly certain that he had fascinated her. 
How did he know ? Well, he had kissed 
her. Townley's maxim was to kiss a 
woman first and win her afterwards ; at 
the worst, you got but a rebuff for an 
audacity not in all eyes unadmirable; 
while, if you formally proposed, ancl 
were rejected, you had your value low- 
ered in the eyes of all the world. 
He resolved fhat it must be on his 
own ground and very late at night, and 
in the midst of a very gay assemblage. 
He got up a country party of his own, 
matronized by Mrs. Malgam; and had 
meant to settle matters while exhibiting 
this other pretty woman submissive at 
his feet. But Mrs. Malgam also had an- 
other string to her bow; and the other 
string was Derwent, whom Townley had 
to ask: "a damned clumsy English- 
man," said he to her, "who has a cursed 
knack at getting in the wrong place at 
the wrong time."---"_u the right time, 
you mean," laughed _rs. )Ialgam ; she 
knew Townley's game well enough ; but 
did not conceive it possible that he could 
mean to marry yet. And this belief was 
indeed so general that it came to 
rule's ears; and she began to doubt it, 
too, and was ten times more in love with 
him than ever. 
So Townley made up his mind that 
his ouly perfectly certain chance was the 
Dural ball; and this did not come off 
for some weeks yet. 
lor the whole Duval gens was about 
to celebrate its reception among the im- 
mortals and Miss Daisy's happy mar- 
riage, by giving a grand ball, the grand- 
est ball that e'er was known, in our re- 
publican simplicity. Two thousand in- 
vitations had been sent out, addressed 
to ever)- one who did not care to go, and 
to nobody who did. Two smaller pack- 
ets of tickets had been sent, one to Bos- 
ton and one to lhiladelphia, addressed 
to Mrs. Weston and Mrs. Rittenhouse 
respectively, to be distributed by these 
ladies, where they would do the most 
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good, as they knew best ; and old An- 
toine Duval felt that he had safely 
bought his social distinction at last, as 
he had bought his membership in clubs 
from obliged business friends and the leg- 
islation for his railroads from Congress 
and the Legislature of his native State. 
Meantime, Townley's visits grow more 
frequent;but no more so than Der- 
went's; and poor lIamie is quite puz- 
zled and troubled between the two. 
All her maiden's dreams are yet of 
Townley, and gilded with his social 
splendor; but she secretly bought a 
a copy of Derwent's "Travels in the 
Desert" and read it on the sly. She 
was surprised to find the book was all 
about the East End of London; and a 
friend told" her that if she had wanted 
his real adventures, she should have 
read "The Treasures of the King." Yet 
she is sure she does not care for him, 
and indeed will tell him so, if she shall 
ever have the chance. 
She has the chance, and very soon-- 
some three days before the great Dural 
ball But it is hard for a maiden at such 
times to be very speedy with her tongue ; 
particularly when the man is a very 
strong one, whom she is very much 
afraid of, and yet holds in some rever- 
ence; and who has a marvellous blue 
fire in his two deep eyes. Still, Mamie 
does refuse him ; and he only seems to 
plead the more; as if the refusal vere 
the one thing needed to put new heart 
into him. And he takes her trembling 
hand--there is a magnetism in his own 
brown and steady one that is not to be 
resisted---and begs at least for some re- 
spite--three months' consideration-- a 
month's, at least--and there is something 
strangely thrilling in hearing a brave 
man t.lk to you of his love, his love, for 
you, just you, and not some outside per- 
son--and Mamie knows not how, but 
someho w, strangely, finds herself in tears. 
And then, as he draws still closer to her, 
the door opens and Gracie comes in. 
She starts back, of course, but it is 
too late, and the man has sprung to his 
feet, and she is still sillily blushing and 
crying. What is it that makes Mr. Der- 
went's face turn, as he stands there, 
so strangely white ? His voice is strong 
enough after a second, though, and he 
speaks almost instantly. 

"I beg you, do not go, Miss Holyoke. 
You have seen quite too much to have 
any doubt; nor need there be embar- 
rassment about so plain a thing. I know 
that--that your kind heart loves your 
cous -- loves Miss Livingstone'--- more 
than all the world, and you will surely 
tell her what is best. As---as you must 
have fancied, I have asked her to marry 
me. Unhappily, I have not seemed wor- 
thy to her ; and I only beg her now for 
some delay." Yet there was a curious 
dead level about Derwent's voice, as if 
he dare not trust himself on more than 
one key; and Gracie's quiet eyes turn 
on his with some wonder. There is a 
silence broken only by Mamie's sobbing. 
She had no idea such fun would prove 
so little mirthful, for she knew very well 
that she did not care for Lionel Der- 
went, who was old enough to be her 
father, and yet, as it seemed, he really 
loved her. 
Derwent cut the matter short at last. 
"I must spare you any more to-day, 
Miss Livingstone. Forgive me, Miss 
Holyoke. I will call for your answer in 
a week, Miss Livingstone---surely, you 
will grant me that delay ?" And he 
strode out of the room, hat and cane in 
hand, valiantly, and yet his eyes did not 
meet Gracie's. 
As he entered the hall the sewant 
opened the front door and let Charlie 
Tomley in. Derwent nodded slightly. 
"H' are you," said the other, as they 
passed. 

CHAPTER XXIX. 
ARTHUR IS MADE HAPPY. 
JOHN HAVlLAID, tOO, was working 
hard that fall. He was not perhaps so 
happy even as Charles Townley, if this 
is any reason for hard work. And have 
I not said that. we all work in lX'ew 
York? We work to drive away that 
bugbear of young Americans--discon- 
tent; much as Flossie Gover and her 
set work to drive away that other bug- 
bear of Americans who have, surely, no 
cause for discontent---ennui. 
But it was for neither of these two 
great things that John had ever worked ; 
nor did he now work quite as usual. He 
strode down and up his town, breasting 
the December snows, and would have 
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Life, that is so novel to each one, so old 
to fate. Let us h_sten back to those 
with whom the novel may end well: to 
fortunate Caryl Wemyss, and favored 
Flossie, and worldly-wise Charlie, and 
to Arthur Holyoke. 
He had made his way. He had bet- 
tered his position. He was popular, and 
his life was full of pleasure. If he had 
not written a great poem, he had done 
things that the world would prize more 
highly. He saw his way, at least, to 
substantial success, as Charlie Townley 
had seen it before him ; John Haviland 
still tried to be his friend, but he liked 
Charlie better now. Was not Faust 
glacl on that first morning when he saw 
the world once more, and left the devil 
to his God to fight--permitte divis ce- 
tera ? 
Take this one bright December day 
for instance ; he rises in his comfortable 
bachelor apartment; his head still full 
of dreams of bright eyes from the night 
before; for it is his fortune to be petted 
by women. He has a few hours so- 
called work, to be sure; but the work 
is among Millions, which it is pleasant 
to think may yet be his some day. 
He left early in the afternoon and 
took his drive in his own pretty cart, 
glad to see and be seen by all he 
called his friends. Then he went to 
dine with a millionaire, Mrs. Malgam, 
and Mamie Livingstone; in the evening 
to the opera, and to the first great sub- 
scription ball. He was a manager of 
the last, and wears his honors with 
much grace; and he has the offer of a 
partnership in a rich young firm. 
Late in that afternoon sat Gracie in 
her room. We have not seen so much 
of Gracie, lately, as I, for one, should 
like: she does not do much in these 
pages, perhaps. When women have the 
nobler lives they ask for now, our hero- 
ine shall perchance do more; now she 
merely lifts the men about her to their 
higher selves. She is a power wrought 
out most in other lives. I own I am un- 
able to describe her ; I cannot print the 
fragrance of a lily on these pages ; those 
who have seen the lily do not need it. 
Perhaps, if Helen, Heloise, are the wom- 
en that Flossie Gower, clever Flossie 
Gower, in these days of women's rights 
still envies most, I may have still some 

maiden readers--my courteous greeting 
go to them--who think the nobler Hel- 
ens and the purer Cleopatras may yet 
not have too small a part in life, and 
dream their sweet heart-dreams of Una 
and Elaine. 
In her bedroom, then (for our hand 
is on the door-knob and we must enter 
now) -- sat Gracie, through this after- 
noon. Mamie has been in, from time to 
time, and had close talks with her ; and 
she has promised Gracie she will keep 
her word with Derwent, and wait, al- 
though she is sure she cannot care for 
him. But now she is gone, todress for 
Arthur's dinner, and Gracie sits alone. 
The house is silent; and she knows 
the old people are down below, and she 
must go and read to them. But the 
vault of heaven has been unfathomably 
blue, that day; and she has been look- 
ing into it, over the crowded city walls. 
And now the air has faded to the lilac 
winter twilight, and all men are going, 
tired, to their homes. But she is idle; 
and idle hours she finds so hard to fill! 
She took a book she loved, and read; 
but gradually the dark came, and the 
book fell from her hand ; and now her 
hands are on her face, and her soft eyes 
closed, and she is crying, silently. 

CHAPTER XXX. 

THE DURAL BALL. 
TH new year has come; and all the 
world has been celebrating, with chiL 
dren's dances and with children's din- 
ners and with a multiplicity of costly 
toys, the birth of Christ. Grown-up 
people who have been good-natured 
have assisted, and helped their boys 
play with candles and with evergreen 
as they helped them play with fire-crack- 
ers on the fourth of July, that other 
great feast or holy-day our calendar still 
keeps. Grown people who have not 
been good-natured have kept to their 
clubs, mostly, men to men;and the 
women have snatched the chance to get 
a week of resting and a little early sleep. 
For now the children's play is over ; and 
the winter's balls are to begin in ear- 
nest, a serious business, as we have said. 
On the evening of December thirty- 
first, yotng Townley was invited to dine 
with his partner, Mr. Phineas Tamms, 
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in Brooklyn. He never liked these din- 
hers ; but yet he learned too much from 
them to stay away.  voyage to Brook- 
lyn combined all the discomforts of a 
trip to Europe, without the excitement 
and rewarcls--as he said at his favorite 
Columbian Club, where he stopped to 
take a motest tonic on his way down 
town. "I wish I wero going," said one 
of the circle, who dallied a little in 
stcks, "and had your chance of getting 
points." For these dinners of Tamms, 
the great street leader, were known as 
meetings where many schemes were laid, 
and information gleaned, as Tamms un- 
bended after dinner, worth many thou- 
sands for each syllable, in gold. 
"Yes," said old Mr. Townley, wag- 
ging his gray head sagely, "my partner 
is a very able young manma very able 
young man indeed." He was taking 
nohing; but it was his usual hour to 
be at the club ; and the New Year's time 
inclined the old gentleman to kindliness 
for all the world ; so he had left his pri- 
vate and particular seat by the window 
and joined the group of younger fellows, 
to see how "his Boys" (as he called all 
young men he knew) were getting along. 
As such, he was liked by them; and 
treated with but the faintest tinge of 
patronage his age made necessary. 
"What do you think of the market, 
Mr. Townley ?" said one of them with a 
manner of much deference. "We have 
had a long spell of sag, and the public 
are not in it." 
"Ha, ha," chuckled Mr. Townley, de- 
lightedly, rubbing his hands. "Town- 
ley & Son have seen a longer spell 
than this. The public will come in it 
fast enough when we pull the market 
through. Wait till after the holidays, 
my boys--I say no more ; but wait till 
after the holidays. As I was saying to 
my old friend Livingstone, just now, a 
panic never comes on a long falling mar- 
ket. There was fifty-sevenmand thirty- 
eight--he did not remember thirty-eight 
mCharles Townley & Son held up the 
ba_ks, not they us, in those days--" 
anl the old man went off, chuckling, 
and joined his old friend Livingstone, 
the oldest member of the club, after 
himself, in the corner window that was 
sared to them.  
Jimmy De Witt looked after the re- 

treating figure saAly. "What a pity 
the old man does not know anything," 
said he. "He would not lie about it, if 
he could." 
Charlie left the club, and drew his fur 
overcoat tightly about his chest, as the 
biting wind swept, from river to river, 
through Twenty-third Street. He was 
not surprised his senior partner was not 
going to the dinner, and only wished he 
did not have to go himself. Day after 
to-morrow was the Duval ball; and he 
wished to keep himself fresh for that. 
Was he not going to put his fate to the 
test, and win or lose the girl he meant 
to marry ? And New Year's day would 
be all work for him ; for Tamms had be- 
spoken his most private services; and 
he had some reason to look upon the 
balance-sheet with apprehension. 
Nor was his peace of mind restored by 
Tamms's dinner. No ladies were allowed 
at Tamms's dinners, and only one well 
tried and proven waiter. Tamms sate 
at the head of his table, and until the 
coffee was brought, said nothing ; or if 
he did speak, talked of church matters 
or of the weather. But when the coffee 
and cigars appeared (for cigars and cof- 
fee were almost his only food, and he 
was never knom to drink wine at a 
business dinner) Tamms's rusty iron jaw 
would open and the slow words drop 
out gingerly, one by one, over the stiff 
curtain of his beard, while all the knights 
of his round table craned their ears to 
hear them. 
But Townley noticed some very curi- 
ous things about this dinner. In the 
first place, the guests were all young 
men, and rich men; but not men of 
much experience or sagacity upon the 
street. Deacon Remington, who in times 
past had had his regular seat, was nota- 
bly absent. And Tamns talked more 
freely than was his wont, and more 
steadily throughout the dinner, which 
last was far more rich than usual and 
was served by half a dozen hired wait- 
ers. 
"What do you think of the market ?" 
was again the question a beardless youth 
asked of Tamms anxiously, to the dis- 
may of all about him. But the beard- 
less youth had just come fresh from 
California with his father's foreseen mill- 
ions, bent on becoming a power in the 
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street ; and had not learned his money- 
changer's etiquette as yet. But to the 
smrise of all the rest, Tamms answered 
quite naturally and fully. "I don't know 
much about the market," said he, canni- 
ly. "I guess perhaps there ain't much 
in the market, anyhow, of itself " 
"You think it a good sale ?" broke in 
the beardless youth eagerly; while his 
neighbors kicked him under the table 
and the ones placed farthest from their 
host swore at him audibly. 
"I ain't sayin' what I think it--at least, 
not jest now," said Tamms, with dignity. 
"I s'pose things is kind o' stagnant-- 
unless some feller drops a stone into the 
pool." 
The attention grew breathless; you 
might have leard a pin drop; though 
not, perhaps, the flutter of an angel's 
wing. "There's a good deal of money 
coming in on the first of January ; and 
I don't know but what things might 
start up a little, if some stock got kind 
o' scarce." Tamms spoke these last 
words with greater precision, and in 
much better English than the former 
ones ; and his young partner knew that 
in this accent he was always lying. But 
all the rest had treasured every syllable 
of the oracle'2 words, more cm'efully 
than any reporter's note-book could 
have set them down, while in appear- 
ance dallying with their cigarettes and 
iced champagne. "He means a corner," 
said every man to himself ; "who's he 
gunning for ?"B,, He wants them to think 
he means to corner Allegheny," said 
young Townley to himself. 
"Old man Remington has caused the 
present break," said a rich young stock- 
broker with an air of much importance. 
"The deacon and I are kind o' out," 
said Tamms. "The fact is, I'm afraid 
the deacon may have been selling too 
many stocks." 
"Remington has sold nothing but 
Allegheny," said every man to himself; 
and felt that they were well repaid their 
ferry-trips to Brooklyn. But after this, 
Mr. Tamms obstinately refused to talk 
any more stocks, but only Shakespeare 
and the music-glasses, that is, of Mr. 
Beecher and the Coney Island races. 
Charlie outstayed them all, and then 
went home alone. "It can't be done," 
he said to himself; "the Governor 

knows it and he's desperate. I don't 
believe that we can borrow fifty thou- 
sand more." He was sitting alone in 
the ladies' room of the ferry-boat, his 
fur collar pulled well up about his face, 
smoking one of his own cigars; for 
Tamms's were too strong. There was 
only one other passenger upon the boat ; 
a drunken working-man; and he was 
cm'sing Townley for a swell. "Con- 
found him, they wouldn't let me smoke 
there, though it is late at night. But I 
ain't got no fine cigar, perhaps." 
Tamms's fertility of invention was mir- 
aculous ; but still it seemed to Townley 
that he was hard pressed now. Their 
profit on that last summer's operation 
had been largeBon paper; but it was 
this devilish tightness of money that 
made things bad. 
Suddenly, there was a peal of joyous 
bells, ringing loud all at once, chimes, 
church-bells, factories, and schools from 
both sides of the river. Townley start- 
ed nervously, and then remembered with 
a laugh that it was lqew Year's day. 
"What damned rot it is," said he ; and 
then betook himself again to thinking. 
It seemed as if that merry music brought 
him new ideas ; for he slapped his thigh, 
and said aloud, "By Jove, I have it."-- 
"What's the swell a-chuckling over 
now?" said our friend Simpson, look- 
ing in the window from outside. 
"The deacon must have sold about 
all the stock there is," Charlie went on to 
himself ; "and if we can only carry ours, 
and those rich lambs go in to buy--the 
deacon can't deliver. Why, it's making 
them do the colmering for us--doesn't 
cost us a cent--and if we get a little 
short of money, we can even drop a few 
shares to them ourselves, and no one be 
the wiser. Provided only some devilish 
panic or strike or war of rates does not 
come in just now," he added, as the boat 
jarred heavily against the dock. 
The bells were silent now, and Charlie, 
wrapping his fur about him, valked up 
the snowy and deserted street along the 
wharves. There was a foul dampness 
coming from the tired water that still 
splashed beneath the piles; but the 
city's faults were charitably covered up 
in snow. For once in his life, Townley 
had an instinct of economy, and took no 
carriage ; a fact which Simpson, slouch- 
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ing along behind him, had noticed. 
There was no horse-car waiting, so he 
walked briskly up a narrow cross-street 
into the city, still smoking his cigar. 
"Damn him," thought Simpson, "I won- 
der how much he's got ? I'd scrag him 
for a hundred." Simpson has been un- 
lucky lately, with his pools, even as has 
Mr. Tamms. 
But Charlie is still thinking ; of Mamie 
Livingstone and of the ball to-morrow 
night. The evening's talk has had one 
consequence, not wholly material, at 
least; it has won for little Mamie the 
cavalier she loves. Townley feels now 
that all his future hangs upon this slen- 
der thread: curse it, he may have wait- 
ed too long. He has had a dozen 
chances to marry girls before this; 
Daisy Duval, herself, who gives the 
ball to-morrow night-- 
He is stopped by a man at the corner 
of the street. "Got a light, boss ? " 
The voice is rude and husky, and the 
man has been drinking. Charlie looks 
at him good-naturedly, and throws open 
his fur-lined coat; and as he does so, 
the man notices that he too looks pale 
and worried. 
"Certainly," says Charlie. "Take a 
cigar, won't you--for the first of the 
year ?" 
The man accepts it, shame-facedly; 
and shambles hurriedly oft not waiting 
for his light. 
"Poor devil, I suppose he wants to 
smoke it in a warmer place than this," 
says Charlie; and pulis his furs close 
about him and hurries safely home. 

CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE I)UVAL BALL, CONTINUED. 
TE evening of the great ball has 
come, at last; all the preparations have 
been made to the very last touch; the 
thousand orchids have arrived, that are 
to fade away their costly blooms in this 
one evening's pleasure; brought from 
forests of the Amazon, where, perhaps, 
they saw no brighter colors and heard 
no louder chattering, of bird or biped, 
than they will to-night. And the fifty 
imported footmen have arrived also, 
and cased their faultless calves in white 
silk stockings: and old Antoine is sit- 
ring in his private "library," smoking, 

with his ashcup upon the billiard-table 
that is the chief furniture of that apart- 
ment ; and his daughter Mrs. De Witt, 
still sleeping in her dressing-room, or 
trying to; but her sleep is troubled 
with her gorgeous dreams. 
But what are we to do? 'or it is 
only eight o'olock; just after dinner- 
time, and we cannot think of going yet. 
We have four long hours before us; 
where shall we go to spend the even- 
ing ? We cannot call upon our friends ; 
no one of them will be at home to-night. 
Gracie, to be sure, might be in ; for her 
dress is but a simple one, and takes but 
little time of her one maid, who then 
hurries away to be an extra aid to 
Mamie ; and Gracie will dress her hair 
herself, and she is now reading to her 
aunt and uncle. In a few moments, she 
will go up to help lIamie, who is terri- 
bly excited, with cheeks all flushed al- 
ready, and eyes of a feverish brightness. 
She has such good reason, though, that 
we can hardly wonder" she has made 
up her mind that she will take the first 
opportunity to see lIr. Derwen*, and 
give him his dismissal. Thus may she 
keep her word, and still be free to say-- 
what shall she say, when she goes off 
with Mr. Townley, late in the evening, 
no doubt, to some fragrant nook, just 
beyond the range of voices, but mur- 
murous with distant music and cur- 
rained with rare flowers ? What the im- 
pulse of the moment bids her, no doubt ; 
--she might refuse him--but it would 
be so nice to have the greatest ball of 
the century marked by one such scene. 
She means to be the leading "bud" at 
the ball, besides; and cannot spare all 
of those epochal moments, even for her 
lover. 
John Haviland, too, is in; but he is 
sitting in his study with a pipe, and 
hard at work; at least, he is trying to 
be hard at work, that he. may keep his 
mind at rest. He is on some political 
subject, writing an argument to selwe 
with them who make laws for us at Al- 
bany; but it seems as hard to get them 
to take their functions seriously as it 
was with any Charles Stuart ; moreover, 
the subject is a dry one, concerning 
only the ultimate welfare of indefinite 
numbers, and there is a small number, 
lobbyists, who are sure to meet him 



364: FIRST HARUESTS. 

man who owns a railroad is really a 
bigger, stronger lord than any feudal 
baron ! '" 
"That's all very pretty ; but we'd like 
to see a little less talk from you, an'm 
suthin' done," said Simpson, who had 
been drinking almost more than usual. 
"Shut your mouth," said James. 
"You'll see something done before 
you're much older, lor one, I'm op- 
posed to scarin' people much, before 
we're rely to really act and smash ev- 
erything at once." 
"That's damned fine talk, but you 
ain't boss, you know," sneered Simp- 
son. 
"Boss or not, I don't know as I've 
got any more stomach for one kind of a 
mastery than another--whether they call 
'emselves reds and internationalists, or 
employers of labor! What do you sup- 
pose the G. IV[. G. wants anyhow ? lire- 
workswnothin' but fireworks." 
"Well, but what's the use o' goin' so 
far?" said another man, pacifically. 
"We can take a job where we like-- 
we've liberty, anyhow." 
"Liberty !" cried James. "So's a 
horse his oats. They've got the mines, 
an' the mills, an' they fix the wages, an' 
we've got to live in the company's tene- 
ments, an' pay the company's rents, an' 
get up to the whistle, an' wash our 
daughters' faces when we're bid; and if 
we don't like it, the company'll import 
a lot of dirt-eating foreigners; but 
we've got to pay our rent, just the 
same. And all that these fellers, who 
ain't no better than we are, can have a 
good time and drink champagne at 
breakfast. I've had enough of repub- 
lics and democracies; an'I tell you we 
don't want any kind of 'ocracy but just 
nothin' at all !" 
"H--1 !" snarled Simpson, who had 
listened with impatience to Starbuck's 

speech. "They ain't no different from 
what we are ; you were a boss yourself 
until a few weeks ago, and then you 
sang a different tune." (It was true 
that Starbuck had lately been dis- 
charged, for his complicity in the min- 
ing strike.) "You'd like ter be a swell, 
like the rest of 'era, and your sister's 
just the same." 
Starbuck compressed his pale lips, 
and his mouth worked violently. "Don't 
you talk of my sister," said he. 
"Naw," said Simpson, "we ain't to 
talk of your fine sister; and yet we all 
know that you're livin' here on what she 
makes outsidemEh ?" 
For Starbuck had thrown himself 
upon him with an open knife; and 
driven the blade well into his side. 
Simpson fell, and the others, clasping 
Starbuck by the body, sought to drag 
him away; but his right arm still was 
disengaged, clenching the open blade, 
and with it he was sawing viciously at 
Simpson's wrist. 
Starbuck was the weakest man of all; 
but when he was at last torn away, the 
other's cries had ceased, and he was ly- 
ing huddled in the pool of blood, with  
hiccough in his pallid throat. 
Starbuck stood looking at him, pant- 
ing; while the others bent over him, 
and tried to lift him to the bed. 
"You'll swing for this night's work, Jem 
Starbuck," said one. 
"I think not," said another. "The 
first dig didn't go very deep ; and these 
flesh-wounds ain't no account. Get 
away from here, Jem, before the cops 
get wind of it." 
And they pushed James Starbuck 
roughly, but with hands still friendly, 
out into the winter's night. 
But it is after eleven o'clock; and we 
must hurry, if we would be in time for 
the ball. 
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Sacred Way to Eleusis, with Salamis in the distance. 

Greece was full of monasteries at the norance. The monasteries are of two 
beginning of this century. Four hun- different orders: cenobite and idio- 
dred of these were destroyed in the rhythmic. In the former, the monks 
revolution, and their property fell to assemble at a common table, and live 
the government. About one hundred according to a common rule ; in the lat- 
and fifty remain, with four convents for ter, each has his own apartments and lives 
nuns. Monasteries flourished better un- as he pleases, except as regards attend- 
der Turkish rule than now, and are more ance on church services. On the slope 
prosperous in Greek lands outside of of Mount Pentelicus, near the marble 
the kingdom. 
In Greece 
proper, men of 
ability and en- 
ergy have more 
attractive ca- 
reers open to " 
them, while the 
Turks often en- 
couraged the 
withdrawal of 
lealing men to 
a life of inac- 
tivity. The 
monastery 
lands are grad- 
ually coming 
into the hands 
of the govern- 
ment. The 
beautiful s i t c 
of the Ameri- West Slope of Mars' Hill, with Mount Hymettus in the background. 
can School at 
Athens was granted by the govern- quarries, is a large and prosperous mon- 
ment from the grounds of the convent astery which is often visited by travel- 
of the Asomaton (angels). The monks lers who desire to ascend the mountain. 
have the reputation of laziness and ig- Near the mountain fortress of Phyle, a 
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Steps and Propylea of the Acropolis. 

few miles to the west, is another monas- 
tery of the humblest sor; the door is 
not high enough for a tall man; the 
building has rooms for only three or 
four monks, and everything but the 
clear, cold water indicates squalor and 
indifference to comfor and cleanliness. 
The most important Greek monaster- 
ies are those on Mount Athos, that of 
the Holy Sepulchre at Jerusalem, and 
that on 5Iount Sinai. These have de- 
pendencies, or branches, in Greece. 
The Greek religious services are gen- 
erally held early in the morning, before 
the heat of the day. After them, the 
papps is a prominent figure in the 
throngs of idlers, prominent because of 
his long black gown, his tall steeple-hat 
(without a brim), and his long, un- 
trimmed black hair and whiskers. His 
office does not assure him special re- 
spect. He is far from having the so- 
cial position accorded to clergymen in 
Protestant or even in Roman Catholic 
countries. 
Lent is observed very strictly by the 

Greek Chm'ch. To be without flesh food 
would be no deprivation from usual 
comfort for most of the people. No 
only fish, but also eggs and cheese are 
forbidden, at least on the strict days of 
Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. 
After the dreary and exhausting sea- 
son of Lent, Easter is warmly welcomed. 
It is the great festival of the Church year. 
It is the season for family gatherings 
and for fendly gifts. Houses an(l boats 
are painted, and clothing washed, in 
preparation for the celebration. No 
family is too poor to have a roast lamb 
for Easter Sunday, and the streets and 
squares of the towns are filled with flocks 
of lambs. The whole air of the city is 
redolent with their savor on Easter 
morning. Hungry family groups collec 
about the fire as the lamb is spirted in 
the open air, all watching and assisting 
at the operation. 
The Greeks are very religious in 
some outward observances, and especi- 
ally quick in their resentment of the in- 
sinuation that they are in need of con- 
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Marathon--the Mound. 

version to Protestantism. A Protestant 
church has become self-supporting in 
Athens, however, under the unwearied 
exelions of a missionary who was edu- 
cared in America. 

Many of the remains of ancient Greek 
art have been removed from their coun- 
try. The lomans began the spoliation 
of Greece. Thousands of Greek statues 
were carried to Rome. In the early years 
of this century the sculptures from the 
pediment of the Parthenon at Athens, 
with most of the frieze, one of the Cary- 
atids of the Erechtheum, and the frieze 
of the temple of Apollo at Bassm--all 
were taken to London. For years Greek 
art could be studied to bgtter advan- 
tage in the British Museum than any- 
where else in the world; this remains 
true of the best period of Greek art. 
The statues of the temple of zEgina were 
taken to Munich. These marbles were 
carried away, by permission of the Turk- 
ish authorities, only a few years before 
the Greeks assertel their independence. 

Their loss has been a sore trial to the 
Greeks, who consider as an insult the 
British gift of plaster casts of these treas- 
ures. These antiquities are to the Greeks 
no mere works of art, and illustrations 
of ancient culture; they are heirlooms 
the cherished memorials of their hon- 
ored ancestors. Greece is still too poor 
to conduct extensive excavations, but she 
refuses to allow richer nations to car D - 
away her treasures. She admits others 
to search for what is hidden beneath her 
soil, but claims the treasure-trove. A 
strict law forbids the exportation of an- 
tique.ties, and the custom-house etticials 
go through the forms of examining the 
trunks of the traveller as he leaves 
Greece, searching for vases, inscriptions, 
and the like. The lav is constantly 
evaded, however. A bronze cuirass may 
be worn on the person, under an over- 
coat; packages may be handed up at 
one side of the ship while the custom- 
house officers are busy at the other side. 
Dealers sell large objects and large quan- 
tities of other objects, with the agree- 
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um lie upon the floor like corpses on a 
battlefield. The material accumulates 
more rapidly than it can be prepared 
for exhibition. For lack of room many 
a dainty bit is left unprotected, exposed 
to the elements and to tourists' ham- 
mers. 
In general, however, Athenian an- 
tiquities are much better placed than 
those of Rome ; the environment forms 
a much more suitable frame. 

Archeeological study has been pursued 
at Athens with vigor by both Greeks and 
foreigners. The French were the first to 
establish a national School of Archeeol- 
ogy at Athens, more than forty years 
ago, in 1846. The Germans founded at 
Athens, in 1874, a branch of the "Ger- 
man Institute for Archaeological Corre- 
spondence." German students in Greece 
do not hold the same relation to the in- 
stitute that the French students hold 
to their school: the institute was not 
established primarily for the sake of 
the students, but the German students' 
scholarships were created because of the 
opportunities afforded by the institute. 
The Archeeological Institute of Amer- 
ica in 1881 ap- 
pointed a com- 
mittee on the 
establish m e n t 
of an American 
School of Clas- 
sical Studies at 
Athens. In 
view of the dif- 
.ficulty of rais- 
ing a sufficient 
sum to put the 
school on a 
permanent 
footing before 
the enterprise 
was shown to 
be practicable 
and desirable, 
the committee 
secured the co- 

the school. During each of the last 
two years, seven American scholars have 
been enrolled as regular students of the 
school (a number larger than that of the 
students in the French or German 
schools), while othershave been admitted 
to share its privileges. In addition to 
the studies of the individual members of 
the school, under the general guidance 
of the director, the school has conducted 
excavations at Thoricus and at Sicyon, 
bringing to light many interesting ar- 
chaeological facts and one valuable statue 
of Dionysus. A few months ago, it 
commenced excavations at the foot of the 
northeast slope of Mount Pentelicus, 
near the hIarathonian plain, uncovering 
various and important remains of works 
of art, and among other inscriptions one 
which proves that this was the site of 
the ancient Icaria, the birthplace of the 
Greek drama. 
In 1884 the Greek government offered 
to the school a beautiful and valuable 
site for a building, on the slope of Mount 
Lycabettus. Friends of the school con- 
tributed $25,000 to erect a suitable 
building. This building is now com- 
pleted; it contains apartments for the 

The American School. Convent at the left. Mount Hymettus in the background. 

operation of the most prominent col- director and his family, a large library, 
leges of the country, and the School and several chambers for the members 
was opened in October, 1882. The of the school. 
number of colleges associated in this The present organization of the school, 
work is now eighteen. The directors with an annual director, was recognized 
have been sent to Athens on an an- from the first as a temporary, expedient, 
nual appointment, without expense to with some advantages, but with an over- 
VOL. IV.---t8 



874 THE MODERN GREEKS. 

balancing weight of obvious inconven- 
iences. In the autumn of 1886 Dr. 
Charles Waldstein was invited to become 
the permanent director of the school. 

lated. She suilered from repeated in- 
vasions. In 1453, the Turks took Con- 
stantinople, and soon asserted their 
power in Greece. Their rule was pain- 

AthensnTheseum in the left foreground; Mount Lycabettus in the background. 

He is recognized as eminently fit for the 
position: a native of New York City, a 
former student of Columbia College, a 
graduate of the University of Heidelberg, 
at present Reader on Archmology and 
Keeper of the litzwilliam Museum, in 
Cambridge, England, he unites in him- 
self a large number of important quali- 
fications. 
But only a small part of the perma- 
nent endowment is secured as yet. While 
the school has no support from the gov- 
ernment, like the similar institutions of 
France and Germany, it relies on the 
wise liberality of our men of wealth and 
culture. Greece seems to be far away, 
but this enterprise brings ancient Greece 
to our doors. This contact with the 
land and air of Greece, this personal 
study of the monuments and topography, 
promises a better appreciation of ancient 
life and history, and thus a better ap- 
preciation of the literature of the ancient 
Greeks. 

Greece was under foreign domination 
for nearly two thousand years. She was 
conquered by the Romans, 146 B.C. ; 
her cities were destroyed or depopu- 

ful and degrading. The Greeks were 
"the wretched slaves of a race of rapa- 
cious oppressors." The Turkish rule 
became a European scandal. A reaction 
was sure to follow, and in the spring of 
1821 a number of the Greeks declared 
the independence of their country and 
put themselves under the protection of 
England. Their war for independence 
lasted about as long as our own, exciting 
the interest and sympathy of all civilized 
nations, but especially of America. 
In October, 1827, the Turkish fleet was 
nearly annihilated in the harbor of 
arino (the 1)ylus of the Homeric Nestor) 
by English, French, and Russian ships 
of war. France expelled the Turks 
from Peloponnesus in the next year. 
The Powers which had come to the res- 
cue of Greece fixed her frontier in 1829, 
but left her as a subject of Turkey; the 
Acropolis of Athens was still in Turkish 
hands. In 1830 Greece was declared an 
independent kingdom, under the pro- 
tection of Great Britain, France, and 
Russia. The Greeks had no royal family, 
no hereditary nobility ; the aristocratic 
families of the Byzantine Empire had 
become extinct; they had no capable 
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the love of pigments, the passion of 
drawing, the gift of music, or the im- 
pulse to create with words, just as other 
and perhaps the same men are born with 
the love of hunting, or the sea, or 
horses, or the turning-lathe. These are 
predestined ; if a man love the labor of 
any trade, apart from any question of 
success or fame, the gods have called 
him. He may have the general voca- 
tion too: he may have a taste for all the 
arts, and I think he often has; but the 
mark of his calling is this laborious 
partiality for one, this inextinguishable 
zest in its technical successes, and (per- 
haps above all) a certain candor of 
mind, to take his very trifling enter- 
prise with a gravity that would be- 
fit the cares of empire, and to think the 
smallest improvement worth accomplish- 
ing at any expense of time and industry. 
The book, the statue, the sonata, must 
be gone upon with the unreasoning good 
faith and the unflagging spirit of chil- 
dren at their play. Is it worth doing ? 
--when it shall have occurred to any 
artist to ask himself that question, it is 
implicitly answered in the negative. It 
does not occur to the child as he plays 
at being a pirate on the dining-room 
sofa, nor to the hunter as he pursues 
his quarry ; and the candor of the one 
and the ardor of the other should be 
united in the bosom of the artist. 
If you recognize in yourself some 
such decisive taste, there is no room for 
hesitation:follow your bent. And ob- 
serve (lest I should too much discourage 
you) that the disposition does not usu- 
ally burn so brightly at the first, or rath- 
er not so constantly. Habit and prac- 
tice sharpen gifts; the necessity of toil 
grows less disgusting, grows even wel- 
come, in the course of years; a small 
taste (if it be only genuine) waxes with 
indulgence into an exclusive passion. 
Enough, just now, if you can look back 
over a fair interval, and see that your 
chosen art has a little more than held 
its own among the thronging interests 
of youth. Time will do the rest, if de- 
votion help it; and soon your every 
thought will be engrossed in that be- 
loved occupation. 

spend their lives, if the result be re- 
garded, utterly in vain: A thousand ar- 
tists, and never one work of a. But 
the vast mass of mankind are incapable 
of doing anything reasonably well, art 
among the rest. The worthless artist 
would not improbably have been a quite 
incompetent baker. And the artist, 
even if he does not amuse the public, 
amuses himself ; so that there will always 
be one man the happier for his vigils. 
This is the practical side of art : its in- 
expugnable fortress for the true prac- 
titioner. The direct returns--the wages 
of the trade--are small, but the indirect 
--the wages of the life--are incalculably 
great. No other business offers a man 
his daily bread upon such joyful terms. 
The soldier and the explorer have mo- 
ments of a worthier excitement, but they 
are purchased by cruel hardships and 
periods of tedium that beggar language. 
In the life of the artist there need be no 
hour without its pleasure. I take the 
author, with whose career I am best ac- 
quainted; and it is true he works in a 
rebellious material, and that the act of 
writing is cramped and trying both to 
the eyes and the temper; but remark 
him in his study, when matter crowds 
upon him and words are not wanting 
--in what a continual series of small 
successes time flows by; with what a 
sense of power as of one moving moun- 
tains, he marshals his petty characters; 
with what pleasures both of the ear and 
eye, he sees his airy structure growing 
on the page; and how he labors in a 
craft to which the whole material of his 
life is tributary, and which opens a door 
to all his tastes, his loves, his hatreds 
and his convictions, so that what he 
writes is only what he longed to utter. 
He may have enjoyed many things in 
this big, tragic playground of the world ; 
but what shall he have enjoyed more 
fully than a morning of successful work ? 
Suppose it ill paid: the wonder is it 
should be paid at all. Other men pay, 
and pay dearly, for pleasures less desir- 
able. 
Nor will the practice of art afford 
you pleasure only; it affords besides 
an admirable training. For the artist 

But even with devotion, you may re- works entirely upon honor. The pub- 
mind me, even with unfaltering and de- lic knows little or nothing of those 
lighted industry, many thousand artists merits in the quest of which you 
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are condemned to spend the bulk of 
your endeavors. Merits of design, the 
merit of first-hand energy, the merit 
of a certain cheap accomplishment 
which a man of the artistic temper 
easily acquires--these they can recog- 
nize, and these they value. But to 
those more exquisite refinements of 
proficiency and finish, which the ar- 
tist so ardently desires and so keenly 
feels, for which (in the vigorous words 
of Balzac) he must toil "like a miner 
buried in a landslip," for which, day 
after day, he recasts and revises and 
rejects--the gross mass of the public 
must be ever blind. To those lost pains, 
suppose you attain the highest pitch of 
merit, posterity may possibly do jus- 
tice; suppose, as is so probable, you 
fail by even a hair's breadth of the 
highest, rest certain they shall never 
be observed. Under the shadow of this 
cold thought, alone in his studio, the 
artist must preserve from day to day 
his constancy to the ideal. It is this 
which makes his life noble; it is by 
this that the practice of his craft 
strengthens and matures his charac- 
ter; it is for this that even the seri- 
ous countenance of the great emperor 
was turned approvingly (if only for a 
moment) on the followers of Apollo, 
and that sternly gentle voice bade the 
artist cherish his art. 
And here there fall two warnings to 
be made. And first, if you are to con- 
tinue to be a law to yourself, you must 
beware of the irst signs of laziness. This 
idealism in honesty can only be support- 
ed by perpetual effort ; the standard is 
easily lowered, the artist who says "It 
will do," is on the dowmvard path; 
three or four pot-boilers are enough at 
times (above all at wrong times) to 
falsify a talent, and by the practice of 
journalism a man runs the risk of be- 
coming wedded to cheap finish. This is 
the danger on the one side ; there is not 
less upon the other. The consciousness 
of how much the artist is (and must be) 
a law to himself, debauches the small 
heads. Perceiving recondite merits 
.very hard to attain, making or swallow- 
.ng artistic folnule, or perhaps fall- 
mg in love with some particular pro- 
ficiency of his own, many artists forget 
the end of all art : to please. It is doubt- 

less tempting to exclaim against the ig- 
norant bourgeois; yet it should not be 
forgotten, it is he who is to pay us, and 
that (surely on the face of it)for services 
that he shall desire to have performed. 
Here als0, if properly considered, there 
is a question of transcendental honesty. 
To give the public what they do not 
want, and yet expect to be supported: 
we have there a strange pretension, and 
yet not uncommon, above all with paint- 
ers. The first duty in this world is for 
a man to pay his way ; when that is quite 
accomplished, he may plunge into what 
eccentricity he likes; but emphatically 
not till then. Till then, he must pay 
assiduous court to the bourgeois who 
carries the purse. And if in the course 
of these capitulations he shall falsify his 
talent, it can never have been a strong 
one, and he will have preserved a bet- 
ter thing than talent--character. Or if 
he be of a mind so independent that 
he cannot stoop to this necessity, one 
course is yet open: he can desist from 
art, and follow some more manly way 
of life. 
I speak of a more manly way of life, 
it is a point on which I must be frank. 
To live by a pleasure is not a high call- 
ing; it involves patronage, however 
veiled;it numbers the artist, however 
ambitious, along with dancing girls and 
billiard markers. The French have a 
romantic evasion for one employment, 
and call its practitioners the Daughters 
of Joy. The artist is of the same family, 
he is of the Sons of Joy, chose his trade 
to please himself, gains his livelihood by 
pleasing others, and has parted with 
something of the sterner dignity of 
man. Journals but a little while ago 
declaimed against the Tennyson peerage; 
and this Son of Joy was blamed for con- 
descension when he followed the ex- 
ample of Lord Lawrence and Lord Caims 
and Lord Clyde. The poet was more 
happily inspired ; with a better modesty 
he accepted the high honor ; and anony- 
mous journalists have not yet (if I am 
to believe them) recovered the wcarious 
disgrace to their profession. When it 
comes to their turn, these gentlemen 
can do themselves more justice; and I 
shall be glad to think of it; for to my 
barbarian eyesight, even Lord Tennyson 
looks somewhat out of place in that as- 
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sembly. There should be no honors for 
the artist ; he has already, in the prac- 
tice of his art, more than his share of 
the rewards of life ; the honors are pre- 
empted for other trades, more laborious 
and perhaps more useful. 
But the devil in these trades of pleas- 
ing is to fail to please. In ordinary oc- 
cupations, .a man offers to do a certain 
thing or to produce a certain article 
with a merely conventional accomplish- 
ment, a design in which (we may almost 
say) it is difficult to fail. But the artist 
steps forth out of the crowd and pro- 
poses to delight: an impudent design, 
in which it is impossible to fail without 
odious circumstances. The poor Daugh- 
ter of Joy, carrying her smiles and finery 
quite unregarded through the crowd, 
makes a figure which it is impossible 
to recall without a wounding pity. She 
is the type of the unsuccessful artist. 
The actor, the dancer, and the singer 
must appear like her in person, and 
drain publicly the cup of failure. But 
though the rest of us escape this crown- 
ing bitterness of the pillory, we all court 
in essence the same humiliation. We 
all profess to be able to delight. And 
how few of us are ! We all pledge our- 
selves to be able to continue to delight. 
And the day will come to each, and even 
to the most admired, when the ardor 
shall have declined and the cunning 
shall be lost, and he shall sit by his de- 
serted booth ashamed. Then shall he 
see himself condemned to do work for 
which he blushes to take payment. 
Then (as if his lot were not already 
cruel) he must lie exposed to the gibes 
of the wreckers of the press, who earn a 
little bitter bread by the condemnation 
of trash which they have not read, and 
the praise of excellence which they can- 
not understand. 
And observe that this seems almost 
the necessary end at least of writers. 
Les Blancs et les Bleus (for instance) is 
of an order of merit very different from 
Le Vicomte de Bragelonne ; Denis Duval 
is not written with the pen of Esmond ; 
and if any gentleman can bear to spy 
upon the nakedness of Castle Dangerous, 
his name I think is Ham: let it be 
enough for the rest of us to read of it 
(not without tears) in the pages of Lock- 
hart. Thus in old age, when occupa- 

tion and comfort are most needful, the 
writer must lay aside at once his pastime 
and his breadwinner. The painter in- 
deed, if he succeed at all in engaging 
the attention of the public, gains great 
sums and can stand to his easel until a 
great age without dishonorable failure. 
The writer has the double misfortune to 
be ill-paid while he can work, and to be 
incapable of working when he is old. It 
is thus a way of life which conducts di- 
rectly to a false position. 
For the writer (in spite of notorious. 
examples to the contrary)must look to 
be ill-paid. Tennyson and Iont6pin 
make handsome livelihoods; but we can- 
not all hope to be Tennyson, and we do 
not all perhaps desire to be Montpin. 
If you adopt an art to be your trade, 
weed your mind at the outset of all de- 
sire of money. What you may decently 
expect, if you have some talent and 
much industry, is such an income as a 
clerk will earn with a tenth or perhaps 
a twentieth of your nervous output, lor 
have you the right to look for more; in 
the wages of the life, not in the wages of 
the trade, lies your reward ; the work is 
here the wages. It will be seen I have 
little sympathy with the common lamen- 
tations of the artist class. Perhaps they 
do not remember the hire of the field 
laborer; or do they think no parallel 
will lie .9 Perhaps they have never ob- 
served what is the retiring allowance of 
a field officer; or do they suppose their 
contributions to the arts of pleasing 
more important than the services of a 
colonel .9 Perhaps they forget on how 
little Millet was content to live ; or do 
they think, because they have less gen- 
ius, they stand excused from the display 
of equal virtues .9 But upon one point 
there should be no dubiety: if a man be 
not frugal, he has no business in the 
arts. If he be not flalgal, he steers di- 
rectly for that last tragic scene of le 
vieux saltimbanque; if he be not frugal, 
he will find it hard to continue to be 
honest. Some day, when the butcher is 
knocking at the door, he may be tempt- 
ed, he may be obliged, to turn out and 
sell a slovenly piece of work. If the ob- 
ligation shall have arisen through no 
wantonness of his own, he is even to be 
commended ; for words cannot describe 
how far more necessary it is that a man 
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should support his family, than that he 
should attain tonor preserve--distinc- 
tion in the arts. But if the pressure 
comes through his own fault, he has 
stolen, and stolen under trust, and stolen 
(which is the worst of all) in such a way 
that no law can reach him. 
And now you may perhaps ask me, if 
the debutant artist is to have no thought 
of money, and if (as is implied) he is to 
expect no honors from the State, he 
may not at least look forward to the de- 
.lights of popularity? Praise, you will 
tell me, is a savory dish. And in so 
far as you may mean the countenance 
of other artists, you would put your 
finger on one of the most essential and 
,enduring pleasures of the career of art. 
But in so far as you should have an eyo 
to the commendations of the public or 
the notice of the newspapers, be sure 
you would but be cherishing a dream. 
It is.true that in certain esoteric jour- 
nals the author (for instance) is duly 
-criticised, and that he is often praised 
a great deal more than he deserves, 
sometimes for qualities which he prided 
himself on eschewing, and sometimes by 
ldies and gentlemen who have denied 

themselves the privilege of reading his 
work. But if a man be sensitive to this 
wild praise, we must suppose him equally 
alive to that which often accompanies 
and always follows itmwild ridicule. A 
man may have done well for years, and 
then he may fail; he will hear of his 
failure. Or he may have done well 
for years, and still do well, but the 
critics may have tired of praising him, 
or there may have sprung up some new 
idol of the instant, some "dust a little 
gilt," to whom they now prefer to offer 
sacrifice. I will be very bold and take a 
modern instance. A little while ago the 
name of Mr. Howells was in every paper 
coupled with just laudations. And now 
it is the pleasure of the same jom:nal- 
ists to pursue him daily with ineffective 
quips. Here is the obverse and the re- 
verse of that empty .and ugly thing called 
popularity. Will any man suppose it 
worth the gaining ? Must not any man 
perceive that the reward of Mr. Howells 
lies in the practice of his fine and solid 
art, not in the perusal of paragraphs 
which are conceived in a sph-it to-day 
of ig-norant worship, and to-moow of 
stupid injustice ? 

A LETTER TO THE SAME YOUNG GENTLEMAN. 

By Will H. Low. 

I A glad that in the eager questioning 
which naturally precedes a decision that 
may fashion your life for good or for ill, 
you have chosen to acquaint me with 
your friend's letter of advice, and that 
you ask me to add to it what my ex- 
perience may suggest. On a subject so 
momentous the homely old adage that 
"Two heads are better than one," is 
peculiarly pplicable ; for in the practice 
of his art (and independently of success 
or failure)the artist gains an insight 
that is largely personal, and the dreariest 
and least applauded of the vieux saltim- 
banques has yet his point of vantage 
from which to spy into the fair gardens 
of the Palace of Art. The view may be 
obscured, the horizon hazy ; but still it 
is from his own point of view that he 
beholds the wonders within, of which 
he will descant with infinite satisfaction 
to himself, with possible profit to others. 

For this reason, my ideas, which in some 
respects differ from those of your friend, 
may be of value to you ; and as he has 
taken the career with which he is most 
familiar, and speaks from the stand-point 
of the author, I, from the same motive, 
will take that of the painter. 
The artist remains to-day almost alone, 
the embodiment of an idea. The war- 
rior, except upon some miserable ques- 
tion of territory, stands idle. The priest 
no longer leads a crusade, or by fast- 
ing and vigorous penance, serves as a 
beacon-light for weary seekers after 
truth. Kings govern by consent of a 
parliament largely elected from the com- 
mon people; and "noble lords of high 
degree" become faners and ranchmen, 
confounding themselves with the aver- 
age man. The artist, who has coexisted 
with all of these in the heyday of their 
prosperity, alone remains;and now, 
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as in the late instance of Mr. Besant, by 
the power of his imagination brings 
into existence the leople's lalace; or 
like Wagner, holds the civilized people 
of the world in his power, subjugating 
some, alienating others, but interesting 
all ; or like Millet shows us for the firs 
time, the man of the fields, and with 
consummate art, the enveloping atmos- 
phere, the light and air of the open 
country. His task is more difficult, he 
no longer carols in the gardens of Loren- 
zo the hlagnificent, but serves a hydra- 
headed master who in this work-a-day 
world, intent on material gain, too often 
turns from him to listen to the more 
enchanting music of the stock telegraph. 
But if his task be harder the career 
is more noble. The artist of to-day, 
independent of the sovereign pleasure 
of solne petty prince, carries a message 
of beauty and truth to all comers; the 
Louvre has ceased to be a lounging 
place for the jaded courtier; and the 
South Kensington Museum brings a 
greater concourse of worshippers to 
the shrine of Michael Angelo and Do- 
natello than came to them in their life- 
time. Nor is it so necessary to consult 
the good pleasure of the bourgeois as 
your friend would have you believe; 
for voyez-vous, you might in the re- 
search of the particular quality in de- 
mand wear yourself to the bone, and 
yet, though happily endowed, fail to 
attain your object. Of far more im- 
portance, it seems to me, is to know 
yourself, to question your aptitudes, to 
do what you can do the best.; and be 
sure, if it be worth the doing, your hy- 
dra-headed bourgeois will turn one of 
his heads and smile approvingly on you, 
Corot, though every other eye is fixed 
and every other mouth gapes admira- 
tion on--shall we say Frith ? If it be 
worth doing ?---the question which your 
friend says, and says most truly, you 
must never ask yourself---it must decide 
itself ; and lest I should confuse you let 
me call to your mind the history o 
Jean Francois M_illet. 
You have seen undoubtedly examples 
of the early manner of this painter,- 
mostly nude figures of nymphs, gener- 
ally employed, after the engang habit 
of the wood-nymph, in bathing, in ar- 
ranging the hair, in disarming Cupid, or 

the like. Charming pictures they are, 
full of color and of great truth of 
movement, but if Millet had never pro- 
duced aught else he would never have 
been facile princeps, the first of modern 
painters. He was past his thirty-fifth 
year when chanceor shall we call it 
Fate--took him to Barbizon, where he 
saw clearly for the first time his life 
work, and gave us in rapid succession 
the Gleaners, the Grafting (with its 
Madonna-like mother)and the Ange- 
lus, to name a few among many master- 
pieces. It is to repeat a story already 
told to refer to his lack of success at 
first ; but in trying to do what he could 
best do--in "living up to the level of 
his best thought"---he ended by subju- 
gating his bourgeois. 
That the success came too late, that 
this son of joy ate to the end the bit- 
ter bread of Poverty and died in the 
early morning of his fame and fortune, 
was an accident, from which I pray that 
you may be preserved; but to you, as 
to your friend or to myself, the same 
privilege is offered as to Millet---the life 
that you will lead will be its own suffi- 
cient reward. 
I would not, however, for a moment 
think of urging you to consider your art 
before the duties common to us all. 
There I may safely send you back to 
what your friend has said so well. You 
must at the risk of losing your talent (if 
it be so weak) fulfil your duty as a citizen 
before you have the right to consider 
your Art. There are many ways of do- 
ing this within the limits of your tech- 
nical acquirements. Illustration, repro- 
ductive etching, and teaching of draw- 
ing and painting, are among the many 
branching paths along which you may 
gather sustenance; but the graphic arts 
demand such a technical equipment, that 
apart from employments directly con- 
nected with them I would not advise the 
artist to venture. I have heard of bank 
clerks producing creditable water-color 
sketches in their spare moments, and 
there is at this time in Paris a landscape 
painter of considerable eminence who 
has earned his living as a professor of 
mathematics, but such cases are rare, 
and work of a kind akin to your art, 
which strengthens your mtier while it 
gains your bread, is preferable. 
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And now supposing that the die is 
cast and that you are fairly embarked 
in your career as a painter, let me exhort 
you to paint for your art in the noblest 
and highest sense that you can conceive. 
If you are among the fortunate few who 
bv doing their best work can yet find 
fvor with the general public, so much 
the better ; but if, as is but too probable, 
your most serious work remains unsold, 
then turn cheerfully to your breadwin- 
ner. You can design honest wall-paper 
and count with some certainty on do- 
ing a given amount which has a market 
price ; you will be honest in reproducing 
even a poor picture with your etching- 
needle; you can draw honest illustra- 
tions where the subject and even the 
manner of treatment is imposed upon 
you. You can teach honestly. But you 
cannot paint honest pictures if in their 
production you relent for a moment 
from an unflinching effort to do your 
best. Surely it is better to remain out- 
side the ranks, than to join in creating 
much that cumbers our exhibitions with 
alleged works of art where this ques- 
tion of artistic honesty is evaded---poor 
filles de joie indeed, perhaps the more 
to be pitied when their wares are pur- 
chased. 
It is this faltering in the path of rec- 
titude that .belittles the artist, and 
breeds the belief that his career is 
less noble than that of the soldier. Cer- 
tainly it would be hazardous to state, 
impossible to find belief, that any artist 
could be the peer of a successful general 
if we were to seek confirmation of our be- 
lief at a period when the memory of the 
soldier's deeds is yet alive. But only 
last year Padua saw a strange sight. It 
was grande festa in that city and on 
the piazza di San Antonio enthusiastic 
groups clustered around the equestrian 
statue of the General Erasmo Gatta- 
melata, which was the centre of the cele- 
bration. In honor of the general ?--Not 
at all, brave general though he was un- 
doubtedly in his day, and commemorated 
with a statue by a master of his craft, one 
Donatello, in whose honor on the fourth 
centenary of his birth all Padua, all 
Florence, and a good part of Italy was 
agog with excitement. Shakespeare 
against Wellington, Molire for Napo- 
leon, seem on the face of the proposition 

more plausible ; and who knows but what 
on this side of the Atlantic, with the most 
of our history yet to be made, some un- 
born painter, sculptor, or author may 
in that future keep alive the memory of 
the captains now living or lately dead, 
for whom to-day no meed of praise is 
great enough and before whom no com- 
parison dares lift its head. 

All passes,---Art alone 
Enduring stays to us;" 
The Bust out-lasts the throne-- 
The Coin Tiberius." 

Here, in the midst of my supposititious 
case, and my perplexity in the practice 
of an unfamiliar art, there comes to me 
document having such a bearing on this 
old question that I cannot forbear from 
translating it. It is a letter addressed 
to an unknown aspirant for artistic hon- 
ors, from the late Andr6 Gill, the well- 
known caricatmist, who during the last 
days of the Second Empire and the 
troublous times following the establish- 
ment of the Republic did most excellent 
work. Few who were in Paris during 
these years can have forgotten the tell- 
ing broadsides of the Eclipse and La 
Lune Rousse which bore his signature. 
The original of the letter can be found 
in the Paris Figaro bearing the date of 
the 12th May, 1888. 
89 rue Denfert-Rochereau. 
30th August,  
You are twenty-two years of age and 
you have a good position; your future 
is assured. Let me beg of you not to 
abandon this reality which you hold for 
a chimerical idea difficult of attainment, 
and in nearly every case deceptive. 
am forty. From my childhood I have 
loved art and since my school day have 
followed it with unrelenting ardor. 
have suffered for it hunger and humilia- 
tion; I have been forced a hundred 
times to deviate from my chosen l=ath 
and practise inferior branches of my 
profession. And it has only been at 
rare intewals and for brief pelSods that 
I have been permitted to return to the 
pursuit of my ideal. It is barely six 
years since my pictures have been ac- 
cepted in the Salon and at the price 
of what sacrifices! And if chance has 
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given me an hour of notoriety in a class 
of work that is born of the moment 
and of my necessities, I am none the 
less wounded in my hopes, which were 
nigher, while I have been unable thus 
far to assure myself a life of decent 
comfort. Every moment of the artist's 
life should moreover be given to perfect 
himself in his art if he would attain real 
excellence. Everyone to-day has talent, 
but how few can live by its exercise. 
To do so needs not only energy, unflag- 
ging effort, but in addition social rela- 
tions, good luck, and the means of living 
and paying for your studies. Remain 
therefore an amateur. If you find hap- 
piness in the exercise of your talent, give 
to it your hour of leisure, but do not let 
your life and your future depend upon 
it. In this way you can have all the 
little satisfactions of an artist's gratified 
vanity without encountering the anguish 
and the disillusions of the career. A 
man of good social position knowing 
something of art is easily a person of 
importance in the circle in which he 
moves. A poor devil with the hunger 
of the ideal, solitary, enamoured of his 
folly and without fortune, seldom es- 
capes the ridicule of the philistine and 
still more rarely misery and privation. 
It is in this strain, my dear Sir, that I 
feel obliged in all sincerity to answer 
your letter. If, however, it is only a 
question with you of solving simple 
technical problems, I put myself quite 
at your disposition. Come to see me 
and bring me what you have done. 
AND GrLL. 

Here we have a third answer to the 
question and one which at the first 
blush controverts much that goes be- 
fore. But poor Gill, the comedian who 
would have wished to play Tragedy, 
nourished along with the " higher 
hopes" to which he refers, a desire to 
be part of that Tout Paris which goes 
the pace that kills. He failed in .the 
quality of flgality, living the life of a 
great city and scattering time, health, 
and talents to the four winds of Heaven. 
Here was the flaw in his armor, here we 
are far from the single-hearted aim of 
greater men. Miller's quiet home at 
Barbizon, Delacroix's modest studio in 
the rue Furstenberg, or Corot's maison- 
ette at Ville d'Avray harbored men whose 
pleasure was in their art, and who so 
arranged their life that little but their 
work and the recompense it brought 
entered into it. I do not doubt (indeed 
in the case of Millet I know) that their 
advice to aspiring youth would have 
taken on another tone than that of Gill. 
He, poor fellow, sought the temporary 
success of the Salon, where year after year 
(despite the solicitation of subjects that 
were desperate bids for popular recog- 
nition) success was denied him until his 
career found its logical conclusion. One 
day his friends found him in his studio, 
happy at last. Honor, Fame, Riches 
were all his. They took him thence to 
a mad-house. Fate, at the end, was kind ; 
for with the folie des grandeurs with 
which he was afflicted he was happy in 
his belief that the prize long sought was 
his at length--i/tait arrive. 
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THE TEMPLES OF EGYPT. 

By Edward L. Wilson. 

than a broken Parthenon as a 
memorial of her greatness ; and 
Rome has preserved as the gift of her 
forgotten builders, a few shattered col- 
umns of the temple erected by Vespa- 
sian or a fragmentary colonnade of that 
which was dedicated to Saturn. But in 
Egypt, the temples are almost beyond 
numbering, vhile the inscriptions upon 
their walls and columns have preserved 
a written histolT contemporaneous with 
the age of their builders, most of whom 
had been forgotten long before the first 
stone was laid upon the Palatine hill, or 
the first year of the earliest Olympiad 
had passed. 
Sometimes, in a mountain forest, we 
see a tree that has outgrown and out- 
lived its neighbors, and we wonder by 
what law of growth and preservation it 
has outlasted the fallen monsters which 
lie decaying at its roots. So the Egyp- 
tian temples seem to stand, perpetual 
monuments of an otherwise long per- 
ished past. The centuries have neither 
increased nor diminished their girth. 
Time has wrought but little change in 
their formation. They have only been 

deformed by the l-- -: : 
wild fanaticism  .  
of Cambyses, or = 
scarred by the --: = . 
deliberate at- =: 
,.____ - ..... _ . 
tacks of yet more 
barbarous invaders and iconoclasts. 
Otherwise they would have remained 
as their projectors intended they should : 
tim imperishable and unchanged sym- 
bols of "everlastingness." It is true 
that they are in ruins, but the ruins are 
still as awe-inspiring as they were when 
Diodorus and Herodotus held inter- 
views with the pious priests who were 
the ministers to their mysteries. 
A wide and inexhaustible field, there- 
fore, is offered by the Nile temples, to 
the historian, to the student of art and 
architecture, and to the camera enthu- 
siast. 
The work of investigation must con- 
tinue with courage and persistence until 
the Egypt Exploration Fund and its 
co-workers have revealed all the apart- 
nents of the Great Pyramid, and have 
turned over to the light the inscribed 

Copyright, 1888, by Charles Scribner's Sons. All rights reserved. 



:}88 THE TEMPLES" OF EGYPT. 

granite block which "tells the story and demands contributions from widely 
solves the puzzle of the erection of Gizeh's separated cornices, columns, and capi- 
wonder." Though acresof storied pages tals. But drawbacks and obstacles may 
still hang upon their walls, and miles of be overcome, even as the heavy north- 
illustrations of life and manners are ward shadows of the temples themselves 
wound around their massive columns, may, by the skill and technical rnanipu- 
these magnificent libraries do not furnish lation of the photographic artist, be per- 
us with the successive pages of continu- suaded to reveal what they have hidden 
ous history. Here and there the story in mystery, and show forth the pictm'es 
is broken off. To restore its continuity which they have so long concealed. 
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sphinxes and our obelisks ; upon Philee 
for our propylmum ; upon Thebes and 
Ab(t Simbel for our colossi; return to 
Karnak for our pronaos or cotu't ; look 
back to "The Modern Nile," for the 
exterior suggestions supplied by Edfou, 
and, finally, exumine many other struct- 
ures, for more minute details. All this 
don'e, we may agree that neither the 
boldest imagination nor the most exact 
study, can enable us to form an adequate 
conception of the splendor of an Egyp- 

Processional Stairs in the Temple of Edfou. 

tian temple in its perfect state. The vast 
space it occupied ; its lofty gateways ; 
the long avenues of sphinxes; the glit- 
tering obelisks and the lifelike expres- 
sion of the monstrous statues, fozzn a 
combination of most imposing archi- 
tectural grandeur. The msthetic quali- 
ties of these structures cannot be 
briefly summed up. As we ponder 
them we shall be willing to acknowl- 

edge, for we shall discover, the excep- 
tional constructive power of the ancient 
architects; we shall see how closely 
they followed Nature, and at times drew 
as well upon foreign art, though always 
preserving their own principles of form. 
We shall also observe how fancy and 
"feeling" are displayed in their temple- 
decorations. Besides, there is always 
one grand imaginative vein running 
through all their work--which expresses 
the principal idea of their faith--imper- 
!shabilit.y. S u c h 
mpressons are us- 
ually gathered 
from the exteriors. 
When the spacious 
interiors are stud- 
ied, so massive and 
so sombre, with 
t h e i r long-aisled, 
windowless halls ; 
with their crowded 
files of lofty col-, 
umns; with capi- 
tals of such tremen- 
dous circumference 
that their margins 
almost touch and 
form arches over- 
head ; we think we 
can see the imita- 
tion of lature, even 
more plainly. The 
influence of the cav- 
ern-temples of Ethi- 
opia is likewise ap- 
parent ; the curved 
lines and graceful 
shapes of the plants 
and flowers of that 
land are copied; 
and even the forms 
of the reeds and 
rushes are pat- 
teed. Wathens 
says : 
"One of the most striking peculiarities 
of the style is the pyramidal character 
of the ascending lines. We observe it 
in the outline of the portal and in the 
gigantic pylon; in walls, in door-ways, 
pedestals, and screens ; in short it per- 
vades the whole system and must have 
been occasioned by circumstances con- 
nected with its very origin." 
The first dwellings of the people were 



304 THE TEMPLES OF EGYPT. 

of reeds ; and they were shored up by 
means of inclined props, just as similar 
work is done by model builders. Now 
if the ancient constructions were of any 

conquests. A temple of that early Phar- 
aonic period, presented a succession of 
between twenty and thirty grand divi- 
sions arranged either as cloistered courts 

considerable height, their stability would 
require that the main reeds at the angles 
should slope up inward, that they might 
support each other. With such a con- 
servative people, a system like this, once 
established, would, more than likely, 
continue its influence for all time ; and 
the pyramidal outline did, indeed, be- 
come the xfle for several thousands of 
years, though modifications, elabora- 
tions and improvements were intro- 
duced. 
The most important works of the 
F, gyptians may be traced to three per- 
iods, which were separated by intervals 
of several centuries. The first, includes 
the two great dynasties of the Theban 
princes who governed Egypt during her 
"most high and palmy state," when 
Thebes sent forth her armies to distant 

or as pillared halls, followed by.an as- 
semblage of sombre chambers, m the 
midst of which was the mysterious ady- 
turn or shrine. In front of the first 
court was the pylon. It consisted of 
two broad, towering masses of masonry 
connected by a single gateway, such as 
we have seen on page 388. These an- 
nounced the temple long before it was 
reached. The first division of the struct- 
ure is almost always a colonnaded quad- 
rangle, as at Edfou. * This is sometimes 
followed by a second court ; sometimes 
by a spacious hall of columns, as at Den- 
derah, at Karnak and at I,uxor. A cen- 
tral succession of doorways assisted the 
perspective to the distant sanctuary, as 
at Karnak. Thus the range of the halls 
and quadrangles with their obelisks, 
 See page 267, SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE, September, 1887. 
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In the Theban Temple of Medinet Abe--Palace of the King. 
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Broken Columns in the Temple 

colossi and relievos, was pmly disclosed 
to the worshippers as they passed the 
grand portal. A bewildering sense of 
magnificence and extent was presented 
to the excited imagination of the devo- 
tee, as screen after screen was passed, 
mystery after mystery revealed, and 
the graded enrichment of the sublime 
apartment was exhibited to his dazzled 
eyes. 
The orators of ancient Greece were 
wont to point to their architectural 
glories, as eloquent witnesses of their 
country's genius and power; and the 
Grecian architect not only insisted upon 
an elevated site for his imposing edifices, 
but his principal effort was devoted to 
the portico, to the pediment and to the 
frieze, and not to the interior. It was 
not so with the ancient Egyptian. He 
cared more for his religious faith and 
future condition, and therefore gave but 
little attention to the exterior attrac- 
tions of his temples. Solemnity, seclu- 
sion, mystery, and perpetuity were the 
chief elements of his creed, and he con- 
trived, by all the means in his power, to 

of Rameses III.DMedinet AbG, 

secure an expression of them in his ar- 
chitectural wonders. 
The gret works of the second period 
included the erection of the lyramids. 
The third period covered the reigns of 
the ltolemies and of the earlier Cmsars. 
Under them, Egyptian architecture 
seemed to be born again. All the splen- 
did characteristics of the Theban age 
were revived, though the edifices erected 
now gave evidence of Grecian influence. 
As we have seen, the temple of the first, 
or lharaonic period, consisted of a range 
of courts and halls vith a smallsecluded 
sanctuary in the rear. In the ltolemaic 
temple there is first an outer court, from 
which one passes through a portico, open 
in front, to the body of the temple. 
That contains an assemblage of small 
chambers (often in two stories) as at 
Denderah and at Edfou, one of which 
(insulated by a surrounding passage) is 
the adytum. A lofty pylon encloses the 
court and forms the grand facade of the 
temple. Opposite, within, is the por- 
tico, which rises above and extends be- 
yond the sides of the third or inner di- 
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as Belzoni asserts, "the cabinet of the on the right side of the door, proceeded 
Egyptian orbs; the product of the all around the apartment and departed 
study of many centuries; the sanc- at the left side. Statues were disposed 
tuary of the sciences." Hardly a space around the chamber. The king opened 

The ,i Kiosk of Isis 'l or " Bed of Pharaoh," Phile. 

of two feet is found that is not cov- 
ered by figures of human beings, ani- 
mals, plants, and emblems of agriculture 
or religious ceremony. Wherever the 
eye tul:ns, or the attention is fixed, every- 
thing inspires respect and veneration, 
heightened by the solitary situation of 
this splendid structure. And so it is with 
all the other temples. [See page 395.] 

Let us apply next to an older temple, 
for a better example of the wall sculp- 
tures. There are none so perfect as 
those at Abvdos. Strange to say, in 
some places he lovely alabaster surface 
has been coated with some plastic ma- 
terial as if to make the work easier for 
the sculptor ; or, mayhap, because such 
a "mat" surface would better take fle 
color than the polished stone. It is 
very curious to see the costly alabaster 
covered by inferior material. 
There are six vaulted chambers here, 
which have no rivals in the world. "All 
the pictures relate to the ceremonies 
which the king ought successively to 
perform. The king, presenting himself 

the door of the naos, or shrine, in which 
they were enclosed, and, as soon as he 
perceived the statue he offered incense ; 
then, lifting the vestment which covered 
it, he laid his hands upon it and per- 
fumed it. After this ceremony the 
draperies were replaced, the service was 
ended and the king departed." 
An interesting picture preserved by 
the camera at Abydos is the "Fruit 
Offering" [p. 390]. The king is in the 
presence of the deity. He makes a 
general offering of flowers, of fruit and 
of bread. The god replies : "I give 
thee everything in the heavens ; all that 
the earth produces, and everything that 
the Nile can bring. I give thee all that 
emanates from the rays of the sun, o 
fill thy dwelling witl= victuals." Such 
pictures everywhere form the decora- 
tions of the Egyptian temples. They 
always consist of an offering on the one 
side,  and of a gift bestowed on the 
other; the whole being expressed by a 
dialogue between the personages repre- 
sented. As a rule they are arranged 
like the chapters of a book ; conceived 
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with a unity of idea which develops it- 
self on the walls of the temple from the 
entrance-gate, to the depths of the sanc- 
tuary. The king is in adoration, and 
throughout this act of adoration he de- 
velops an idea common to the entire 
temple ; such is the basis of the decora- 
tion of the whole monument. 

To complete our understanding of the 
size, construction, motive, and details of 

nearly four millions of square feet-- 
more than half as much again as that 
covered by St. Peter's at Rome. Mter 
passing the great isolated propylon, the 
gigantic gateway which protects the 
principal entrance is reached. It is the 
most monstrous of all its kind, but it is 
by no means prepossessing. Its base is 
four hundred feet long, forty feet thick, 
and it is eighty feet high. It is built 
of large blocks of stones, one of which 

The " View Magnificent" at Philae. 

an Egyptian temple we must now re- 
turn to Karnak. We have already seen 
its avenue of sphinxes [frontispiece] and 
have caught glimpses of its glorious 
portal. Our further studies take us 
inside the walls. First, however, a few 
facts : The grand edifice extends twelve 
hundred feet from northwest to south- 
east, and three hundred and forty feet 
in the opposite direction. The right- 
hand colidor of the entrance-court is 
interrupted by an annexed sanctuary 
supposed to have been placed there by 
Rameses II. as an "improvement." 
Altogether the area covered is very 

would, of itself, supply an architrave of 
splendid size for a modern portico. 
There are two courts. The first one is 
not now colonnaded, though it was so 
embellished originally. Crossing the 
first court-yard another pylon is reach- 
ed, on either side of which a colossal 
statue is seated at the foot of a flight 
of steps. 
After ascending these steps the level of 
the grand hall of Karnak is reached, and 
a picture very different from the quiet- 
looking, cleaed, first court is presented. 
There [p. 393], clustered together as 
closely as they could be crowded, are 
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turned roots of a fallen tree--all on a 
stupendous scale. 
Toward evening, when the heat of the 

one may walk never so softly ; each frag- 
ment startled from its resting place 
seems to make as much noise as a fall- 

Interior of the First Chamber in the Great Temple of Ab Simbel. 

sun has depazted beyond the great 
propylon, it seems unnaturally quiet at 
Karnak. Not  zephyr is stirring ; yet 
in the great shadows it grows cool ; the 
echoes answer to the footsteps although 

ing column ; the colossal figures of gods 
and kings look down from the shining 
obelisks, or from the walls and columns. 
As the sun lowers, the colunms seem to 
lift higher. "A dim, religious light" 
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pervades, and every hieroglyph grows 
more and more " out of focus." The 
long shadow of the great propylon now 
creeps across the first court, on past 
the obelisks; then it blackens the faces 
of the colossi, and falls upon the col- 
umns of the second yard. For more 
than three thousand years it has let 
down the drop-curtain which separated 
the acts. When it began, the columns 
were all standing upright. Since then, 
earthquake has discouraged some of 
them and they lean upon their neigh- 
bol; but they have not fallen. Each 
one seems like a tower, in the dim twi- 
light. Assize is piled upon assize, 
each three feet two inches in height 
and eleven feet in diameter, until the 
solid mass reaches the dimensions of 
the hollow column of Trajan or of the 
column Vend6me. 
What changes has the world--what 
changes has Karnak, seen, since the con- 
struction of this marvel of architecture ! 
Mighty armies ; strong kings ; lovely 
queens have sauntered through this 
hall! Even Cambyses, the wild fanatic 
and destroyer, reined in his chariot- 
horses here to wonder and admire. 
Hither came Rameses II. after his re- 
turn from the war with the Khetahs. 
Here he received the approval of the 
gods, the welcome of his priests, and 
the loud huzzas of his people! The 
Ptolemies, the Cmsars, the anies of 
Napoleon, have all here visited, mar- 
velled, and applauded. Now the hoot- 
ing of the owl ; the screech of the vul- 
ture; the cry of the jackal, and the 
"backsheesh" appeal of the Arabs who 
dog the stranger, supply the only ex- 
citements which break the silence of 
Karnak. But for these, a person alone 
there must soon relapse into a state of 
solemnity ; and, half unconscious, ques- 
tion whether he is on terrestrial ground, 
or wandering about in some other plan- 
et, where the people are not mortal. 
The spell is broken, however, when the 
mind is turnel again to the forests of 
colunms, embellished over their entire 
surfaces with beautiful figures and cu- 
riously sculptured ornanlents. Then 
there are in addition, the gates, the 
walls, the pedestals and the architraves, 
also adorned on every pal with sym- 
bolical figures in basso-relievo and in- 

taglio, which depict battles, processions, 
triumphs, feasts, offerings, and sacrifices.. 
The obelisks, more aspiring, seem to 
say" "Around our bases the seat of 
Holiness is placed and we point toward 
its grand source." 
The observer becomes more than ever 
charmed, if he can will away all thoughts 
of the immensity of things about him, 
and, for a while, observe the chan'es 
which are in continual progress. The 
massive grandeur pervading the vista 
of columns is varied by scenic chiaro- 
oscuro, and by the gleaming of acci-- 
dental lights which vary in their combi- 
nations as the sun swings around and 
unrolls its changing shadows athwart 
the aisles. 
One nlore accessory of the Egyptian 
temple must be noted here because one. 
of the best examples is to be fouml 
at Kmak--namely the "Sacred Lake'" 
whereon the emblenls of the gods were 
taken during the religious festivals. As 
the journeys of the sun were looked 
upon as voyages of navigation across the 
space of heaven and through the shades 
of the regions below, so these nfinfic 
voyages of the deities came to have a: 
place in the temple worship. When 
the surface of the lake is entirely smooth: 
and the light is right, a person standing 
on the further shore can see the whole- 
of the stupendous pile of ruins reflected 
sharply in the water. It is a marvellous. 
sight. [P. 891.] 
The last view of Karnak should be 
had just after the sun has sunk below- 
the horizon from the top of the great. 
gateway. The grand panorama of the 
ruins, though familiar, in such a quiet 
light will appear like a new revelation, 
so different do all things look when bur- 
ied in shadow, with just a rosy tinge of 
red light caught here and there by the loft- 
ier parts. Look at it as you will though, 
it will never seem more than a dream. 
Next turn the face and gaze across. 
the Nile, toward Thebes. A red bor- 
der of light marks the track of the 
sun behind the distant hills of Deir-el- 
Bahari and a cool breeze comes and 
drives away the warm air from the 
scorched stones of the gateway. There 
are green fields ; the winding pathways 
are alive with the herdsmen and their 
flocks coming toward you; the bits of  
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inundation water here and there are as 
red as blood ; the dark, ghoul-like forms 
of the colossal Memnon and its compan- 
ion ; the pale fantasies of the splendid 
lines of edifices from Deir-el-Medineh 
to Goorneh, and even the "place of the 
great find" of 1881, can all be seen. 
Only the howlings of the jackal and the 
solemn cries of the night-bird break the 
soft stillness of the hour. The solitude 
of the place ; the tranqui]lity ; the maj- 
esty of the surroundings, start a reverie 
to which one glaclly returns over and 
over again. There is a long range of 
history in the view, and not the least 
eventful part of it happened but a few 
weeks before the camera caught the 
shadows of the scene. 

As we have already seen, if there was 
one thing more than another which fas- 
cinated the ancient architect, it was his 
columns. Wilkinson divides them into 
"eight orders." We find studies of 
several of these at the Theban temple 
of lIedinet Abfi. First of all is the 
square pier. It is the earliest order 
mentioned by Wilkinson, and seems to 
have been the first form used. Exam- 
ples are found on the right-hand side 
as you enter the grand hall-way of the 
"Palace of the kings" so called [page 
394]. On the other side is a row of per- 
fect specimens of the third order, which 
is known as the "bud" or "seed-pod " 
capital. [See also 13 . 395.] The second 
order is polygonal or fluted. None such 
are found in temple construction, but 
they are used in the tombs. The fourth 
orcler is seen in great plenty at Karnak 
and is supplied with the bell-shaped or 
full-blown papyrus capital. Various pat- 
terns of the same order are found also 
at Philm. The fifth order is known as 
the palm-tree column. We must look 
to Philm for this also. Next in order 
is that with the Isis-head capital, also 
abounding at Phflm and at Denderah. 
The seventh order is known as the 
"composite," and is supplied with cap- 
itals of various shapes, comprising the 
full-blown lotus, sometimes surmount- 
ed by the head of Isis and various fan- 
ciful forms. The Osiride form comes in 
as eighth. It is usually a square pier, 
faced sometimes with the figure of the 
king in the form of Osiris, as in the 
VOL. IV.41 

temple of Rameses HI. at Medinet Ab0 
and at Abfi Simbel ; and sometimes by 
the Typhonian monster. In the "pal- 
ace court " at Medinet Abfi [13. 394] 
there is a fine museum of columns sur- 
rounding what is known as the "Chris- 
tian Court," viz., examples of the first, 
third, fourth, and eighth styles., grouped 
there by the architects of various ages. 
It wi be noticed that the column is 
usually enriched by rings of intaglio 
sculpture. When this is not so, the 
surfaces are broken by being modelled 
after clusters of reeds. At Luxor, for 
example, the reeds or stems are dis- 
tinctly bound together at successive 
heights, more or less firmly, to form the 
contour desired for both capital and 
column. In other modifications the 
reeds are less distinctly traced and at 
times there are no indications of them. 
In the latter case, as we have seen, hier- 
oglyphics are resorted to. A square 
block or abacus invariably tops the cap- 
ital and the shaft rests on a circular 
plinth as a base which projects, more 
or less, according to circumstances. As 
a rule these plinths are now hidden by 
d6bris far under the ground. In almost 
every case, in strict opposition to the 
Grecian model, the lower extremity of 
the column is curved, and often carved 
with foliage or bundles of reeds crossed 
or running together in triangles. 
With the Osiride column it will be 
noticed that the colossal figure of the 
king does not support the architrave 
and so, consequently, differs from the 
Grecian caryatides; no Egyptian king 
would suffer even the likeness of his 
royal frame to undertake so much work. 
The usual height of the Eg-ptian col- 
umn is from three to five and a half 
times its diameter, thus making it ap- 
pear deficient in height, though exceed- 
ingly massive. A Grecian or Corinthian 
architect would lengthen the same weight 
of material to ten times the diameter of 
the shaft. But history proves that the 
Egyptian architect was correct in his 
calculation that his form of column 
would come nearest to fulfilling his ob- 
ject of standing and lasting "forever." 
Had it not been for the lime-burner, 
the mosque-builder, and the earthquake, 
as many more noble columns as now 
stand would still remain. 
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diles, and whose son so rashly pursued 
that same Moses across the Red Sea. 
There is no avenue of sphinxes hereDno 
obelisks as at Karnak. The colossi and 
the pylon are combined in one. The di- 
mensions of these monstrous statues, 
carefully figured out by a well-known 

American, are as follows: 
Ft. Inch. 
Iteight of the crown ................ 14 0 
Top of head to front of chin ......... 10 6 
Length of the ears .................. 8 5 
Width of shoulders ................. 22 2 
Width of chest ..................... 16 6 
Top of shoulders to elbow-joint, out- 
side ............................. 14 8 
Forearm, insid% to end of second fin- 
ger ............................ 15 0 
Length of nose .................... 8 6 
Length of beard [they wore short 
beards then] ..................... 5 6 
Diameter of the arms below the shoul- 
ders ........................... 5 0 
Length of the hands ................ 3 6 
Largest finger in length ............. 3 8 
Hip to front knee ................... 26 6 
Width of hips ...................... 17 4 
Top of knee to the sole of the foot ... 2o 0 
Diameter of the c,lves of the leg ..... 6 6 
Length of one of Rameses' feet ...... 18 6 
Width " *' " ........ 5 8 
Length of the big toe ................ 2 10 
Width o[ " " ................ 1 8 

There are at each side of the pylon or 
entrance to the temple interior, two of 
the great master-pieces whose measure- 
ments have been given. The one on the 
left as you face them, is in the best state 
of preservation, and is cleared to its feet. 
The second has been broken down to its 
lap by earthquake or by a fault in the 
rock, and its head and trunk lie at its 
feet prtly buried in the sand. The 
other two are in a well-preserved con- 
dition--both their faces good--but are 
partly under the snd also--the first al- 
most to the calves of its legs, and the 
second quite up to its elbows. The 
noh side of the temple is so near the 
edge of the mountain, that the sand 
from the incline which comes down it, 
like a great Niagara or Rhone glacier, 
flirts around with the wind and gradu- 
ally wears off, changes and smoothes the 
outlines of the figures, thus altering their 
expression. It also leaves its golden de- 
posit at their feet, besides driving into 
the temple such loads as sometimes 
wholly block the entrance. Even now, 
the eight figures of Osiris which sup- 

port the osiride columns of the entrance 
hall It s . 402] stand up to their knees in 
sand. Nothing but a huge wall shutting 
back the blasts fl'om the temple-moun- 
tain will evade this. 
It is easy to visit this "Chamber of 
the gods" and explore the other rooms, 
the second, the third, and the fourth ; 
then the sanctuary, with Rameses and 
the gods upon one throne. There are 
also various chambers or crypts at each 
side. All are lined with hieroglyphics 
and inscriptions, after all not so hard to 
read, for they set forth the life-work of 
the great Sesostris, the lharaoh of the 
lharaohs, whose mmnmy lies now at 
Bfllq. 
lhotographs were made of several of 
the wall figures by the help of magne- 
sium light. In one panel is lameses in 
converse with the gods. In another ho 
is suckled by Isis. Now we see him 
holding twenty Nubians by their com- 
bined top-knots with one hand, whilo 
with the other hand he aims his sword 
at their necks. In one picture on the 
southern wall he stands alone in his char- 
iot, the reins tied about his waist, his 
fallen charioteers at his feet, while he 
deals out death on every side ith his 
an-ows. In another he has leaped to the 
ground and is engaged in a personal 
combat. Thus the pictures run on in 
historical succession, until, finally, we 
see the king returned to his home, where, 
seated upon his throne, accompanied by 
the gods, he passes senteuce upon the 
hopeless wretches who have been made 
prisoners in battle and who are brought 
in by one of the royal captains. All are 
more spirited than artistic; all tell of 
the greatness of him in whose honor they 
were engraved nearly four thousand 
years ago. 
When the camera was put to work, 
the profiles and full figures, and arms 
and feet, were its chief subjects. A 
dozen people climbed to the lap of one 
great figure and were photographed, 
standing abreast ; yet they did not half 
cover the broad chest. One man was 
posed on a finger-nail. A row over to 
the island opposite was necessary in 
order to secure the whole fapade, togeth- 
er with the smaller temple, north. This 
latter, were it not for its larger neighbor, 
would be considered a great wonder 
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Pictures on the Wails of the Great Temple at Ab Simbel. 
howing lameses fighting from his chsriot ! in personal combst, and l)sssing sentence on captives. 

too, though its fagade is not near so 
deep and grand, nor its figured warders 
so zmmense. It was dedicated to the 
goddess Hathor, and her likeness, in the 
form of a sacred cow, is many times seen 
upon the walls. Several statues of the 
'king and the deities adorn the fagade. 
The interior, about ninety feet deep, is 
divided into five or six small apartments. 
One gets the impression from it that it 
was the result of the first effort to create 
the great temple projected by the king ; 
but the architects not coming up to 
his ideas, it was abandoned, and a much 
grander one was hewn out of the neigh- 
boring mountain. Belzoni tells us that 
Rameses II. erected the larger temple 
in honor of Amun and Phre, while his 
wife, Notre Ari dedicated the other one 
to Harbor. 

In reviewing the subject, there are 
some points which do not satisfy. The 
wall-sculptures give us valuable informa- 
tion as to the manners of the people and 
of the general nature of their civilization, 
but as to the appearance and special 
character of their surroundings we are 
left in darkness as impressive as are the 
sombre temple interiors. Nearly ever), 
episode in social and public life, where 
individual and even collective operation 
is implied, is depicted with dramatic 
exactitude, but without any external 
accessories. Thus, all the industries of 
the farm and of. the garden, with their 
fruits, are spread before us with great 
minuteness so far as the actors are con- 
cerned, but there the 'pictures stop. 
At one corner of a field we may see 
a thirsty gleaner on his knees drink- 
ing from a water-skin suspended from 
the lower branches of a tree; at an- 
other place is a dog following his 
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master somewhere, who leans upon his 
staff. But with all this fidelity of de- 
tail and design, there is not a suggestion 
as to the nature of the country in which 
the operations are going on. Again 
yoke of oxen, with 'curving neck, and. 
steady step, bend willingly to the plow,. 
but not a line representing the upturned 
soft is given. The excitements of the 
chase are detailed with wondrous care, 
and the receptions of the king are figured 
in all their minute detail, but there is 
neither field nor throne-room, forest, 
fence, nor court-yard shown. Craftsmen 
are seen with their tools; gymnasts 
play; and merchants with their wares ; 
but the work-shops, the arenas and 
the bazars, are all missing. There are 
the actors in plenty with the plays 
going on ; but the settings of the stage 
--and even the stage itself--are want- 
ing. 
The works of the Egyptians nay fall 
short of what we have been educated to 
consider as artistic. As a rnle, however, 
works of art are measured and judged 
by the success with which they carry out 
the intention and feeling of the artist. 
Judged thus, the Egyptian works of art 
are successful. The ancient Egyptians 
copied no one. Their art sprang from 
their surroundings. What they have left 
continues to baffle us in many ways. We 
may understand perspective better than 
they did; we are their superiors in the 
mastery of chiaro-oscuro. We dare to 
build higher, and we are willing to trust 
thousands of lives to walls which would 
be wrecked if a single Egyptian column 
should fall against them ; but we do not 
yet understand how they lifted their 
great masses to such lofty places, nor 
do we know where their architects 
studied art. 
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thinking vhere to place you." I said: 
"What do you mean ? .... Where to 
place you as an artist," he went on. I 
was naturally very anxious to hear what 
he had to say on that point, so I said : 
"Don't be bash- 
ful." I thought 
perhaps he was go- 
ing to be a little 
critical. "Say any- 
thing; it must.do 
me good more than 
harm." He said "." 
"I should call you 
a mixture of your 
father and myself. 
Of your father in 
melodrama a n d 
Charlotte Cushma,. high comedy, and 
of myself in what 
we used in my younger days to call 
'touch and go' playing." "Well," I 
said, "that's a pretty good mixture, 
and, seriously, the highest compliment 
I have ever received." 
As a member of a stock company, in 
spite of his importance as a star, a more 
genial or charming person cannot be 
imagined, nor a more loyal subject. 
And here it may be remarked that, as a 
rule, I have a/ways found that the higher 
the rank of the artist, the more amen- 
able he is to discipline. The troubles 
in this respect, at least those I have ex- 
perienced, have always been caused by 
comparatively unimportant people. 
He said one day he 
_:-_ had never seen an Am- 
- -"...." erican yacht. I said, 
 - b'", "Well, will you come 
-  down and have a little 
" ; : ' .- - cruise with me on the 
."-:: . (?z.::... Columbia .9 .... F o r 
heaven's sake, don't 
ask me to sail in her. 
I have sailed all over 
the world during the 
last two or three years, 
and I am thoroughly 
sick of the water." I 
said : "We won't quar- 
rel about it, but come down and dine 
with me, and you might bring just a 
dressing-gown and a pair of socks, or 
something of the sort, because if it 
should rain very hard you had better 
sleep aboard, and not have that long 

George H. Barrett, 

journey back." The yacht was then 
lying off Tompkinsville, Staten Island. 
He came aboard and was delighted 
with her. I said : "Are you seasick .9" 
"Oh, this is delicious," he answered, 
as he lay in the cockpit, smoking a 
cigar. I had given orders quietly to 
get the anchor up, and before he knew 
where he was we were under way, and 
he did not leave that boat for three or 
four days. He said he never had a 
more delightful time in his life. 
A more charming table companion 
and more agreeable person than Charles 
Mathews could not possibly be. I have 
somewhere the speech he made (which 
he sent me in print afterward) at his 
benefit and last appearance on my stage. 
It was in a part called Sir Simon Sim- 
ple, in "Not Such a Fool as he Looks." 
I had acted in the first piece the Captain 
of the Watch, an original part of his 
which I first saw him play at Covent 
Garden. That was the last time I ever 
saw Charles Mathews. I got a most 
affectionate letter from his wife after 
he had returned to England, in which 
she said she never could forget his de- 
scription of how he was treated by me. 
After that Mrs. Wallack met him sev- 
ern/ times in London, and he was always 
most attentive and kind to her. On one 
occasion she went to see him in "l%Iy 
Awful Dad." There was another piece 
played after it, and Mathews, when he 
was dressed, came into the box and asked 
Mrs. Wallack how she liked it. She 
was much pleased with it, so he said: 
"There is but one man, after myself, 
that can play this part, and that is John. 
I will make it a present to him." He did 
so, and she brought out the manuscript. 
I saw that two long acts would never do, 
and I rewrote it, making it into three 
acts. Much of the business is mine, in- 
cluding the address to the jury. I did 
the latter in imitation of a barrister I 
had heard in London. That was how I 
came to have "My Awful Dad." Harry 
Beckett played the son admirably. 
But to return to Manchester and my 
early experiences there. Charlotte and 
Susan Cushman, with both of whom I 
afterward became very intimate, played 
"Romeo and Juliet" at the Queen's in 
1845 ; and were the cause of my going 
to London, that l[ecca of all young Eng- 
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lish actors. Susan was the Juliet, and 
Charlotte said to Mr. Sloane who was 
then the lessee of that theatre, "Who 
is your Mercutio ?" Sloane replied 
"There I think we shall be all right; 
I have got young Wallack." She asked 
"Whom do you mean by young Wal- 
lack ? I know Mr. James Wallack ; I have 
played with him, and have the great- 
est admiration for him. I know he has 
a son; is he on the stage ? .... Yes," 
said Sloane. "I do not see his name 
here." "No, he calls himself Mr. Les- 
ter." "Very inexperienced, I am afraid," 
said Miss Cushman. "Yes, very inex- 
perienced, but he is said to have a 
good deal of promise about him." At 
the end of the first rehearsal without 
books, Charlotte Cushman put her hand 
on my shoulder and said : "Young gen- 
tleman, there is a great future before 
you, if you take care and do not let 
your vanity run away with you." After 
that we became great friends, and when 
she went to fulfil an engagement at the 
tIaymarket she said to Mr. Webster: 

"Wallack is the com- 
ing young man of the 
day." As I had often 
.-- seen my father in tle 
-: part of Mercutio, I sup- 
pose, for a youngster, 
it was a better per- 
formance than they ex- 
 - pected; and that was 
the commencement of 
my approach to Lon- 
,. don. Mr. Webster 
thought that he would 
; very much like to get 
a young man who 
would hit the public, 
ii- because Charles Math- 
' ews had just left him 
to go to the Lyceum 
Theatre. Webster had 
the Adelphi and the 
-- =,.- Haymarket both, at 
. , ,= that time. Miss Cush- 
man's recommendation 
of me worked upon 
..... him, and he finally en- 
gaged me to play at 
- the latter house. My 
first appearance in 
London was in a piece 
called "The Little 
Devil," a two-act play which Mr. Math- 
ews and his wife had been very suc- 
cessful in. Mr. larren, Mr. Webster, 
and I consulted as to what would be 
best for my metropolitan dbut ; and I 
said I had made some fame in this part 
of Mathews's at Liverpool, but I had 
played in a different version from that of 
Mathews and Vestris. I wanted to play 
my own version, as I had my own little 
business, and all that ; but Mr. Webster 
declared hat I should play in his, which 
was very poor ; and also that I should 
sing. I had never sung a note on the 
stage, and I told him it would in all 
probability kill my first appearance, by 
reason of the extra nezwousness in sing- 
ing a duet with Priscilla Horton (af- 
terward Mrs. German Reed), and par- 
ticularly a drinking song, a thing I 
never dreamed of. Not only did Mr. 
Webster insist upon my doing this, 
which required a restudy (there is noth- 
ing so difficult as studying the re- 
arrangement of a play you have already 
learned), but he insisted upon my sing- 
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ing the songs, and sent me on the stage 
after 11 o'clock at night, and after a 
five-act comedy. I was a good deal put 
out at this. I thought it would ruin 
my chances, and to a certain extent it 
did, the audience being tired and yawn- 
ing, many leaving the theatre before I 
came on. So well did somebody man- 
age, I won't say who, that after a few 
nights of this I did not act at all, and 
when I appeared again it was once more 
under unfair treatment, as I believe. 
Mr. Hudson, who was the leading com- 
edian then, was taken ill and could not 
play Dazzle in "Lon- 

don Assurance" 
which had then been 
revived. ]Ir. Bouci- 
cault himself attend- 
ed the rehearsals, and 
they cast me for Daz- 
zle, a part I had never 
attempted, and which 
had all the prestige 
of hIr. Charles Math- 
ews's great name. I 
had not been allowed 
to play for some 
weeks, and I was put 
on the stage with Mr. 
Farren, Ir. Buck- 
stone, and all these 

people around me who knew every turn 
and twist of the business of the comedy ; 
and I naturally appeared under the great- 
est possible disadvantages. I think that 
is about all I did do. 
In the meantime Ir. George H. 
Barrett, who had come to England to 
make engagements for a new theatre 
which was building on Broadway, corner 
of Anthony Street, New York, and which 
was to be called "The Broadway," went 
to the Haymarket, saw me, and thought 
he had found the very thing he wanted 
for America. He came to my mother's 
house and asked, "When does this sea- 
son end .9" I told him, and he said, 
"Well, now, what are you getting 
here .9 .... Six pounds a week," a very 
good salary in those days. He replied : 
"Vell, I will give you eight, if you will 
go to the States." It was a great temp- 
tation, because it secured to me the 
first line of comedy and because my 
father was then in America ; so I closed 
with him at once, and at the end of the 

Haymarket season sailed via the Cunard 
line, which then went to Boston only. 
There I saw my father, who was just 
about to start for England. 
This was the cause of my coming to 
America as an actor. I opened the 
Broadway Theatre, playing Sir Charles 
Coldstrearn, fell through a trap on the 
first night and nearly got killed. The 
stage had been built in a very hurried 
manner. Jumping on the trap, it gave 
way and I went through, but fortunately 
had presence of mind enough to catch 
myself by my elbows. I picked myself 
up uninjured and had one of the greatest 
receptions I ever remember. I was the 
success of the evening, so the news- 
papers said. In those days I rived on 
Broadway at a boarding-house kept by 
a Mrs. Black near Broome Street. Val- 
lack's Theatre, strangely enough, after- 
ward stood on hat very spot. 
The Broadway Theatre was built by, 
or for, one Colonel Alvah Mann. The 
first season was a losing one. There 
was a succession of managers, things 
were going very badly, and lIr. George 
Barrett finally gave up the stage man- 
agement, which devolved upon Mr. 
James Wallack, Jr., my cousin; it then 
came into the hands of Mr. George Van- 
denhoff; at last it came to Mr. William 
Rufus Blake, and then was produced 
Boucicault's "Old Heads and Young 
Hearts," with Mr. Blake as Jesse tural. 
The drama, which had never been done 
here before, brought up the fortunes 
of the theatre again. The next season 
Mr. Blake was still stage-manager and 
we repeated various plays. Mr. Forrest 
had a very successful engagement there 
during which I played Cassio to his 
Othello. Then James Anderson played 
an engagement and I acted with him. 
I supported Forrest, too, in the "Broker 
of Bogota," and that was the first idea 
I got that I could do some serious work. 
The fortunes of the theatre went down 
once more until at last an actor named 
George Andrews got hold of a book 
which was exciting and interesting the 
whole town. It was Dumas's "Count 
of Monte Cristo." Andrews made a 
dramatization of it, and offered it as a 
holiday piece, to be brought out on 
Christmas night. Mr. Blake came to 
me and tohl me about it. I said it was 
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Bv Hugh McCullocb. 

0RD DERBY, in a 
 speech delivered at 
= t Liverpool, in 1872, 
Ai] | !1 made the striking 
'/   :.,  remark that the in- 
 crease of wealth in 
] 5 Great Britain, with- 
in the present cen- 
tury, far exceeded 
the increase  the precedg 1800 years. 
This weth had been chiefly created by 
her extensNe commerce and her manu- 
factures, in which for many years she ex- 
ceded all other nations combined. The 
gain in the United States has been the re- 
sult of agcultural and manufacturing 
industry, and of the increased value of 
land, and this increase in the value ofland 
is in a very great degree attributable to 
canals and raioads, chiefly fle latter, 
without which the most of the great 
West would have remained a wilderness, 
and our large cities would have been 
unimportant towns. It is hardly too 
much to say, that the United States are 
twenty times richer than they were a 
hMf century ago. Tho whole world has, 
indeed, felt the influences that have been 
at work within this brief period of its 
history  pushing onward modern civ- 
ilization. A large pa of it has, in fact, 
been rejuvenated within a hag century. 
Nearly a of the mechanical inventions, 
now so indispensable, such as railroads, 
iron ships, telegraphs, agriculturM im- 
plements, labor-sang machery of a 
kds, have come into use within less 
than two generations, but in no part of 
the world have such changes taken 
place as in the United States. Wiflfin 
the peod named, the population of the 
United States has been more than twice 
doubled. Sixteen States have been 
added to the Union, and what was then 
the far distant West, has become the 
centre of population and political 
power. 

Of all the changes that have taken 
place within the last half century, nono 
has been more marked and decided than 

that in ships. Until the Cunard Com- 
pany, in 1840, sent their first steamship 
the Britannia, of thirteen hundred tons, 
from Liverpool to Boston, sailing vessels 
built of wood, had the command of the 
seas. There were, it is true, a few 
steamships constructed before that time. 
In 1819, the Savannah, with steam as 
well as sails, went from Savannah in 
Georgia, to St. t'etersburgh, stopping 
on her way out at England, and com- 
pleting her run from St. Petersburgh 
back to Savannah in twenty-six days; 
so that the honor of sending the first 
steamship across the ocean from the 
United States, belongs to a Southern 
State. In 1825, the Enterprise, properly 
so called, went from England to Cal- 
cutta, and in 1838 the Sirius, of seven 
hundred tons, and the Great Western, of 
thirteen hundred and forty tons, came 
to New York from Liverpool. These, 
however, were experiments, lel]ar 
ocean traffic by steamships did not fairly 
commence until the establishment of the 
Cunard line in 1840. From that time 
the construction of steamships went 
rapidly on, and traffic upon the seas 
went as rapidly from sailing vessels to 
steamers. The great motive power of 
the world upon water as well as upon 
land, is steam. Upon the Great Lakes 
and upon the Ocean, its value is appre- 
ciated ; but upon the rivers only, can its 
great advantages be fully understood. 
Before i went to the Vest in 1833 and 
for some time after, the business upon 
the Mississippi and its tributaries was 
chiefly carried on by flat-boats, which 
were floated down to New Orleans by 
the current, and broken up and sold for 
lumber after their cargoes had been dis- 
posed of ; or by barges wlfich, after they 
had been unloaded at the levee, were 
towed back to their shipping points by 
watermen, a race that has long since dis- 
appeared. .k whole season was con- 
sumed by these barges in a single trip 
down and back from the Ohio and Upper 
Mississippi to New Orleans. 
Steamboats when they came into full 
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play changed all this, and opened for 
settlement a country as large as that 
which lies east of the Alleghanies. The 
ocean and lake traffic might have been 
carried on by sailing vessels, but upon 
no rivers, except the great rivers of South 
America, could sails be used. In our 
harbors one now sees a few small sailing 
vessels, and here and there a three 
masted schoone.r, which reminds him of 
the Baltimore Clippers, but these are 
engaged in a coast wise trade, and are 
being rapidly superseded by small steam- 
ers. In 1876, the last time I was in 
Liverpool, I saw scarcely a single sailing 
vessel among the hundreds that filled 
her docks. The age is utilitarian ; it is 
the most useful that is sought for, what 
pays the best is the desideratum. The 
sailing ship is a thing of beauty. Noth- 
ing to me is so beautiful as a full rigged 
ship with all sails set, as she moves be- 
fore the wind;but she has ceased to 
pay. A steamship is a thing of power. 
There is nothing about her which is 
beautiful, but she is time-saving, and 
hence her superiority over sailing ves- 
sels. 
Next to steam, iron and steel have 
been the great factors in the revolution 
of the last half century in ship building. 
Fifty years ago, vessels of all descrip- 
tions, naval as well as those that were 
used in trade, were built of wood. Now 
iron and steel are almost exclusively 
used. There are a few small sailing ves- 
sels being built of wood for home trade, 
but a wooden ship of war can only be 
seen among the hulks. The fight in 
Hampton Roads between the little Moni- 
tor and the Virginia, sealed the fate of 
wooden war ships. What a revolution 
in ship building that first contest be- 
tween iron-clads produced! It literally 
made valueless the navies of the world, 
upon which countless millions had been 
expended. In itself considered, it was 
in comparison with hundreds of other 
naval battles, an unimportant affair, but 
by enabling the Govelment to maintain 
the blockade, it did much for the preser- 
vation of the Union, and by showing how 
powerless w6oden ships would be in con- 
tests with ironclads, it created a system 
of naval architecture in which all the 
commercial nations are now experiment- 
ing. Each is trying to construct ships 

that will attain the greatest speed, carry 
the heaviest guns, and resist the heaviest 
shot. Their value will be tested in the 
next great European war. 
The decline in its shipping is the 
great humiliation of the United States. 
Less than half a centtu-y ago, it was sec- 
ond only to Great Britain, with strong 
indications that it would soon be her 
superior as a maritime power. The best 
ships in the world were then built in the 
United States, chiefly in New England, 
and our ship-yards not only supplied 
the home demand, which was very large 
but to a considerable extent the foreign 
demand also. Now, except for the home 
trade, the .building of ships has sub- 
stantially ceased. 
It makes one who saw the ship-yards, 
along the New England coast half a 
century ago sad as he sees them now. 
A few steam-ships are being built there 
and in the other Atlantic States for 
coast-wise or West Indian and South 
American trade, but none for the Euro- 
pean. In shil>-building and ship own- 
ing, the United States are behind na- 
tions that, a few years ago, were not 
known for either. The carrying trade 
between the old world and the new is 
in the hands of Europeans. It is their 
ships that are crowded with Americans 
who are constantly visiting the old world 
on business or for pleasure; it is their 
ships that bring emigrants to our shores ; 
their ships that carry our cotton, our 
wheat, our beef and pork, our tobacco and 
petroleum and what not, to foreign mar- 
kets. We no longer share in the gloryand 
the gain which attend upon maritime en- 
terprise. The decline of American ship- 
ping commenced with the substitution 
of iron for wooden ships. It was hast- 
ened by our refusal to permit our ship 
owners to protect their ships by a for- 
eign flag during the late war, and the 
finishing blow was given to it by a tariff 
which, by taxing the materials that are 
used in the conshuction of ships, made 
them too costly to invite capital in that 
direction and forced it into manufact- 
ures. That the United States have 
been enonously enriched by their 
manufactures, is undeniable, and it is 
equally undeniable that their rapid 
growth in manufacturing industries is 
very largely attributable to high duties 
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upon imports. But why have our tariff 
laws been so framed as to prejudice and 
destroy one great interest while foster- 
ing others? Why have our people 
looked on with indifference ? Why have 
our law-makers been inert, while our 
ships have been disappearing from the 
ocean ? The answer must be found in the 
lack of broad and comprehensive states- 
manship in Congress and in the Execu- 
tive branches of the Govelment. There 
are, I am happy to say, indications that 
the public mind is being awakened to 
the importance of having something 
done for the restoration of American 
shipping. Over-production in manu- 
factures for the home demand, the want 
of foreign markets for the surplus, are 
awakening public attention in this di- 
rection. The party of the future will 
be that party which, comprehending the 
interests of the whole country, fosters 
all alike, or relieves the people altogether 
from the burdens which a partial policy 
now imposes. If protection is to be the 
continued policy of the Government, 
ship-building should be encouraged, and 
maritime interests pl)tected, as well as 
manufactures. If restrictions are to be 
removed, and taxation for revenue only 
is to be the policy, the shipping interest, 
largely relieved from the burdens now 
imposed upon it, with fair compensation 
to steam-ships for carrying the mails, 
will take care of itself. It will be a 
proud day for the United States when 
American ships share with those of other 
nations in the business of the seas, and 
the American flag is seen again in ports 
from which it has been long banished. 
On one point there should be accord 
between men of all parties : if by reason 
of the tariff or an)- other cause we can- 
not profitably build ships, we should 
not be prohibited from buying and put- 
ting them under our own flag. It is 
urged, I know, that the building of ships 
could not be a profitable industry in the 
United States, even if the duty on all 
articles which are usedin their construc- 
tion and outfit were taken off, by reason 
of the cheaper labor on the other side of 
the Atlantic. If this were a fact, which 
I do not believe, what justification can 
there be for keeping on the statute book 
the law that prohibits citizens of the 
United States from buying foreign built 

ships and putting them under our own 
flag ? If we cannot build ships, why 
should our citizens be prohibited from 
purchasing them ? In no country in the 
world except this great, free country of 
ours, does such a barbarous prohibition 
exist. If we need ships and cannot build 
them, why should the right to buy be 
denied ? 
The following sentences are selected 
from some rather extended remarks, 
which I made in my report as Secretary 
of the Treasury to Congress, in 1866, 
upon fle subject of American ship- 
ping" 
"No single interest in the United 
States, although it may be fostered by 
legislation, can long prosper at the ex- 
pense of other great interests, nor can 
any important interest be crushed by 
unwise or unequal laws without other 
interests being thereby prejudiced. The 
people of the United States are natu- 
rally a commercial and maritime people, 
fond of adventure, bold, enterprising 
and persistent. Now the disagreeable 
fact must be admitted that, with un- 
equal facilities for obtaining the ma- 
terials, and with acknowledged skill in 
ship-building, with thousands of miles 
of sea-coast, indented with the finest 
harbor in the world, with surplus prod- 
ucts that require a large and increased 
tonnage, we can neither profitably build 
ships, nor successfully compete with 
English ships in the transportation of 
our own productions. It is a well es- 
tablished general fact that the people 
who build ships navigate them, and that 
a nation which ceases to build ships, 
ceases of. consequence to be a commer- 
cial and maritime nation. Unless, there- 
fore, the cause which prevents the build- 
ing of ships in the United States, shall 
cease, the foreign carrying trade even 
of our own productions, must be yielded 
to other nations. To this humiliation 
and loss, the people of the United States 
ought not to be subjected. H other 
branches of industry are to prosper : if 
agricultm-e isto be profitable, and manu- 
factures are to be extended ; the com- 
merce of the country must be restored, 
sustained, and increased. The United 
States will not be a first class power 
among the nations, nor will her other 
industrial interests continue long to 
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prosper as they ought, if our commerce 
is permitted to languish." 
The causes of the decline of ship-build- 
ing referred to in these extracts were, 
higher prices of labor and materials in 
the United States than in Europe, and 
the Tariff. One of these causes has been 
much modified. Skilled labor has be- 
come abundant in the United States 
within the last twenty years, and greater 
progress has been made in labor-saving 
machine1T on this side, than on the 
other side of the Atlantic. If all the 
materials which are needed in the con- 
struction of ships were relieved from 
import duties, the other cause of the de- 
cline of shipping would be also modi- 
fied ; but so much ground has been lost 
by delay, and so strong has become the 
European monopoly of the ocean traffic, 
that something more is required to build 
up ship-building in the United States. 
Not only should ship-building ma- 
terials be admitted free of duty, but 
United States Steamship Companies 
should be liberally paid for the trans- 
portation of the mails. We should, in 
this respect, do what other nations have 
done to build up and sustain their mari- 
time interests ;rebut we must not stop 
here. All efforts to induce investments 
of capital in ships will be unavailing 
unless foreign markets are secured for 
vhat ve have to sell. Trade is essen- 
tially barter, and there can be no barter 
as long as trade is fettered with unequal 
duties on articles to be exchanged. 

This leads me naturally to say some- 
thing upon a subject which ever since 
the formation of the Government has 
been fruitful of discussionmthe tariff. 
That in the infancy of our manufactures, 
protective laws were needed, and that 
the country has been in times past, 
greatly benefited by these laws, is ad- 
mitted by the advocates of tariff reform, 
if not by free traders. Without Gov- 
ernment protection against the compe- 
tition of British manufacturers, capital- 
ists in the United States would not 
have engaged in manufactm4ng. Great 
Britain, early in the present century, 
became the work-shop of the nations. 
lrom 1831 to 1870, she controlled the 
manufacturing of the world. She had 
more capital than any other nation, and 

her people were more skflful in the use 
of machinery than the people of the 
Continent. She had also, what they 
had not, an unlimited supply of coal-- 
the great factor in manufactm-ing, and 
if not the inventor of the steam-engine, 
she was the first to utilize it. She was 
also the leading maritime power of the 
world, and consequently possessed the 
facilities for sending her goods to all 
ports that were open to her ships. To 
make the most of these advantages, she 
adopted the principle of free trade. 
By it the raw materials which she 
needed were admitted free from taxa- 
tion and paid for in productions of her 
mills. By this means she had obtained 
a manufacturing ascendancy too for- 
midable to be competed with by capi- 
talists of the United States, without 
government aid. It was to free the 
United States from dependency upon 
Great Britain, for the goods which were 
needed, and of which they might be de- 
prived in case of war between the two 
nations, that our protective laws were 
mainly advocated. These laws were for 
many years simply revenue laws with 
incidental protection. They were after- 
ward so changed that protection became 
the object and revenue the incident. 
"I am in favor of a judicious ta4ff," 
said John Quincy Adams, in a conversa- 
tion with Henry Clay and others. "I 
am in favor of a judicious tariff. .... And 
I," said Mr. Clay, "am in favor of a 
tariff, judicious or not." Congress has 
of late years been altogether with Mr. 
Clay, and adhered to protection until it 
has become burdensome upon the peo- 
ple-depriving producers to a consider- 
able extent of the benefits of foreign 
markets for our surplus of agricultural 
productions, for which at remunerative 
prices there is insufficient demand, and 
what is worse than all, our protective 
tariff has created a demand for laborers, 
which has brought over immense num- 
bers of foreigners for whom already 
there is insufficient employment, and 
who are consequently restive, and may 
become dangerous. 
Conceding that protective tariffs were 
needed to induce investments in home 
manufactures, and to sustain them when 
they were too feeble to compete unaided 
with Great Britain, it is clear to my 
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mind that our tariff laws should have a 
thorough revision, for the purpose of ac- 
commodating them to the changed con- 
dition of the industrial interests of the 
country, lrotection was originally and 
properly advocated on the ground that 
without it manufacturing could make 
no headway against the crushing power 
of British capital, and on this ground 
only. Thirty years ago, few if any of 
the advocates of protection were bold 
enough to advocate it as a permanent 
policy. It was to be temporary--not 
perpetual. When the expenses of the 
civil war began to require immense rev- 
enues, the tariff was largely increased, 
and a patriotic people submitted to the 
additional burden thus laid upon them, 
because they had resolved that the Gov- 
ernment should be sustained. Not only 
was the tariff increased, but an excise 
system was adopted under which almost 
everything that could be reached by the 
tax collectors was heavily taxed. Noth- 
ing more was heard about protection. 
Revenue was what was needed and taxa- 
tion was chiefly submitted to, not only 
for revenue, but to give credit to the 
immense loans that the Government 
was obliged to resort to, and it so hap- 
pened that these taxes, heavy as they 
were, and indiscriminately as they were 
levie4, neither diminished production 
nor checked importation. On the con- 
trary, both were increased. So great 
were the necessities of the Government 
in the prosecution of the war, that exist- 
ing cotton, woollen, and iron mills were 
worked to their full capacity, and new 
ones were created, while at the same time 
foreign importations were greatly stimu- 
lated. To pay for needful supplies, im- 
mense sums of money were required, and 
this requirement was met by the issue of 
Government notes, so that in a great and 
destructive war--the greatest and most 
destructive that has ever been carried 
on--the loyal States seemed to be highly 
prosperous, and the burden of taxation 
was not felt. 
When the war ended the paper circu- 
lation of the country (money as it is 
improperly called) instead of being re- 
duced as it should have been, was in- 
creased, and artificial prosperity con- 
tinued until the crisis of 1873, put a 
temporary end to it. The terrible de- 

pression which followed this crisis was, 
however, of short continuance. The 
spirit of the people was too elastic and 
buoyant and energetic to be long de- 
pressed. Millions of debts were wiped 
out by the Bankrupt Act. The Govern- 
ment notes were not called in. Bank 
notes practically irredeemable, were 
abundant, for both of which employ- 
ment must be found, and this employ- 
ment was found in the construction of 
railroads, many of which were built not 
for business which required them, but 
for the business they were expected to 
create. So capital went into railroads 
in amounts that would have been ruin- 
ous, had not short crops in Europe, and 
abundant crops in the United States, 
greatly increased railroad traffic and 
created balances in our favor which were 
settled by importations of gold. 
All this is now being changed. Man- 
ufacturing of all kinds has been over- 
done. Mills have been built where they 
can never be profitable, no matter what 
governmental protection may be given 
to them. Our agricultural productions 
are declining in value. The tariff is 
gradually shutting up foreign markets 
against our manufactured goods, and 
favorable crops in Europe are diminish- 
ing the demand for our bread-stuffs. 
Foreign nations, upon whose produc- 
tions heavy duties are imposed, buy of 
us only what they greatly need, and can- 
not dispense with the use of, and these 
articles are chiefly limited to cotton, 
wheat, corn, tobacco, petroleum, beef 
and pork, and our markets for some of 
these articles are in danger. India is 
becoming a formidable competitor in the 
great wheat market of Great Britain, 
and petroleum from Russia is competing 
with the petroleum from the. United 
States, in the markets of which, on this 
article, we have had for years the con- 
trol. 
To remedy the evils which are now to 
be faced, wise counsels are needed in 
Congress. The attention of our law- 
makers must be diverted from the mak- 
ing of Presidents and the distribution 
of patronage, to the economic questions 
upon the proper solution of which the 
permanent well-being of the people must 
depend. The most important of these 
questions are those which arise from the 
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decay of our shipping, and the want of 
foreign markets for our sul-plus pro- 
ductions. These, in fact, are the only 
really vital questions, except the currency 
question, before the country, and they 
ought to receive the most careful con- 
sideration of Congress ; and if party poli- 
tics could be subordinated to them, there 
would I think be but little doubt in re- 
gard to the conclusions which would be 
reached. 
What is now needed in the United 
States, and needed more than anything 
else to promote general prosperity, is 
such a modification of our tariff as will 
facilitate exchanges with other coun- 
tries. The protective policy must be 
abandoned. A revenue tariff we must 
have. Absolute free trade will be among 
the things hoped for, but not to be 
gained until the people are prepared to 
support the Government by excise duties 
or by direct taxation. The Government 
is mainly to be supported as it was be- 
fore the late civil war by a tax upon 
imports which, although the most in- 
sidious, and in some respects the most 
unequal of all taxes, is, as it has always 
been, the most popular, by reason of its 
being felt only indirectly by consumers. 
Against such duties, there never will be 
serious complaint, and when judiciously 
imposed, separated as the United States 
are from European nations by the broad 
Atlantic, (neither Canada nor Mexico, 
nor the South American States can be 
formidable competitors,) they will afford 
all the protection that our manufacturers 
can fairly claim. In asking more than 
this, they are asking that the whole 
ple shall continue to be taxed for the 
benefit of a few. 
Much the larger part of the revenue 
required for the support of the Govern- 
ment and the payment of the national 
debt, must be derived from duties upon 
imports, and it will, therefore, be im- 
possible so to reduce them that they 
will not be protective. A tariff for rev- 
enue which must necessarily be to some 
extent protective, is what is now re- 
q.uired to increase and enlarge the for- 
elgn markets for our various manufac- 
tured goods, and our agricultural pro- 
ductions. Without these markets, our 
great industrial interests can never be 
permanently prosperous. Time will be 

required to overcome what has already 
been lost, but it will be recovered, and 
more than recovered, if wisdom prevails 
in our national councils. That a country 
with sixty millions of people rapidly in- 
creasing in population, washed by the At- 
lantic and Pacific Oceans, with thousands 
of miles indented with the finest of 
harbors ;--with unequalled facilities for 
ship-building ;--with a soil better fitted 
to produce cotton, tobacco, maize, cattle 
and hogs, than is possessed by any other 
country,--and with equal capabilities 
for the production of wheat ;--that such 
a country should be without ships to 
transport its surplus to foreign ports, is 
an anomaly in the history of nations ;- 
that in such a country, with manufactures 
of all descriptions well-established and 
skilfully managed, with plenty of capital 
and cheap money, manufacturers who 
have become enriched by our protective 
tariffs should claim more protection than 
a tariff for revenue will afford, is unrea- 
sonable and unjust. 
The tariff ought to be carefully con- 
sidered not only with regard to its bur- 
dens upon consumers but in its bearing 
upon commerce and navigation. The 
leading nations of the world have been 
commercial, and ship building and ship 
owning nations. Such were they in 
medimval ages, and such they will always 
be. It was by such nations that trade 
was extended and civilization was carried 
into countries that had been degraded 
by their isolation. By such nations, in 
search of markets for their productions, 
the American Continent was discovered, 
and all other great land discoveries made. 
Vhat has made Great Britain the nation 
she is--the nation upon whose domain 
the sun never sets ? Not her manufact- 
ories alone--extensive, varied, and profit- 
able as they have been---but her manu- 
factures, her commerce, and her shipping 
combined. Why have her merchants 
been able to take raw materials from all 
other nations in exchange for their 
manufactured goods ? Is it not because 
she has exempted those raw materials 
from import duties ? hy is her flag 
seen upon every sea? By what means 
has her supremacy as a commercial and 
maritime power been secured and main- 
tained ? Is it not mainly because her 
statesmen have understood the simple 
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fact that trade is barter, and have freed 
it from all restrictions. 
In all natural advantages, the United 
States are greatly superior to Great 
Britain. While, including her colonies, 
her domain is more extensive, the terri- 
tory over which she has absolute control 
is nsignificant in comparison, and so 
doubtfulis her hold upon her colonial pos- 
sessions, that some of her wisest states- 
men have thought that she would be 
stronger without them. In what respect 
is she superior to the United States ? 
Not certainly in productions of prime 
necessity, not in cotton or wool, not in 
cattle, or swine, or grain of all kinds, 
not even in what may be called luxuries, 
such as fruits'of all descriptions--not in 
precious metals, or even in iron or lead 
or copper, which are more valuable than 
the precious metals; nor in the inven- 
tive power and manufacturing skill of 
her people. In everything necessary 
for national growth, everything needful 
for the comfort and happiness of the 
people, the United States are vastly su- 
perior to Great Britain. In two things 
ouly are they inferior: in commerce, by 
which is meant free exchange of natural 
and artificial productions, and in ship- 
ping, without which in combination, they 
cannot take precedence of Great Britain, 
and become what they ought to be, and 
what, with wise legislation, they would 
soon become, the leading nation of the 
world, to which all other nations would 
be tributary. 
Without freer exchanges and a revival 
of their shipping interests, the United 
States, no matter how rich and populous 
they may become, will never be a great 
nation in all that is needful for national 
greatness. No nation can be truly great 
that depends upon other nations for the 
means of transporting its productions 
to foreign markets, or lessens the de- 
mand for them by restrictions upon trade. 
.( half century ago the United States 
were almost supreme upon the ocean. 
Now they have no rank as a maritime 
power. I am proud of my country, but 
I cannot help being humiliated by the 
consideration that our merchants must 
establish credits in London, in order to 
pay for their purchases abroad ; and that 
our Government is compelled to main- 
tain an agency in that city, for the pay- 

merit of its representatives in foreign 
lands, and the expenses of its ships of 
war in foreign ports. 

There is in these times much discus- 
sion in regard to landed property, and it 
is claimed by even fair minded and intel- 
ligent men that land is the gift of God, 
to which none should have the right of 
exclusive ownership ; that the manner 
in which it is held in all civilized coun- 
tries is a wrong to the public, and the 
main cause of the poverty which is so 
generally prevalent. 
That in some countries land is held in 
too large quantities by a comparatively 
few people, whose ownership is perpet- 
uated by legislative or sovereign pow- 
er, is undoubtedly true. In such coun- 
tries there is little trade in land, and the 
ownership of a home, no matter how 
humble, is beyond the reach of the great 
mass of the people. The effect of this 
has been the creation of landed aristocra- 
cies, to the power of which labor has been 
subjected. Nothing of this kind exists 
in the United States. Here not only is 
there free trade in land, but the Govern- 
ment has been for years, by homestead 
laws and low prices at which its immense 
territories of fetile lands have been sub- 
ject to entry, holding out the strongest 
possible inducements to industrious peo- 
ple to secure for themselves homes. 
Strangely enough, however, some of the 
most earnest opponents of the exclusive 
ownership of land are in the United 
States. In their opinion, as land was 
not created by man, no man should be 
the absolute owner of any potion of it ; 
--that it should be held by the state for 
the benefit of all. To correct the wrong 
which land ownership is inflicting upon 
the public, these advocates of equal 
rights contend that land should le so 
taxed that the owner would be willing 
to surrender his right to it. 
Land, it is true, is the gift of God, 
but it is by man's labor that it has been 
maple valuable. It is admitted by the 
Land Reformer, that the improvements 
being of man's creation should not be 
taxed, but it is the improvements that 
have given value to the land, and it 
would be practically impossible to tax 
the latter without taxing the former. 
Most of the land in the United States, 
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east of the lIississippi River, was cov- 
ered with dense forests, and every acre 
of it which has been cultivated has cost 
more in labor and other needful expen- 
ditures than it would sell for. I speak 
of course of lands which have not been 
made valuable by their minerals, or by 
being the sites of cities or towns, or 
their proximity to them. I question 
very much that there are any farms out- 
side of the prairies and away from 
large towns, which, if they were charged 
with the labor bestowed upon them at 
the rate of one dollar a day for men and 
fifty cents a day for women, and with 
other necessary outlays (their original 
cost not included), and credited with the 
market value of their productions, and 
their estimated present value, would ex- 
hibit a balance on the right side of the 
account. 
No one who has known anything about 
the hardships endured by the first set- 
tlers in the timbered lands of the United 
States--their unceasing toil, their actual 
want--not of the comforts, but of the 
necessaries of life when in health, to say 
nothing of what they needed, and could 
not be supplied with, in sickness, dur- 
ing the long and wearisome years which 
came and went before they had cleared 
enough of their lands to enable them to 
begin to enioy the fruits of their sacri- 
fices and labors ;--no one vho has known 
anything about all this will be found 
among those who speak of land as being 
God's gift, and therefore property of 
which there should not be absolute ovno 
ership. In travelling from :Fort Wayne 
to Indianapolis, in the earl)" days of the 
West, over or rather through roads that 
for a good part of the year could only 
be travelled by men on foot or well- 
mounted horsemen, and in noticing the 
slow progress which was being made in 
the opening up of the country, the ques- 
tion naturally presented itself, Would 
men who could support themselves in 
any other way, or in any other place, 
make their homes in this wilderness and 
undergo the privations they are subject 
to, and labor as they must for a good 
part of their lives, before they can make 
a comfortable living? These settlers 
were invariably poor men ; two or three 
hundred dollars would cover the entire 
outfit of a majority of them ;--their 

lands, their teams, their cows, their 
farming implements, their axes and ri- 
ties. It was chiefly by such men that 
the timbered lands of Ohio and Indiana 
were settled. I have seen hundreds of 
such beginnings, and have admired the 
endurance, the patience, the persevering 
industry, by which forest lands have 
been converted into productive farms; 
I do not say profitable farms, because 
few farms are profitable. Men who, like 
the late Dr. Gwinn, of California, have 
bought at low prices extensive tracts of 
land which were ready for the plow, and 
which for a time needed no fertilization, 
and cultivated them by machinery for 
wheat, have undoubtedly.made money 
out of them ; but as the wheat-produc- 
ing qualities of the soil become ex- 
hausted, and restoratives become neces- 
sary, profits will decline, and may soon 
disappear altogether. Lands naturallv 
adapted to grazing may yield indei- 
nitely good returns, because they do not 
become exhausted by being grazed, but 
they are exceptions. The alluvial lands 
on the lower Mississippi, and on some of 
its tributaries, might also be excepted, 
for so deep is the soil that they may be 
regarded as being practically inexhaust- 
ible; but they are subject to overflows 
and droughts, and good crops on even 
these lands are by no means certain. 
On the whole, farming is not a profit- 
able business in the United States. It 
is a healthful employment, productive 
of strong and vigorous men, but it is 
not attractive, and it is not attractive 
because it is not profitable. Seldom do 
the sons of well-to-do farmers become 
farmers. As soon as they are old enough 
to strike out for themselves, they will 
be found in the towns, not upon the 
farms. Nor are lands in the old States 
which are not near enough to l)Ol)ulous 
cities to be profitably used for market 
gardens, increasing in value. So far is 
this from being the case, that very few 
farms in those States could be sold to- 
day for prices which they readily com- 
manded twenty years ago. Investments 
in lands which are valuable for agricul- 
ture only, are not now regarded with 
favor by capitalists. Better use for their 
money is found elsewhere. 
If thanks are due to God for the land, 
greater thanks are due to him for 
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muscle and the patient industry by which 
it has been brought under cultivation, 
and by which its producing properties 
are preserved ; and yet these cultivators 
of the soil are alnong those whose prop- 
erty should be confiscated because they 
did not create vhat they have maAe val- 
uable! Land is less able to bear heavy 
taxes than ahnost any other kind of 
property. The taxes to which cultivated 
land is now subjected in most of the 
States, instead of being advanced, should 
be reduced, for the pro'pose of increasing 
the number of farmers. In most of the 
European states, especially in Great 
Britain, lands are heavily taxed--so 
heavily, that they can be held only by 
the rich. In that countT the land- 
holders are monopolists, and they will 
continue to be so until free trade in land 
is established, and the taxes upon it are 
so reduced that men of moderate means 
can afford to be the owners. 
No greater mistake was ever made by 
intelligent men than is made by those 
who suppose that monopolies can be 
broken up or weakened, and property 
can be more evenly distributed in the 
United States by increase of taxes upon 
land, which is the cheapest thing upon 
the market. It is true that in cities, 
lots to be built upon for homes are be- 
yond the reach of all except those whose 
incomes are considerably greater than 
their outlays, but this is unavoidable. 
Cities are limited in extent, and the value 
of lots depends upon the demand for 
them for building purposes. In a few 
cities, especially in Philadelphia, some 
who belong to what are called the labor- 
ing classes are the owners of their homes, 
but this is not often the case. Vith 
comparatively few exceptions those 
whose living depends upon their man- 
ual labor are renters or boarders. 
There is, however, compensation for 
these deprivations. Wages are higher 
in the city than in the country, and 
greater inducements to save as well as 
to spend are found there, than exist 
elsewhere. Men are naturally gregari- 
ous, and when thrown together they 
have enjoyments of life, although sub- 
ject to great discomforts. In cities, 
however, as well as in the country, it is 
labor and the fruits of labor that have 
made the ground valuable, and it is dif- 

ficult to see how the public would be 
benefited if city lots were to be confis- 
cated, subject to the outlay that has 
been made upon them. None but An- 
archists have gone so far as to contend 
that the property of man's creation 
should be subject to division among the 
people or become the property of the 
state. But in this free land of ours, for 
whose benefit should property of any 
kind be confiscated ? Not for the bene- 
fit of those who are able and willing to 
work;for them there is rarely lack of 
employment at remunerative wages, and 
the way to rise in the world is open be- 
fore them. Not for the benefit of those 
who are disabled; their wants when 
maAe known are relieved by private or 
public charities. 
Nine-tenths of the rich and prominent 
people of the United States have made 
their upward way in the world without 
help from others. Of the wealthy men, 
or the men of large social or political 
influence, whom I have known person- 
ally, or with whose history I am familiar, 
I call to mind very fev who have not 
made themselves what they are by their 
own exertions. With rare exceptions 
they are the offspring of poor men, or of 
men with very limited means. The op- 
portunities for those vho are self-de- 
pendent to make headway in life are not 
now, it is admitted, as great in the 
United States as they were some years 
ago, but one has only to look about him 
to see large numbers of such people ris- 
ing above the level from which they 
started, soon to be conspicuous in busi- 
ness, in society, in politics. Poverty 
always has prevailed and always will 
prevail to a greater or less degree in all 
countries--in the freest as well as the 
most despotic, until, under some new 
dispensation, mankind become equal in 
natural gifts, in capacity and disposition 
to acquire and retain, in mental and 
physical power. Until then the indus- 
trious and the indolent, the thrifty 
and the unthrifty, the strong and the 
weak, the rich and the poor, will be 
found in all communities. If all the 
property in the world should be equally 
divided, in a few brief years inequalities 
like those which are now complained of 
would prevail. The differences in the 
circumstances of the race are to some 
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speak the language of the country. 
The majority of them are doubtless 
well-meaning people, but they natur- 
ally fall under the influence of those 
who are not. With the working-men 
have come men who are revolutionists 
by nature or have been made such by 
real or fancied injustice in their native 
lands. To denounce the Government, 
and to make their followers believe that 
all governments are tyrannical and ought 
to be overthrown, seems to be consid- 
ered by these men their especial duty. 
Others do not go quite so far as this; 
they are more moderate in their de- 
mands: they contend that property 
should be held and owned in common, 
that exclusive ownership by the few is 
oppression to the many, that the laws 
have been made by the rich and for their 
benefit, to the great injustice of the 
poor, and that they should be so changed 
that all would fare alike. If these men, 
with their blind and ignorant followers, 
were not voters, they would be compar- 
atively harmless; but they are not ouly 
voters, but some of them active politi- 
cians, and when the two great parties 
are nearly evenly divided, their votes 
are com'ted by both. They are already 
a dangerous class, and are likely to be- 
come more dangerous, as they are rap- 
idly increasing in numbers, and are be- 
coming cohesive by organizations. It 
is very clear to my mind that none but 
native born citizens ought to have been 
permitted to be voters;that immense 
risk has been incurred--not by making 
the United States an asylum for the op- 
pressed, not by opening the doors for 
foreigners to become inhabitants, under 
the protection of just and equal laws, 
but by inviting them to come and par- 
ticipate in the law-making and gov- 
erning power. The elective franchise, 
which ought to have been considered 
the most precious of all rights, has been 
freely bestowed upon those who have 
no knowledge of its value, and upon 
those who use it for other than patriotic 
purposes. 
Though it may now be too late, in 
the present condition of political par- 
ties, to change effectively our natural- 
ization laws, there might be a limita- 
tion upon the franchise in municipal 
elections, and it is very certain that this 

must be done if our large cities are to 
be properly governed, and sufficient 
safeguards are to be thrown around 
persons and property. Municipal gov- 
ernment should be created and con- 
ducted on business principles. No one 
should be a voter who is not the owner 
of property. The amount required need 
not be large, but it should be large 
enough to indicate that the voter has 
something at stake. Manhood suffrage 
in municipal elections is, to say the 
least, a dangerous experiment; a law 
that places upon an equality in voting 
the lazy vagabond and the .enterprising 
wealth-producing citizen s certainly 
neither just nor reasonable. 
The Government is stronger than it 
was a half century ago, but has not this 
increase of strength been at the expense 
of republicanism ? We claim that the 
United States is the freest country in 
the world--the only country except 
Switzerland in which the people have 
equal rights. Equal rights before the 
law are indeed possessed by everybody 
here, but are there not combinations of 
interests which prevent the full play of 
natural rights, which hold in check, if 
th.ey do not destroy, individual enter- 
prme ? In what other country can be 
found such companies as have been or- 
ganized in the United States for the 
purpose of controlling the manufacture, 
the transportation, and the price of 
goods ? Where can be found an organ- 
ization like the Standard Oil Company, 
which absolutely controls the market of 
an article for which there is an immense 
and constant demand, and stamps out 
competition; or even such companies 
as have been formed to regulate the 
production of iron and steel and coal ? 
In what other countr.y do manufactur- 
ers who are protected by tariffs against 
foreign competition, combine by trusts 
and other agencies to advance or sustain 
prices and prevent domestic competi- 
tion ? There is no country of which 
I have any "knowledge in which busi- 
ness of all desciptions is so steadily 
falling into fewer and fewer hands, in 
which combinati.ons are so powerful and 
individuals so powerless, as the United 
States--no country in which the solu- 
tion of the labor question may be more 
difficult. We have yet to learn that 
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there may be as little personal freedom 
under republican institutions as under 
monarchies, and that the best efforts of 
all good citizens should be to prevent 
the great republic from being a free 
country in name only. That these ef- 
forts will not be wanting, I have an 
abiding faith. Congress has the power, 
by opening the way for freer trade with 
other nations, to destroy most of the ex- 
isting monopolies, and this power will 
ere long be exerted. 
There is, however, one danger ahead 
which cannot be easily sin-mounted. By 
our naturalization laws, by extending 
the highest privilege to men utterly 
destitute of proper qualifications for its 
exercise, by inviting to our shores to 
assist in administering the State and 
National Governments men who con- 
sider it their duty to fight all govern- 
ments, we have done much to make our 
grand experiment a failure. It is now 
impossible to undo what was unwisely 

done, to deprive of the franchise those 
to whom it has been granted, but not 
too late to prevent an increase of the 
threatening danger. If our naturaliza- 
tion laws should be so changed that 
none should vote but those who, when 
the change is made, have the right to 
vote, and that thereafter none but the 
native bo should be voters, the danger 
would not be entirely removed, but it 
would be greatly lessened. If this should 
not be done--if revolutionists who are 
rapidly increasing in numbers in Europe 
should continue to be invited to come 
and participate in the government of the 
lepublicmhow long will not capitalists 
only, but industrious, frugal, liberty-lov- 
ing men be able to contemplate the fut- 
ure without misgivings ? If the repub- 
lic is to be short-lived like those which 
have heretofore existed, unrestricted 
manhood suffrage will be the cause. It 
is the only really grave danger that 
threatens the life of the lepublic. 

SEA IN OCTOBER. 

By Elisabetb Fairchild. 

NoT now, not now, the unfruitful sea be mine, 
With ever restless tides that ebb and flow 
Like hopes in a sick heart; nay, I would know 
tIow soonest to forget this kindred brine. 
Show me some ripened land in mellow glow 
Where heavy hang the clusters of the vine, 
Where apples drop, where browse full-uddered kine, 
Vhere, tilting-topped, the harvest wagons go 
A-creak across the fields. O let me fill 
My longing eyes with pictures of a land 
Sloping to sunset, full of twilight peace 
That seems from plenty's horn to overspill; 
Let me thus gaze, and gazing, understand 
Toll's fairest harvest is desire's surcease. 
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prompt-side, the opposite-prompt-centre 
and the opposite-prompt-side, or, as they 
are always called in theatrical parlance, 

theatrical term, and wrongly defined even 
in the principal dictionaries of the Eng- 
lish language. The uninitiated almost 

l 
Go 

Plan of the Stage of the Metropolitan Opera House, New York. 

the o-p-centre and o-p-side. The depth 
of the stage is divided into "entrances" 
according to the number of wings. 
Thus the "first-prompt-entrance" is be- 
tween the proscenium and the first wing 
on the prompt-side. Corresponding with 
it on the opposite side is the "first o-p- 
entrance." All these divisions and their 
appellations hold good not only of width 
and depth, but also of height. For in- 
stance, the prompt-centre extends from 
the floor of the stage to the beams far 
above--a height sometimes of 160 feet 
into which are attached the pulleys and 
huge leverage wheels for running the 
ropes that lower and raise the drop- 
scenes. 
Everything above the proscenium arch 
is summed up in the term "flies," a word 
more frequently misused than any other 
Vow,. IV.--45 

invariably use this term in speaking of 
the strips of canvas painted to resemble 
sky, foliage, arches, or the ceilings of in- 
teriors suspended across the stage above 
the wings. These are the "borders," 
and form but a small portion of the flies, 
which include the border-lights (rows 
of gas-jets running across the flies and 
illuminating the borders), innumerable 
ropes, cleets, ptdless, the beams to which 
these last are attached, and the fly-gal- 
leries on either side, from the lowest of 
which the drop-scenes and borders are 
worked. These galleries vary in number 
according to the size of the house. In 
opera-houses of the first rank they are 
four in number, so that the flies are four 
stories high. Then, from the prompt- 
side across to the o-p-side, stretch,  
story higher, the beams already referred 
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to. These in the aggregate have two 
names, according to the position of the 
person speaking of them. Looking up- 
ward from the floor of the stage, he 
would call them the gridiron; standing 
on them, he would speak of them as the 
rigging-loft. The drops in large houses 
are about 56 feet high, and as they are 
raised, not rolled up, the space from the 
top of the borders, on a line with the 
first fly-gallery, to the gridiron is about 
80 feet high, giving room for the drop 
.and 24 feet of rope. There are five ropes 
to each drop--the prompt, prompt-cen- 
tre, centre, o-p-centre, and o-p rope. 
These run from the gridiron down to 
the first fly-gallery, where they are fast- 
ened around cleets and from where they 
,are worked. [See p. 46.] 
Vhfle the floor of the stage runs from 
he footlights to the rear wall of the 
building, the entire depth is r:rely util- 
ized, because a section extending about 
eight fee forward from the rear wall is 
resewed for the paint-room. The floor 
of the paint-room is a platform called the 
paint-bridge, which extends across the 
stage and can be raised and lowered be- 
tween the floor of the stage and the first 
fly-gallery. [-P. 445.] The canvas to be 
painted having been hung in position so 
that its top is level with this gallery, the 
work of painting begins, the bridge be- 
ing lowered as occasion requires. Fre- 
quently, however, the canvas is hung on 
pulleys from one of the gridiron beams 
and gradually lowered, the bridge re- 
maining suspended between the prompt- 
side of the first fly-gallery and the o-p- 
side, thus forming a convenient crossing 
from one side of the house to the other 
for those at work in the upper stories, 
who would otherwise have to descend to 
the stage floor, cross it, and ascend sev- 
eral flights of stairs on the other side. 
Until within about a fortnight of the 
production of an opera or music-drama 
the work of preparation goes on in the 
buildings on either side of the stage and 
flies, and is not until that seemingly late 
period transferred to these latter. 
At the production of the work the au- 
dience, comfortably seated, watches the 
peformance unfold itself so smoothly 
that it suggests no idea of preliminary 
labor. This is as it should be. For as an 
actor must cause the result of his art to 

seem nature itself, so the theatrical man- 
ager must cause the action and its scenic 
surroundings to appear the spontaneous 
product of the time in which the drama 
or opera plays. We are apt to credit 
only the actor with the genius of simu- 
lating nature. As a matter of fact, the 
principle upon which he proceeds gov- 
erns every detail of a theatrical or---to 
remain by the subject in hand--an oper- 
atic production. What the actor strives 
for, the manager, stage-manager, scene- 
painter, property-master, gas-engineer, 
master machinist, musical conductor, 
chorus, and principal singers are striving 
for. Each in his respective department 
is endeavoring to simdate nature. I em- 
phasize simulate because the simulation 
of nature as distinguished from the act- 
ual reproduction of nature is the pecul- 
iar province of stage art. It is a fact 
that a real tree upon the stage looks less 
like a real tree fromtheauditorium than 
a tree painted upon a piece of canvas; 
and that with a bit of canvas and a lit- 
tle paint the scene-painter can, at the ex- 
pense of a few dollars, produce a 1)ersian 
rug looking costlier and more like the real 
article than would an actual 1)ersian rug 
costing a thousand dollars. What in real 
life would be exaggeration becomes on 
the stage perfect simulation of nature. 
The actor's natural bloom would be a 
ghostly pallor in the glare of the foot- 
lights, so that he is obliged to rouge his 
cheeks in order that their color may look 
natural. And as in this case the look of 
nature is produced by exaggeration, so 
it is with eye,thing pertaining to stage 
art--voice, gesture, costume, scenery, 
"properties," light-effects. They must 
all, so to speak, be rouged. A stage 
production, to be successful, must b 
prepared with this principle always in 
view. It can easily be traced through 
the work going on behind the scenes of 
an opera-house. 
When Napoleon III., before declaring, 
war upon Prussia, asked one of his rain- 
isters if everything were in readiness fo- 
the army to move on Berlin, the latter 
replied: "To the last button on the last 
gaiter." Unless everything pertaining 
to an operatic performance is in readi- 
hess to the last papier-mach shield for 
the last "super," there will be an oper- 
atic Sedan. The operatic host must be 
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placed on a war footing. Some idea of the 
labor this involves may be formed from 
the statement that at the Metropolitau 
Opera-House it took from August, 1887, 
until January, 1888, to mobilize this host 
for the conquest of Mexico under "Fer- 
dinand Cortez," a period of about the 
same length as that usually consumed at 
large opera-houses in preparing a work 
for production. 
On the 1st of August, 1887, the manag- 
ing director handed the libretto to the 
members of his staff. They immediately 
set to work to exhaust the bibliography 
of the episode lying at the basis of the 
action as thoroughly as though they 
intended to write a history. For they 
knew the production would have to be 
as far as possible a materialization of a 
page from history. They found the De- 
spatches of Cortez and Charnay's work on 
Mexico of especial value, the illustrations 
in the latter suggesting designs for scen- 
ery, costumes, weapons, and other prop- 
erties. The scenic artist and costumer 
came almost at the very outset of their 
investigations upon stumbling-blocks in 
the way of "putting on" their share in 
the production with historical accuracy. 
The buildings in which part of the opera 
plays were a mass of granite, and their 
faithful reproduction would have been 
inconsistent with the desired spectacu- 
lar effect. The costumer, who was obliged 
to study both the Spanish and Mexican 
costumes of the period, discovered that 
the garbs of the Mexican women were 
not picturesque, while those of the Mexi- 
can priests were indecent. These mat- 
ters were exhaustively discussed at a 
cabinet meeting in the managing direc- 
tor's office. It was decided, so far as the 
unbroken mass of granite and the cos- 
tumes of the Mexican priests and women 
were concerned, to abandon historical 
accuracy, and, while retaining the archi- 
tectural romans, to introduce some colors 
and to use the costumes of a somewhat 
later period. Here we observe that stage 
art demanded a sacrifice of historical 
accuracy, but that the semblance of the 
latter was maintained as far as possible. 
It became necessary to "theatreize" or 
idealize history. This is one of the most 
delicate problems presented to a con- 
scientious theatrical manager. The so- 
lution is always in the line of the princi- 

ple governing all theatrical productions 
--simulation. I am reminded here of a 
passage in Ruskin's "Modern Painters" 
to the effect that the true artist sees 
nature not as it really is, but idealized 
through his artist-imagination, and puts 
upon canvas only what his artist-soul 
allows his memory to retain. Similarly, 
those concerned in placing a work like 
"Ferdinand Cortez" upon the stage can- 
not be mere photographers of historv. 
They must idealize it. 
Meanwhile the property-master had 
made out a list of the articles to be 
manufactured in his department. He 
had not been hampered by the problem 
of historical accuracy. He found draw- 
ings of Mexican antiquities from which 
he made sketches of the Mexican imple- 
ments of war and peace to be used in 
the opera, and from a genuine Mexican 
relic of that period, seen by chance in 
the show window of a store, he obtained 
his scheme for the principal property in 
the work, the image of the god Tale- 
pulka. He found he could have all 
these historically correct, except that he 
did not think it necessary to go to the 
length of decorating the idol with a 
paste made from a mixture of grain with 
human blood. A problem arose, how- 
ever, when he considered the construc- 
tion of the idol. He ascertained from 
the libretto that the idol and the back 
wall of the temple are shattered by an 
explosion, and that, just before the ca- 
tastrophe, flames flash from the idol's 
eyes and mouth. He consulted with 
the gas-engineer, who had already con- 
sidered the matter, and concluded that 
it would be most practical to produce 
the flames by means of gas supplied 
through a hose running from the wings. 
The property-master then made the 
following note in his plot book: 
"Flames leap up high from the heath- 
en image--the gas-hose must be de- 
tached and drawn into the wings imme- 
diately afterward so as not to be visible 
when the image has fallen apart." The 
necessity of having the gas-hose de- 
tached determined the method of shat- 
tering the idol. It is a theatrical 
ciple that a mechanical property should 
be so constructed that it can be worked 
by the smallest possible number of men. 
This principle was kept in view when 
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the method of shattering Talepulka was 
determined upon. The god was divided 
from top to bottom into two irregular 
pieces. These were held together by a 
line, invisible from the audience, which 
was tied around the image near the ped- 
estal. Another line, leuding into the 
wings, was attached to the side of the top 
of one of the pieces. At the first report 
of the explosion a man concealed behind 
the pedestal, whose duty it also is to de- 
tach the gas-hose, cuts the line fastened 
around the idol, and the pieces slightly 
separate, so that the image seems to have 
cracked in two jagged pieces. At the next 
report a man in the wings pulls at the 
other line and the two pieces fall apart. 
The munner in which the effect of 
flames flashing from the eyes and the 
mouth of Talepulka was produced was 
only outlined in the statement that it 
was accomplished by gas supplied 
through a hose. The complete device 
of the gas-engineer, a functionary who 
in a modern theatrical establishment of 
the first rank must also be an electri- 
cian, was as follows: Behind the image 
the flow of gas was divided into two 
channels by a T. One stream fed con- 
cealed gas-jets near the eyes and mouth, 
which were lighted before the curtain 
rose and played over large sprinkler- 
burners in the eyes and mouth. These 
burners were attached to a pipe fed by 
the second stream. When the time ar- 
rived for the fire to flash, the man be- 
hind the pedestal turned on the second 
stream of gas, which, as soon as it issued 
from the sprinkler-burners, was ignited 
by the jets. By freeing and checking 
this stream of gas the man caused the 
image to flash fire at brief intervals. 
Thus only two men were required to 
work this important property. 
The idol was but one of four hundred 
and fifty-six properties which were man- 
ufactured on the premises for the pro- 
duction of "lerdinand Cortez," and 
when it is considered that the average 
number of properties required for an 
opera or music-drama is three hundred 
and fifty, it will be understood that the 
yearly manufacture of these for an opera- 
house which every season lds some three 
works to its repertoire is an industry of 
great magnitude, lor instance, one ton 
and a half of clay was needed for model- 

ling the Mexican idol, and that property 
represents three months' work. It was 
first sketched in miniature, then "scaled" 
mthat is, projected full size on a huge 
drawing-board--next modelled in clay, 
and then cast in plaster. The model- 
ling and casting of properties are done 
in a room in the basement of the build- 
ing, on the o-side of the stage. The 
idol was cast in twenty pieces. These 
were transferred from the modelling- 
room to the property workshop on the 
third floor of the building, prompt- 
side, where are also several other rooms 
in which properties are made, the two 
armories, the scenic artist's studio, and 
the property-master's office. In the 
workshop the properties are finished 
in papier-mach6, the casts being used as 
moulds. They are not filled with pulp, 
which is one method of making papier- 
machO, but with layers of paper. The 
first layer is of white paper, moistened 
so that it will adapt itself to the shape 
of the cast. Iayer after layer of brown 
paper is then pasted over it. The cast 
having been thus filled is placed in an 
oven heated by alcohol, and baked until 
the layers of paper form one coherent 
mass the shape of the cast. lroperties 
thus manufactured have the desirable 
qualities of strength and lightness. 
While the property-master and his men 
were fashioning the god Talepulka, the 
scenic artist had sketched and modelled 
the scenery of the opera. In order that 
his models may be perfect representa- 
tions on a small scale of the scenery as 
it is actually to be, he has in his studio 
a fac-simile in miniature of the stage 
and flies, a half inch on the miniature 
stage representing a foot on the real one. 
These little scenes are made of paste- 
board, so as to admit easily of alterations ; 
for frequently the scene must be changed 
in order that it may harmonize with the 
plans of the stage-manager, the designs 
of the costumer, and the products of 
the property workshop, lor instance, 
in "lerdinand Cortez" one scene is laid 
in a temple on one of the pyramids near 
the capitol. The stage-manager hl, 
while the scenic artist was making his 
model, planned to have twenty priests 
swaying on the steps of the temple, and 
hl also "plotted out" the procession 
which he has to bring on in this scene. 
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On inspecting the model he found that should harmonize. This matter having 
the steps were not large enough to ac- been adjusted the model was handed 
commodate all the priests, and also that over to the scene-painters to be trans- 

" Fixing-up " Talepulka, 

the procession would not consume time 
enough in descending. From the tempo 
of the march and the number of bars, he 
had calculated the exact duration of the 
procession and the exact time it would 
take a figure marching to the rhythm 
of the music to pass over a given space. 
With this last factor as a unit the scenic 
artist, with scissors and paste-pot, re- 
constructed the steps according to the 
stage-manager's suggestions, at the same 
time taking care to leave sufficient room 
for the pedestal of the idol. Then there 
was the question of color to be consid- 
ered. The costumer had made his de- 
signs and the stuge-manager had ar- 
ranged his groups according to the col- 
ors of the costumes. It 'as important 
that these and those of the scenery 
Vow. IV.46 

ferred to canvas, at the 
ratio of a foot to each 
half inch. 

As the production of an 
opera usually involves the 
making of costumes for 
some three hundred peo- 
ple, the costume depart- 
ment of an opera-house is 
a dress-making and tai- 
loring establishment on a 
grand scale. If several 
past generations of 
knights and ladies, burgh- 
ers or peasants, of many 
countries -ere to sudden- 
ly come to life again they 
could there be clothed ac- 
cording to the fashion of 
their day. The costumer's 
numerous assistants are 
always busily engaged 
making costumes for new 
operas or refitting and 
mending old costumes. 
A hanging closet and a 
drawer are usually assign- 
ed to each opera in the rep- 
ertoire, the closet for the 
garments of the chos, 
the drawer for those of 
the principals. An excep- 
tion is nmde in the case of 
the devils-- Me.phistolgh- 
eles, Bertramo, etc.---ho have a draw- 
er all to themselves, presumably in order 
that between perfonances their baneful 
influences may not be exerted on any oth- 
ers than themselves. Before four o'clock 
of an afternoon preceding a peoan- 
ance the costumes for" the evening are 
sent downstairs and htmg in the chos 
nd ballet dressing-rooms, where hooks 
are assigned to each person, or placed in 
the artists' dressing-rooms. At night, 
after the performance, they are sent 
upstairs again. The following moing 
each costume is carefully inspected. If 
the previous night's wear has loosened 
a stitch it is promptly taken in ; if there 
is a tear it is mended" if there is a but- 
ton missing it is replaced before the 
garment is laid away. 
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We have now finished with the prepa- 
"rations for what may be called the ma- 
terial element in the production. While 
these hay e 
been pro- 
artists,gressin g, the t h e 
musical con- 
ductor, and - .............. - ............. 4:" ,:-  .......  - - 
solving the . >:--'- ,-:.::.. : ::- ::'.= .  :. ' . 
more subtile 
elnlens 
of 
dramatic ex- 
which, after " 
all, as in the 
. . 
instance of 
" ..- . :, 
the change 
made in the .- "". '- , '-"" 
. . "_ - :. 
model of the :, .:, ," /._  ; , ..  ' "2 -.._1- " 
temple scene, 
the materi- 
al element 
must be adjasted. It is perhaps well 
to lay some stress upon this point. We 
are apt to think that any opera can be 

story, nay more, even in the score. En- 
tire harmony between the material and 
intangible elements of the production is 

Property Workshop. 

Modelling a Scene. 

a condition precedent to success. Sev- 
eral instances can be cited in support of 
this position. Goldmark's "Queen of 
Sheba," one of the most suc- 
cessful of modern operas, is al- 
ways mounted for spectacular 
effect. But these effects har- 
monize with the libretto and 
score. Only the most luxurious 
scenic surroundings would seem 
in keeping with the oriental 
splendor suggested by the story 
and the music. On the other 
hand, "Merlin," by the same 
composer, did not achieve a suc- 
cess. The libretto suggested 
fine scenic effects and several 
very dramatic, quick changes of 
scene--but these effects were 
confined to the libretto and the 
stage setting, for the composer 
had not risen to the possibilities 
of the story. As a result there 

made spectacular by a lavish expendi- was a great dralnatic void between the 
ture of money on its mounting. Yet scenery and the music. I also have in 
a purely spectacular successa success mind a series of operatic performances 
due entirely to the gorgeousness of the in which the scenic setting was most 
material elements in the performance beautiful but the singing and acting 
is an impossibility in opera. The spec- mediocre. 
tacular features must be inherent in the The beauty of the scenery, instead of 
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atoning for the mediocrity in the sing- 
mg and acting, made it the more painful- 
ly apparent ; and it is a fact that had the 
mounting of the operas been less elab- 
orate the performances as a whole would 
have seemed more mel"itorious. These 
instances prove the necessity of har- 
monizing all the elements in an operatic 
production ; and the more special neces- 
sity of adapting the material to the sub- 
tiler elements in the representation. 
This is the province of the stage-man- 
ager, who shapes the material and his- 
trionic features of a performance. I-Ie, 
so to speak, edits the stage. The changes 
which at his suggestion the scenic artist 
made in the size of the steps in the 
scene in "Ferdinand Cortez" are an ex- 
ample of his editing, and of the adapta- 
tion of the material element of scenic 
setting to the subtfler histrionic element. 
The stage-manager is responsible for 
what is called the "business" of the 
piece, which is pretty much everything 
outside the purely musical features of 
the performance, yet relates chiefly to 
the action--the grouping of the chorus 

and supers, the bringing on of the pro- 
cessions, the positions of the principals. 
though these last named are allowed 
great latitude. These matters are stud- 
ied out long before the rehearsals begin. 
Indeed, many weeks before the chorus 
see a note of their music the stage-man- 
ager determines from what part of the 
stage each phrase is to be sung. Almost 
immediately upon receiving infolnation 
that a new work is to be produced, he 
interfoliates the piano score with blank 
leaves, upon which he notes what is to 
occur simultaneously with the playing 
of certain burs of music on the page op- 
posite-it may be a change of scene, a 
light effect, the entrance of a procession, 
the exit of a character, a change in the 
position of the chons, the beginning of 
the ballet. The bar of music is the 
stage-manager's cue, and he in ttu'n has 
signals for those whom it calls into ac- 
tion. 
The first feature of an operatic pro- 
duction to have the benefit of a rehearsal 
is the scenery. As soon as the scenic 
artist and the scene-painters have finished 
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their work the stage-manager orders a tion like the rocky ascent in the second 
scenic rehearsal. This might be called act of "Die Walk,ire," or the rise of 
a perforInance of an opera without mu- ground toward the Wartburg in "Tann- 
sic. The scenes are set up and changed, huser," it is "built" by the stage-car- 
light effects tried, and mechanical prop- penters ; and for this purpose the stage 

Waiting to Go On. 

erties like Talepulka, the "Lohengrin" 
swan, and the "Siegfried" dragon 
"worked" and tested until all goes as 
smoothly as it should at a performance. 
This is a rehearsal for the men who set 
and change the scenesthe master-ma- 
chinist and his subordinatesand for 
those who munage the light effectsthe 
gas-engineer and the "gas-boys"-and 
for the property-master and his men. 
Before the scene can be set it is neces- 
sary to "run the stage," that is, to get 
everything in the line of properties, such 
as stunds of arms, chairs, and tables, and 
scenery, redy to be put in place. If 
there is a "runway," which is an eleva- 

is divided into "bridges"--sections of 
the stage-floor that can be raised on 
slots. Meanwhile the "grips," as the 
scene-shifters are called, have hold of 
the side scenes ready to shove them on, 
and the "fly-men" who work the drops 
and borders are at the ropes in the first 
fly-gallery. The scene set, it is carefully 
inspected by the scenic artist and stage- 
manager, who determine whether any 
features require alteration. A towermay 
hide a good perspective bit in the drop ; 
it may be found that a set-tree at the 
prompt-centre second entrance will fill 
up a perplexing gapbut changes are 
rarely needed after the scene has been 
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"gas-plot," [fac-simile below] upon 
which is a plan of the scene, the posi- 
tions of all pockets and lights, the names 
of the men stationed at them, an outline 
of their duties, and their cues. 
Two light-properties in "Faust "--the 
fire-cup and the spark-emitting sword of 
Mephistopheles--are worth describing. 
The fire-cup is a goblet in the bottom of 
which are chlorate of potash, red fire, 
and sugar. Above these is suspended 
a thimble three-quarters filled with sul- 
phuric acid and so delicately 
balanced that a slight move- 
ment causes the acid to drip 
on the powders and to ignite 
them, the fumes of the sugar 
leaving an agreeable taste 
upon the lips of the singer. 
The method of causing the 
sparks to fly from the sword _ 
is as follows: Two wire-gauze 
plates connected with electric 
wires are placed upon the 
stage at the points where Me- 
phistopheles and Valentine are 
to stand. A metal socket is 
sunk into the heel of the right 
buskin of each of the singers, 
and a wire of the same color 
as their costumes is attached 
to each socket, wound around 
the leg and passed through 
the belt. Standing upon the 
gauze plates they, as they 
draw their swords, slip the 
ends of the wires into the hilts 
and, when the swords touch 
electrical connection is made. 
The flash of Wotan's spear 
when Sieg.fried cuts it through 
with one stroke of his sword 
is produced by an explosion 
of gun-cotton in the spear and 
ignited by electricity, the elec- 
tric wire passing through the 
weapon. The red glow of the hilt of the 
sword in the first act of "Die Walktire" 
is effected with a red incandescent light 
in a tin box, painted to represent a knot 
on the tree and hung on a hook just 
below the hilt. In the apotheosis in 
"Faust" the angels are seated on saddles 
fastened to irons which in turn are at- 
tached to slots that are raised and low- 
ered by machinery. Behind them is a 
sky-blue drop, so that they appear to be 
VOL. IV.--47 

floating through the air. The palm-tree 
in the "Queen of Sheba," which bends 
like a reed in the sirocco, is made of 
steel springs and is caused to sway by 
being pulled by an invisible line from 
behind the wings. The mirage of the 
Queen and her suite is produced by the 
stereopticon. 
The stereopticon plays an important 
part in modern operatic productions, 
and many realistic effects are due to its 
introduction. This is notably the case 

with lightning, clouds, and the rainbow. 
Before the use of this apparatus light- 
ning was produced by simply flashing 
magnesium powder in a pan. The pow- 
der is still flashed, but the image of the 
lightning is thrown upon the back drop 
or other portions of the scenery with 
the stereopticon. For this purpose a 
circular wooden frame is used, through 
which, near the outside edge, a circular 
hole about three inches in diameter has 
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been cut. This circular hole is placed 
opposite the lens of the stereopticon. 
Upon a glass disc which turns in the 
wooden frame various figures of light- 
ning are painted, so that when the disc is 
turned the figures are focussed through 
the circular hole and flashed, vastly en- 
larged, upon the scenery. The effect is 
heightened by having various portions 
of the scenery painted on some trans- 
parent substance and flashing a light 
behind them, so that as the forked light- 
ning plays over the scenery these por- 
tions seem luridly illumined by it. 
Cloud effects are produced in the same 
manner, the image being usually thrown 
upon gauze drops. And the sand-storm 
in the "Queen of Sheba" is also a stere- 
oscopic effect. The rainbow apparatus 
consists of a small five-eighths of an 
inch broad span, composed of blue 
glass, steel, and a watch-spring, and two 
adjustable glass prisms. The stereopti- 
con lens magnifies the span to a length 
of sixty feet, the image being colored by 
the prisms. 
Lightning implies thunder. The old 
theatrical device for imitating the artil- 
lery of the storm was to shake a sheet 
of iron. This is now almost obsolete 
in theatrical establishments of the first 
rank. The so-called "rabbit-hutch" has 
been substituted for it. This contriv- 
ance while far more complicated is also 
far more effective than the sheet of iron. 
Its construction and the method of 
working it are shown in the illustration 
[13 . 452]. With one side against the wall 
of the third fly-gallery, prompt-side, 
stands a cabinet with six slanting shelves 
closed by doors which open sideways to- 
ward the wall. On each of these shelves 
are half a dozen cannon-balls, prevented 
from rolling out only by the closed 
doors. From under the cabinet runs a 
broad zinc-lined trough, which, at a dis- 
tance of eighteen feet from the cabinet, 
is led through the flooring and then in 
two long slants to the floor below. At 
short intervals in the trough are little 

inequalities of surface., i rope places 
one of the two men who work the appa- 
ratus in communication with the stage. 
Suppose there are to be two long, loud 
rolls of thunder. The stage-manager 
pulls the rope, the man at its end on 
the second fly-gallery gives the word to 
the man at the cabinet. He throws open 
the doors of the lower three shelves. 
Eighteen cannon-balls roll thundering 
down the trough and through the floor 
to the end of the trough on the floor be- 
low. When the second signal is given 
the balls in the upper three shelves are 
freed with the same effect. If only one 
or two balls are used, the sound resem- 
bles the rumbling of distant thunder, 
while a short, terrific peal can be pro- 
duced by freeing the thirty-six balls 
simultaneously and checking them be- 
fore they pass through the floor. 
The cave of the theatrical 2Eolus is on 
the first fly-gallery, prompt-side. The 
apparatus for producing stage-wind is 
about the only one of the old time de- 
vices still in use. It consists of a paddle- 
wheel, the paddle.s scraping against a 
piece of ribbed silk tightly drawn over 
the upper part of the wheel. The imita- 
tion of wind thus produced is very nat- 
ural, the sound increasing in volume as 
the wheel is turned around more rapidly. 
From the gallery on which the wind 
machine stands, one can look down upon 
the stage and over the footlights and 
orchestra into the auditorium. There 
sits the audience, gazing upon a scene 
which to them has all the seriousness of 
reality. And this appearance of reality 
is produced by the numerous artificial 
devices of which we who have been be- 
hind the footlights have knowledge. 
Yet the next time we sit in the audience 
we shall be as much absorbed in the 
action as though we knew nothing of 
the means employed to dupe us. For 
scenery, properties, costumes, and lights 
have been devised with the grand the- 
atrical principle in view--the simulation 
of nature. 
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least, we shall learn rather what people 
said than how they looked and what 
they wore--but I may tell the reader 
confidentially that were it not for this, 
we had not come. For may he not 
read, in to-morrow's papers, all about 
the flowers, and the servants, and the 
music, and the wines--aye, and the peo- 
ple who came, and how they looked, and 
all that may be known about the wo- 
men's dresses ? 
Both fell to indifferent cavaliers, at 
first ; that is, Mamie to John Haviland, 
with whom she had no sympathy, and 
Gracie to Mr. Kill Van Kull, who, being 
a gentleman, though a wicked one, had 
the grace most reverently to like her. 
John stood with Mamie in the first 
or outer room, wishing to be with her, 
yet knowing not exactly what to say. 
He could not feed this young butterfly 
on thought ; and yet she was too bright 
for commonplaces; and then, he knew 
her yet so slightly! And indeed she 
had not fluttered through a season yet ; 
and butterflies take knowing best in 
autumn. So Mamie thought him dull ; 
and, all the time, that was in his mind 
had made her start to hear. John's 
interest was but vicarious, yet, through 
Gracie's-- But we old fellows of a doz- 
en winters, who tMk to girls at their 
first ball what chance have our stale 
cynicisms with the pretty ear by our 
side, when its pretty eyes companions 
are looking for that young fellow with 
the incipient moustache, who means 
shortly to tell her (when our Heaviness 
has only left her)--that she is the only 
person in all his long life long that he 
has really ever loved. Throwing over at 
once his nurse and his governess, as we 
may, with our caustic wit, remark ; and 
we go to Mrs. Gower; she will not re- 
pulse us;she will understand us, and 
make our seasoned hearts beat fast 
again. 
So, after John has danced once with 
Mamie, she happens to feel tired before 
a certain dark corner ; and there Lionel 
Derwent is standing alone, torturing his 
t-uwny moustache. He has to speak to 
her; and then it happens that these 
two drop aside from the whirling circle 
--and Haviland is left alone upon its 
brink. He watches it for a minute, as 
Dante did Frncesca's. It is a smaller 

circle; it is not "mute of any light," 
nor does Iinos stand there "orribil- 
mente," and grin--unless fat old Tony 
Dural may do duty for the same, with his 
unctuous swarthy face, like some head- 
waiter on the boulevard ; but how much 
"pi'h dolor"mor less dolor--it girdles 
than the outer world, is John then won- 
dering. And there he saw" Semiram's, 
di cui si legge9" many things, no doubt, 
and triumphant young Mrs. De Witt, 
anadyomene ; and Lady X., and the coun- 
tess of Z., and " Cleopatrds lussuriosa,'" 
and Mrs. Flossie Gower ; "Elena vidi--e 
'l grande Achille--Paris, Tristano, e pi 
di mille ---" and bome before, most light 
in all the waltz, hIiss larnum with Van 
Kull. She caught his eye one moment, 
as she floated by, and his own fell. 
But Derwent gave Miss Livingstone 
his arm, and went--or suffered himself to 
be led by her--to a place of fragrant flow- 
ers and broad shadowy leaves. It was 
quite what Mamie had imagined; and 
yet she blushed to feel how pale she was, 
and then felt all the color leave again as 
her heart beat ; and then blushed again 
to feel it beat so near his strong arm. 
The poets have told you how a maiden's 
color comes and goes--now you under- 
stand the process, quite in the modern 
manner. 
She had no idea the feeling she would 
have would be like this, and almost felt 
the inclination to tears again; but the 
inspiring strains of a waltz that came 
through the heavy curtains helped her 
out just then, as does a fiddle to a trag- 
edy-scene in a New York theatre. So 
she gave him his dismissal with much 
courage; and was relieved to find that 
Derwent neither fumed nor fainted. 
Meantime John Haviland, growing 
tired of the "schiera piena" in the ball- 
room, had left his place and wandered 
from the room, before Miss larnum in 
her turn came round again. Was it lack 
of tact that made him enter the conser- 
vatory-where so short a time before 
Miss Livingstone and Lionel had gone ? 
Derwent looked up at once and saw him ; 
but Mamie gave a little start that showed 
her freshness at this sort of thing. "I 
hope I don't inten-upt an important con- 
versation," said Haviland. 
"Not at all ; we were talking of trifles," 
answered Derwent, placidly. "Let's go 
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fancied that he knew what had hap- 
pened. 
"Lord Birmingham has just asked me 
to become his wife. AIn I right in think- 
ing that you--do not wish to be my hus- 
band ?" 
"Yes," said John, again. "But oh, Miss 
Farnum when we talked of this upon 
the coaching-party, you did not." 
Miss Farnum shook her head slightly, 
as if to wave aside her own case from the 
question. 
"Thatyou do care forMiss Holyoke ?" 
"Yes," said he, without hesitating; 
but more softly still. 
"You have chosen nobly, Mr. Havi- 
land." She said it simply and a little 
sadly; and then trained to go. 
John grasped her hand and detained 
it for but one second in his own. "I 
shall never win her," said he. "And oh, 
Miss Farnum " 
"No word more," said the other ; and 
then, gayly, "I have better hopes. Look 
at me--and see--and see how easy it is 
to win a woman !" And with a ripple 
of light laughter, she was gone. 
John sank back to his seat, his head, 
already a little gray, resting on his hand. 
Kitty Famum's was the nature he had 
admired most of almost any he had ever 
seen : her soul was individual, cast in that 
heroic mould that almost seems forgot- 
ten in these days of good nature, of aver- 
age adaptability. And yet not one single 
air of inspiration, nor one ray of sym- 
pathy nor sunlight that came from higher 
than the city's dust, had fallen on the 
lot of this rich flower. Of all humanity,. 
from her vulgar mother to the silly part- 
ners of her dances, he alone had said 
one word of truth to her ; and in reward 
she had given him her heart! She, 
capable of being any heroine of all the 
full world's history; and not one red- 
cross knight was there to see and save 
her, nor any man with soul of strength 
enough to mate with hers; but only 
this titled barbarian, who saw the out- 
side of her person and was pleased. 
But the waltz-music still came through 
the fragrant fall of flowers that screened 
this eremite from the loud-laughing 
world; and the night was getting on: 
He felt now as if-under pledge to lay 
his hem that night at Gracie's feet; 
and went in search of her. 

He found her, sitting with Mamie 
Livingstone, who was out of humor and 
who would not dance; she was silent, 
with flushed face and dewy eyes, look- 
ing like some pouting, pretty maid of 
Greuze. They spoke together for some 
minutes ; and then Lionel Derwent came 
up and took Miss Mamie off. 
John led Gracie to the deep embrasure 
of a window; below them, on the pol- 
ished floor, the famous minuet was form- 
ing; and all the world looked on ex- 
pectant. John looked grimly on; he 
never thought to have said such words 
in a ball-room. His very hopelessness 
gave him courage to speak his deepest 
heart; and it was without a change of 
manner when he spoke--at last. 
She had been speaking sorrowfully of 
hlamie; you know the strange confi- 
dence that was between these two. "I 
fear that she is disappointed that Mr. 
Townley has not come. Tell me frankly, 
]Ir. ttaviland--do you think there is 
anything really wrong about him ? Do 
you think that he could make Mamie 
happy? She will be so alone in the 
world, I am afraid, before very long." 
What could John say ? There is a 
law that even the meanest men abide, 
to speak no harm of each other to the 
other sex. He hesitated. "I think you 
need have no fear of Mr. Townley, now," 
he said, at last. 
Gracie turned her dear eyes full on 
his ; and then the barriers of his heart 
broke down. "But I must speak self- 
ishly, Miss Holyoke, I love you with 
all my heart--for all my life." 
The words had come so naturally, that 
they had passed among the spoken words 
of memory,, and ceased--before Gracie 
started and the color left her cheeks. 
She had not dreamed of this ; she had 
not kept, herself, the lesson she had 
given hlamie ; and then she blamed her- 
self for having been too much wrapped 
up in her own heart history. "0 Mr. 
ttavfland," she said; "forgive me; I 
never thought of this." 
She was crying; John's voice was 
husky, and he did not trust himself to 
speak, but looked across the brilliant 
room. The minuet was being danced ; 
and just in front was Kitty Farnum, 
looking as if radiant with the triumph 
of the night. She wau walking the 
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few minutes they were ready ; and going 
down, she found another carriage wait- 
ing. Wemyss gave his orders, and they 
drove to the railroad station. It looked 
curiously common-place and familiar ; 
it might have been the most respectable 
of quiet journeys! Flossie abhorred re- 
spectability. 
Mr. Wemyss had a compartment ready 
in the car, with all imaginable ordinary 
luxuries of travel ; he even got a bundle 
of the morning papers, which Flossie 
did not read. She was tired of the 
sight of an American newspaper and 
never wished to look at one again. 
Wemyss looked a little furtively about 
the platforms and then walked through 
the train; and came back and told her 
there was no one that they knew on 
board. Flossie would not have cared 
much if there had been. 
A boy came through, crying the last 
new novels. Flossie shook her head. 
What were such insipid stories to the 
drama of her life ? Mr. Wemyss care- 
fully closed the door, and began to make 
himself agreeable, much as he might 
hare done at a party, except that he 
talked more tenderly. Would the train 
never start ? She yawned a little. For 
a moment, she half wished it had been 
Kill Van Kull. 
At last a bell sounded, and the train 
rumbled slowly out of the station. 

CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE NIGHT AT THE WORKS, 

WHEN Jem Starbuck, that evening, had 
been thrust out by his friends, and the 
door he heard slammed and bolted be- 
hind him, he found himself upon Sixth 
Avenue, at midnight of a night so incle- 
ment that even that thoroughfare was 
almost deserted. The trains of the ele- 
vated railway went thundering over his 
head, but the floor of the street was 
checkered with the drifts of wet snow 
and the pools of water, in which the 
mirrored gaslights glimmered a warn- 
ing to the unwary step. 
The rain had at this time stopped; 
it was the hour's lull before the down- 
rush of the clearing northwester; and 
the flooded gutters still ran riotously and 

poured into the sewer-gates with a roar- 
ing that svas audible a block or more 
away. 
Starbuck walked some streets with- 
out conscious object. His heart beat 
violently with the struggle still, and he 
felt sick and faint with the passion of 
his anger. Remorse he had none ; but 
he was ashamed at having gone so far ; 
at having held himself in no better con- 
trol. Yet why had Simpson dared to 
talk to him ? "Damn the fool, I wish 
I'd killed him," thought James. 
He spoke the words aloud;and, as 
he did so, came to a street corner; 
the crossing was exceptionally deep 
with melted snow, and on the other 
comer stood a policeman. Starbuck 
became conscious that he still held the 
bloody knife; there was a sewer-open- 
ing below him, and he threw it in. The 
rush of water was so great that it was 
gulped down without a sound, disap- 
pearing instantly in the turbid vortex. 
James looked after it a moment, mood- 
ily; he had little fear that he was in 
any danger for his deed of that night ; 
beyond doubt, the fellow was not mor- 
tally wounded; and he would not dare 
to complain on his own account, and 
none of their friends would ever peach. 
He hesitated some moments; then, 
with the decisive step of a man who has 
made up his mind, he tin-ned and crossed 
Sixth Avenue. There was a bar-room 
over the way, brilliant with a red elec- 
tric light ; he entered it, and called for 
a twenty-five cent cigar and a glass of 
whiskey. He was unused to drinking 
spirits ; and the sharp liquor made him 
shudder as he swallowed it; but not 
with cold or fear. The intellectual 
predominated over the physical in his 
nature: such organisms are cowardly 
before immediate physical pain or con- 
test, but shrink at nothing else. But 
one of his affectations had been to 
smoke cigars instead of pipes ; his was 
a nature nervous as any scholar's; and 
he lit the black havana and went out 
again, taking his way along Thirty-sec- 
ond Street. 
Fifth Avenue was less deserted than 
Sixth ; it was full of carriages going to 
and from the ball. It was about the 
hour when Flossie broke off her reverie 
in her boudoir and, ringing for her car- 
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riage, walked to her window and looked 
out. James Starbuck may have seen 
the rose light that streamed from her 
window; in fact, he did, and marked 
the brilliancy of this and all the great 
houses on the Avenue, with an impre- 
cation on them for it; but he did not 
know Flossie Gower's house, nor much 
of her, save that she almost owned the 
oil works over at Williamsburgh. But 
he stopped a moment, and looked up 
and down the fine street ; it was going 
to be colder, and he foresaw that the 
weather would be terrible before dawn, 
though the ladies, well cottoned in their 
carriuges, would give no thought to it. 
But the business he was on was not so 
safe for him at any other time ; and he 
buttoned his overcoat about him and 
walked rapidly down the side street, just 
as Mrs. Gower's carriage drove up at 
her front door. 
He soon got beyond the respectable 
streets, the level even rows of brown- 
stone houses standing shoulder to shoul- 
der like well-drilled servants in a livery; 
the shops began, and the iron-balconied 
tenements, and the noise and sense of 
much humanity. The many sins of the 
pavement were charitably hidden in the 
snow ; but even then there was a smell 
about the neighborhood that would have 
nauseated Mrs. Gower ; and even in the 
middle of the night there was noise of 
living, and an undertone of working 
steam, throbbing still, among the sleep- 
ing places of its human fellow-laborers. 
Ior were they all asleep ; here and there 
a lighted window, and what we needs 
must term a sound of revelry, showed 
that some of these, too, like their Fifth 
Avenue superiors, were wakeful to the 
pleasures of the night. 
But the elevated trains had ceased 
running, as Starbuck crossed Third Av- 
enue: the toiling places of the human 
workmen, at least, were stilled, and these 
trains were not needed to take them to 
and from their benches in the social 
galley. Mankindmexcept indeed the 
policemen or other watchers who had 
to see that mankind did no mischief 
while it restedmwas not at work. 
Starbuck threaded his way through 
the streets along the river. The forges, 
to be sure, were glowing brightly ; for 
Iron gives his servants no rest; Yulcan 

isa lord who knows no sabbath ; he com- 
pels, unlike kindly Ceres, from eve till 
dewy morn, from seed to hawest. Star- 
buck came to the wharves, heaped up 
with coal mountains, built over with 
iron prisons for the gas; he looked 
about him, cautiously, for he was phy- 
sically a coward and afraid of footpads, 
of the lawless gangs of roughs that in- 
fest the wharves. He had struck across 
the city, too, directly, instead of walk- 
ing up Fifth Avenue, as he should have 
done, where he felt safe. lie started 
once or twice in alarm, and his hem-t 
took to palpitating again, as he saw a 
dark figure among the wharves ; but it 
would be only a policeman or a watch- 
man, and he breathed more freely ; and- 
at last he reached the fen T in safety. 
lie took a seat in one corner of the 
ladies' cabin, pulling his coat-collar up 
over his face. The boat was not fall; 
but there were a number of people still 
out, returning from supper after the 
theatres. The warm weather they had 
had was breaking up the ice in the 
Sound ; and the paddles of the steamer 
went crashing and grinding through the 
broken floes. Several times the wheels 
stopped, as if the pilot saw a field of ice 
too large to be crushed through. At 
last, the clanking of the chains told 
Starbuck they had reached the dock 
upon the Brooklyn side. 
lie waited until all the other passen- 
gers had gone ashore. The night had 
grown much colder; and the freezing 
snow and water crackled beneath his 
feet. On this side the river, however, 
the streets were darker, and quite de- 
serted; and not one lighted window 
broke the high brick housewalls that 
closed about him on either side. 
The effect of the unaccustomed dram 
of spirit had quite left him by this time ; 
he threw open his coat for a moment, to 
light another cigar ; and then buttoned 
it tight about him, cursing the cold. 
lie had walked some half a mile or so, 
without meeting a living being, and had 
got beyond the region of the tenements, 
and in the manufactm-ing district of 
the city. A_h'eady he noticed the strong 
smell of oil, borne backward through 
the city by the northwest wind. liis 
way led downward to the wharves ; and 
he stopped before the familiar iron gate. 
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He peered through it; he knew it to be 
the watchman's station, or rather that 
of one watchman : there were two more 
down by the river side, whence the 
greatest danger was always appre- 
hended. But he only saw the acres of 
tanks and stangs and pyramids of 
empty barrels, and beyond them, just 
visible, the high forest of masts taper- 
ing into the black sky, where, in the 
west, a few stars were already strug- 
gling out. 
It was evident that the watchman, 
fearing, on such a night, no enemy but 
winter and rough weather, had sought 
some shelter; but Starbuck did not 
deem it wise to venture openly through 
the gate. He skirted the high fence 
around toward the river, where he knew 
there was a sort of swinging hatchway 
in the wooden wall; it was kept fas- 
tened only by an ordinary dropping 
latch inside, and this, by inserting a 
length of wire in the crack, he easily 
lifted. 
When he was fairly inside the yard, 
he sat down for a moment, smoking, and 
looked about him. The nearest lights 
were across the river or on the shipping 
in the stream; but the ground was 
white with snow, and the huge storage- 
tanks rose up about him, visible by 
their very blackness, like rocks at night 
in foaming water. 
He got up,. still smoking, but screen- 
ing the cigar-light in the hollow of his 
hand, and went toward the water. A 
double bank of the petroleum ships lay 
along the pier; but all was silent on 
board of them, the watch, if watch was 
kept while they were moored, having 
evidently followed the example of the 
watchman at the outer gate. Thus he 
made his way, slowly, to the end of the 
pier, losing his footing now and then in 
a snowdrift, or slipping suddenly into 
one of the great pits full of freezing 
water that had collected in the hollows of 
the ground. No vessels lay across the 
end of the pier, such mooring being for- 
bidden; and it was unencumbered ex- 
cept by the great iron letters that 
stretched across itTHE SILAS 
STAR.BUCK OIL COMPANY. Star- 
buck leaned across the rod that sup- 
ported the first letter S, and reflected. 
It was a curious fact that- the identity 

of the name had never struck him par- 
ticularly before; he knew nothing of 
old Silas Starbuck, nor who he was, nor 
whence he had come, nor even that Mrs. 
Levison-Gower had been his daughter. 
Carefully he walked around the end of 
the wharves ; thousands of men were at 
work there by day ; but at night a more 
lonely place it would be hard to find, 
and he met no one. 
At last, it seemed as if the object of 
this unusual journey were satisfied ; and 
he began to retrace his steps toward the 
town. As he passed the first piles of 
barrels, he stopped and looked at them 
again ; then picking up a stick, he struck 
one or two of them a smart blow. They 
were empty, and it rang hollow. He 
pushed the stick among them and be- 
tween them to the ground; the snow 
that had fallen upon them had melted, 
and the lowest tier were half submerged 
in a pool of water. Then he left them 
and went on to the receiving-house. 
Opposite him, and a few hundred 
yards to the right, were the stills ; lofty 
iron towers, under which a dull glow 
showed that the furnaces were still do- 
ing their work. When he had left 
Steam City, the strike was complete; 
but the oil still ran through the pipe- 
lines, and stokers had still been found 
to feed these refining fires. I-Ie turned 
sharp to the left ; and the dull light was 
soon hidden behind the storage-tanks. 
There was sure to be a watcher in the 
"taft-house," if the stills were at work, 
to mark the runs of oil ; and Starbuck 
walked more slowly. But his steps were 
muffled in the drifts of snow ; moreover, 
he was close by the blower, and the rapid 
whirring of the iron fans would drown 
all other noise. When he got to the 
steps that led to the door of the tail- 
house, there were fresh foot-prints in the 
snow ; and he ascended cautiously until 
his head wa.s at the level of the window 
and then looked in. The light inside 
came from a small tubular stove of ridged 
iron, white-hot ; and by its comfortable 
warmth a man sat in an old armchair, 
his head upon his breast, asleep. Star- 
buck studied his features for a few sec- 
onds and then opened the door and en- 
tered. 
"Who is it ?" c'ied the man, starting 
up. 
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"It's only I, :Ned," answered Star- 
buck. "Don't be so nervous." 
"Oh, is that all," returned the other. 
"I was afraid it might be some feller 
come to do a mischief," he added, with 
a grin. 
"I wanted to make sure it was your 
watch," said James. "You don't keep a 
good one--if anything happens to-night, 
I shall have to report you." 
"The h--1 you will," laughed the 
other. 
"I'm pretty sure I heard a boat land, 
down by the end of the pier." 
"No ?" said the other. 
"I did indeed," added Starbuck. "I 
wish you'd go down and see. I got run 
mors of a plot in town, and came over to 
warn yOU." 
"No .9" said the other, again. "Did 
ye, though .9 And suppose I'm kilt--I'm 
to come back and tell yet, I suppose .9 
Vhy don't you come along yourself.9" 
"I want to take a turn by the spray- 
ing-house first," answered James. "I'll 
join you there in a minute--on the wharf, 
I mean." And as he spoke, Starbuek 
left the little cabin and went down the 
steps. 
"It 'ud be awk'ard if any feller were to 
happen in here while we're both gone, 
wouldn't it .9" he called out; but Star- 
buck was ah'eady out of hearing, thread- 
ing his way through the darkness to the 
spraying-house; the fountain not play- 
ing now, at night, when there was no sun 
to brighten it, and the great well of oil 
lying still and sleeping, warmed by the 
steam-pipes that were coiled, like warm- 
blooded serpents, in its depths. 
The man called Ned watched him go, 
the grin that had accompanied his last 
remark quickly fading on his face ; then, 
wrapping his overcoats around him, he, 
too, went out and walked away with rapid 
steps through the dark yard. 

He left the door of the tail-house open 
behind him; and when, in a few min- 
utes, James Starbuck returned, he found 
the place already cold. He shut the 
door to and sat down ; the cigar in his 
mouth had gone out and he opened the 
door of the stove with an old iron rod to 
stir the fire and get a bit of live coal for 
alight. But he had no tongs ; and indeed 
the live coal seemed unnecessary, as he 

pulled out quite a bundle of matches from 
his pocket. He let the glowing coals lie 
unheeded on the floor, and looked at his 
watch by the ligh of the open stove- 
door. It was three o'clock. And he 
cowered back in the chair, shivering. 
It seemed so small a thing to do, after 
all! His lip curled with scorn as he 
thought of his simple-minded associates 
and how great a thing they made of it. 
It would fill perhaps a column in the 
morrow's paper--about as much space, 
perhaps, as might be allotted to the Du- 
val's ball. Yet such things scared the 
stupid public ; and they encouraged his 
party, much as a boy is made proud by 
the loud report of his first toy-cannon. 
I-Iis own ideas went so far beyond, that 
he regarded it as little more than the 
bow-chaser some red rover, fires across 
the bow of a fat merchantman, by way 
of preliminary parley. He was tired, 
too ; and the earlier events of the night 
had been exciting. 
However, he made an effort, and shook 
himself together. Time was going. He 
got up and went to the runs. There 
were the two glass-covered channels, 
side by side ; and both were running off. 
Outside the little shed they entered two 
long wooden boxes or troughs, support- 
ed on trestle-work, and running several 
hundred feet in a downward inclination 
to the receiving-tanks, whence they were 
in turn conducted to the spraying-house, 
a quarter of a mile away. 
James Starbuck lifted up the iron 
rod he had used to poke the fire, and 
brought it down with a crushing blow 
over the glass-topped runnels. Then he 
struck a match across the stove, and 
standing in the doorway, leaned over 
and touched the blue flame to the edge of 
the running oil. 
For some reason, it did not catch; 
and he tried another match. This he 
fairly dropped into the oil ; but with no 
better success, as the feeble flame was 
put out instantly. "Damn the thing," 
said he to himself; and lighting another 
match, he waited until the flame was 
fairly burning, and looked at the oil. 
The little runnel he had touched, part- 
ly choked with broken bits of glass, 
was full of a thick dark liquid, yellow- 
ish in color, but blue with numerous 
big globules of water. It was almost 
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the sky above was like a molten plate of 
copper, touched with swarms of scarlet 
sparks ; and only beyond the river, above 
the red-walled houses, were the cold 
pale streaks of dawn. 
James went boldly out, mingling 
among the maddened crowd. His breath 
had returned ; and a faint smile was on 
his lips as he took his way slowly back 
through the now thronged streets to the 
river. His quickened blood poured 
sluggishly again; and his mind was 
busy with thought. Do serpents pant 
in the heat of conflict; or does their 
blood turn warm when they have with- 
drawn the sting ? He had, perhaps, a 
faint sense of gratified power; but the 
mere destruction of one piece of proper- 
ty was after all so small a thing! 
While he was crossing the ferry, he 
looked up the river at the flaming world 
that he had made; it was a fine spec- 
tacle; and he watched it as calmly, as 
dispassionately, as Flossie Gower had 
done, when, not knowing that it was 
her fortune that had gone, she saw it 
burn from Mr. Wemyss's window. 

CHAPTER XXXV. 

FAILURE. 

CHARLIE TOWLEY had had no rest on 
New Year's day. His sleep had been 
troubled, that night after Tamms's din- 
ner ; and he was kept awake, by the 
danger that he saw, ignorant of the 
greater one unseen that he had escaped. 
The day was a holiday; "the Street" 
was as deserted, almost, as on Sunday ; 
though the policeman on his rounds and 
the children, playing at snow-bailing in 
the centre of the empty street, could 
see, above the half-drawn window-shades, 
troubled faces of men inside and clerks 
bending industriously over the great 
ledgers. 
Townley was there all day, closeted 
with Mr. Tamms. He scarcely gave 
himself time for a bit of bread, at noon, 
when the chimes of Trinity at the head 
of the street were ringing again joyous- 
ly. Thus he kept his holy day, count- 
xng his money in his counting-house, 
making up the balance of their year's 
labors, as is our modern way of keeping t 

holy-days. And as the day wore on, it 
became evident, even to him, that the 
money, or rather those slips of paper 
printed or engraved which might bring 
in money, were distressingly scanty; 
while, on the other hand, the footing of 
notes payable grew most portentously. 
He might, indeed, have thanked his 
holy-day for one thing--that many of 
their loans fell due upon the morrow, in 
consequence of it. 
Charlie had never quite thoroughly 
known the business. Mr. Tamms and 
Mr. Townley both had their private iron 
boxes in the vault ; and he had no means 
of knowing what might be in these. 
And Mr. Townley Senior had another 
iron box marked "Trusts." On the 
other hand there was also no means of 
his knowing how much they had bor- 
rowed on their private accounts. 
Tamms had been very silent through 
the day ; and his calmness gave Charlie 
some encouragement. Nevertheless, the 
total of liabilities was appalling : count- 
ing their own loans, and loans of the 
railroad, and of Starbuck Oil, it was over 
thirteen millions of dollars. True, to 
meet this, they had two-thirds the entire 
stock of Allegheny Central--all, in fact, 
that was not held by private investors 
or in permanent trusts, for they had not 
dared to sell a thousand shares since the 
past summer--and all the bonds and 
nearly half the stock of Starbuck Oil. 
But every share of both was pledged 
for their large debts; to sell even so lit- 
tle as a thousand shares would break 
the price and bring a call for further 
"margin." And they had no further mar- 
gin to put up. Charlie was appalled. 
"Couldn't we get Remington's brokers 
to sell some for us ?" he hazarded, at 
last. 
"What's the use ? We'd have to buy 
it ourselves," answered Tamms. "It's 
been the old deacon, right through-- 
damn him," he added. Charlie had 
never heard him swear before; and it 
struck him, all at once, that Tamms was 
growing careless with his mask. 
"Never mind," said Tamms, as if he 
had read his thoughts, "let's go to din- 
her--then we21 feel more like tackling 
the assets. You'll have to go in and 
buy the whole market in the morning, 
anyhow." 
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This bold speech restored a little of 
Townley's courage ; and they went and 
had a somewhat grim banquet, with 
plenty of champagne, however, at the 
Astor House. Then they went back to 
Wall Street in the evening; and worked 
together until midnight. And hIr. 
Tamms showed Townley a list of securi- 
ties that almost gave him strength to 
face the morrow. "These," said he, 
showing the paper, "are my own; and 
these other," showing a still longer list, 
"are Mr. Townley's." 
"Had I better see him ?" 
"Vhat's the use of bothering the old 
man .9 He won't be down to-morrow." 
Now Charlie had never heard Tamms 
call Mr. Townley "the old man" before. 
"How much shall I buy?" 
"Buy _t_llegheny and Starbuck Oil 
until you're black in the face. I can 
get two millions on this stuffeasy. And 
those young fellows who were at my 
dinner will be buying too, I guess. I'll 
catch old Remington, by God, and this 
time I'll bleed him white." And Tamms's 
bleared eyes glared, and his beard bris- 
tled, and his sta'aight red moustache shut 
down over his thin lips like a wire trap. 
He was not a pleasant sight, as he said 
these words. "If you get frightened, 
send around for me," he concluded, more 
quietly ; and they locked the offices and 
separated on the corner of the street. 
That night Charlie did not sleep at 
all. He lay broad awake, thinking now 
of the business, now of Mamie Living- 
stone, his lady-love. He angrily wished 
that he had put his courtship to its 
climax sooner. A pretty mood he was 
now to woo in--at the ball to-morrow 
night! Sleep was impossible; and he 
got up and smoked cigars and paced the 
room impatiently. 
In the morning, however, his hopes 
were higher. After all, they might 
probably weather this squall, if only for 
a few weeks;and on that evening, by 
all that was holy, he would win the hand 
of pretty little Mamie--and her millions. 
Then Tamms might split his wicked 
head for all he cared. Mr. Tamms had 
not got to the office when Charlie ar- 
rived ; but he went off to the board, and 
began his bidding boldly. 
But that last night had colne the news 
of the great Allegheny Central strike, 

no longer to be suppressed by the tele- 
graph or the company, and of that riot- 
ous meeting which our friend Derwent 
had so vainly tried to check. The stock 
had dropped a fraction actually before 
his own first bid was heard; and he 
knew that the message had flashed all 
over the country, " opening weak." 
There was a very maelstrom about the 
Allegheny Central signmhe found it easy 
to keep in the centre of the whirl, how- 
ever, and bought it manfully. But soon 
he found the reason of this ; he was the 
only broker that was buying. Some of 
the young men that had been at Tamms's 
dinner he saw, upon the outakirts of the 
crowd, and tried to wink at them en- 
couragingly ; but evidently the news of 
the strike, or some other warning, had 
frightened them, for they held aloof. 
He could hardly pretend to keep ac- 
count of the stock that he was buying, 
though he jotted as rapidly as he could 
on his bit of paper. A telegram was 
thrust into his hand ; he read it hurx'ied- 
ly ; it was from Tamms--" Keep it upm 
strikers reported starving."m" Confound 
'em, they can't starve before to-morrow, 
though," thought he; but he went on 
taking all stock they offered; and it 
seemed as if all the world was offering 
stock. 
It was a terrible hour. He looked 
furtively at the clock, the while he kept 
on bidding. Some minutes of the "call" 
still remained. A messenger forced his 
way through the crowd, -th a note 
from the office. It was from their bank- 
ing-clerk" Money ten per cent. lech- 
heimer has called for margin." Cme 
the rate of money; what cared he what 
it cost if they had only got it ? Why in 
heaven didn't Lauer tell him that ? And 
he wiped the sweat from his brow and 
went on bidding. 
And now there was a sudden eddy in 
the crowd, and it opened inward and he 
saw Deacon Remington himself. Town- 
ley's face fell, despite him; he was not 
yet old enough to be quite a perfect 
gambler; and there was a sort of awe- 
struck hush, as the ranks of the Greeks 
might have hushed before Troy when 
Achilles took the field. 
"'ive thousand at seventy-five," said 
old Remington, turning a wad of to- 
bacco in his cheek. 
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"Take it," said Charlie, coolly. Now 
seventy-five was nearly two whole points 
below the last quoted sale; which had 
been a little lot of two hundred shares 
sold by--alas, shall we say it ? Of such, 
however, is the friendship of Wall Street 
--his old friend Arthur Holyoke. He 
was reckless now, and had nailed his 
colors to the mast ; a pretty sure sign, 
by the way, that a man is beaten. 
But the artf,fl Tamms had still one 
more trick in his bag. In the momen- 
tary hush that followed this first dis- 
charge of heavy guns, Charlie got an- 
other telegram. It was dated Brooklyn, 
like the first. "Allegheny Central-- 
special stockholders meeting for divi- 
dend--books close to-morrow." Tamms 
would have compressed the gospel of 
eternal life into ten words. 
Then a clever idea struck young Town- 
ley. If they had no money, neither had 
Remington and his crowd any stock. 
"Post this telegram," he said to his 
clerk who had brought it. And then: 
"I want ten thousand more of Alle- 
gheny Central--cash." 
Now "cash" meant that the stock 
must be delivered that day, as the books 
closed on the morrow. 
There was another pause. He could 
hear the younger brokers among his 
adversaries anxiously inquiring the loan- 
ing rate on Allegheny Central. Now 
Charlie knew very well there was none 
to loan. 
"I'll give seventy-six for ten thou- 
sand, cash." And this time there was 
a sort of wolf-like howl; but no other 
response. 
"Seventy-seven ?--Seventy-eight ? "- 
EIGHTY ?" 
The baffled deacon turned his quid 
again. "Seventy--at the opening," said 
he at last. But Charlie laughed scorn- 
fully. 
"I want it now, please, deacon." And 
here some of those rich young men who 
had been at the dinner, seeing a turn in 
the tide of battle, ranged themselves on 
Townley's side. The price was run up 
with astounding rapidity. "Eighty-- 
one--two--three--five--" the deacon 
looked on impotently. Not for one 
moment did he believe--nor, perhaps, 
many others there--that the house of 
Townley & Tamms could meet this con- 

tract. But the rules of trade forbade 
inquiring into that, so long as they had 
met their obligations. 
"NINETY," said Charlie, in ill-con- 
cealed triumph. And the hammer fell, 
and the morning board was over; and 
there was a sort of cheer from the mon- 
ey-seeking multitude. Throughout the 
length and breadth of the greatest trad- 
ing nation in the world it would be 
known in a few minutes that Allegheny 
had closed at ninety, bid. All danger 
of further calls for margin on that day 
at least was removed; and Charlie went 
back in triumph to the office. 
And even yet, though it is three years 
since--and three years is a generation 
on Wall Street--this great battle is re- 
membered ; and the audacity of young 
Charlie Townley and how he stood up 
before the great bear leader is told, as 
Romans told how Horatio held the 
bridge; told by brokers about their 
firesides, if they have firesides, to their 
children, when they have any. And 
Charlie's memor was kept bright; and 
his deeds of prowess not forgotten. For 
it was many a long month before he ap- 
peared upon the floor again. 
He went back flushed with victory, 
like a warrior to his camp. Now he 
could look forward with due pleasure 
to the ball that evening. Once more 
he had leisure for thoughts of ladies fair 
and love. And as Palis, weal T of the 
battle, might have looked forward to 
his Helen, so he looked forward to his 
tender interview with Mamie Living- 
stone that night. If Tamms had only. 
got the money for their notes falling 
due that day, they might go on with 
safety for some months at least. 
Now that he had time to think, it 
strnck him as curious that both his tel- 
egrams had been dated Brooklyn. He 
quickened his step ; and arriving at the 
office, his first inquiries were for his ac- 
tive partner. "Mr. Tamms has not been 
in to-day," said Mr. Lauer. 
This was very strange. He telegraph- 
ed at once for Tamms at Brooklyn, tell- 
ing him of the glorious victory they had 
won; and took his needed lunch while 
waiting for the answer. Then he went 
and ordered his flowers to be sent to 
Mamie. But when he got back, there 
was no answer yet. 
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He began to grow nervous. It was 
nearly two o'clock ; and he must be go- 
ing back to the board. Leaving word 
at the office that he was to be sent for 
immediately when Mr. Tamms came 
back, he took the keys to their boxes 
and went to the vaults himself. 
He found one certificate only in the 
box--for one thousand shares of Star- 
buck Oil. Well, this was better than 
nothing. But where was all the list of 
bonds and stocks that Tamms had shown 
him on the night before ? In the elder 
partners' private boxes, he supposed. 
And these he could not get till Tamms's 
return. Could he be ill, by any chance ? 
It was not like Tamms to be ill at such 
a time. His mind was greater than his 
body, too, and held the laws of nature 
in control. 
In despair, he tried the lock of 
Tamms's private box. To his astonish- 
ment it opened at the touch. With an 
intense relief, he saw it was full of pap- 
ers. Far-sighted Tamms had foreseen 
this, too. 
But the relief was short-lived. The 
papers were nothing but insurance pol- 
icies, contracts of no money value, leases 
of real estate, and a deed of a pew in 
Tamms's church. Could Tamms have 
taken the other papers with him to raise 
the money on himself ? In his despair 
he tried old Mr. Townley's box. This 
also was not locked. But, to his horror, 
he found that it was quite empty. Emp- 
ty ? His head swam, and the open box 
seemed to yawn before his eyes like some 
black pit. He even dragged down Mr. 
Townley's box marked Trusts. That 
was empty too. 
Charlie ran back to the office, stream- 
ing with a cold sweat of terror. His last 
hopemthat Tamms would be thereu 
proved equally vain. That ingenious 
person had not been heard from since 
the morning. 
At two o'clock, the doors of Town- 
ley & Tamms, successors to Charles 
Townley & Son, which had not been 
closed in a business day before since 
sixty-eight years, were shut. And a no- 
tice, posted on the outer iron rail of the 
office, in Mr. Adolph Lauer's neat writ- 
ing, informed their creditors that the 
old firm were "temporarily unable to 
meet their obligations." 

But the "ticker" went on relentlessly 
through the afternoon ; and the scared 
clerks, reading it, abandoning all other 
business, brought Charlie news from 
time to time, of the great panic that was 
in the board; how Allegheny Central 
went to fifty;how even Starbuck Oil 
could find no purchasers. And while 
many a quiet home throughout the land 
was as yet undisturbed, little recking 
that the great railroad on which they had 
lived so long was at last insolvent, Char- 
lie Townley sate doggedly in his barred 
office, hoping vainly for Mr. Tamms, or 
puzzling, equally vainly, how to meet the 
million that they owed that day, with 
his thousand shares of Starbuck Oil. 
From time to time, he would lay 
down the hopeless task to think of the 
ball, that evening, low he could not 
dare to go. Even he could not venture 
to ask a woman's hand on the day that 
all the world knew he was ruined. 
Ruined--aye, and fraudulently. Vhere 
were Mr. Townley's trusts that he so 
long had kept so well? In Tamms's 
pocket, perhaps, flying with these, too, to 
Canada. There was a swarm of report- 
ers pressing at the door; vociferating 
for a member of the firm. The noise at 
last attracted his attention ; and he went 
out and told them, with as calm a face 
as he could wear, that Mr. Tamms was 
absent ; but on the morrow when he re- 
turned, all would be made good. But 
Charlie knew well that Phineas Tamms 
would never return to the house of 
Townley & Tamms. He sent a despatch 
for Mr. Townley, however, and waited; 
and worked over the weary figures, once 
more, till after midnight. 
And this was how he spent the even- 
ing, while poor Mamie was watching for 
him, vainly, at the ball. 

CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE OLDEST MEMBER. 

THE following day, early in the after- 
noon, Lionel Derwent walked into the 
Columbian Club. It was a place that he 
did not usually frequent, though he had 
a stranger's membership; but we have 
already learned that Derwent was most 
usually to be found in most unusual 



470 " FIRS T HAR UES TS. 

places. No one was in the morning- 
room but old Mr. Livingstone ; he was 
sitting in his accustomed armchair by 
the window, a chair in which he had a 
right of property between the hours of 
three and five in the afternoon that all 
the club respected. Mr. Livingstone did 
not notice Derwent when he entered; 
perhaps because he was growing very 
old and his sight and hearing were de- 
fective. His eyes were fixed upon an 
empty chair in front of him and he 
seemed to be lost in thought. Derwent 
took up a newspaper and sat down in an- 
other corner of the room. 
We are fond of saying in New York 
that life there moves so rapidly that the 
morning paper is already stale at three. 
Hence, have we no Homers; who sing 
some ten years action and take a life- 
time for it. But to Derwent, the news- 
papers' deeds were stale even in the do- 
ing : humanity at three o'clock was like 
humanity at nine. Two young men en- 
tered, fresh and rosy, with camelias in 
their coats ; they were of those who toil 
not, neither spin. 
"Do you know, they say that Townley 
& Tamms have failed .9" 
"So I hear. Great ball, last night." 
"Ughmrm sleepy yet." 
Derwent looked back to his paper. 
Mr. Livingstone did not appear to have 
heard this colloquy, but was sitting idly 
as if dozing. In the financial column 
Derwent found, at last, a simple para- 
graph : 
" Owing to the illness of Ir. 1)hineas 
Tamms and the temporary absence of 
the senior partner, the house of Town- 
ley& Tamms are reported as tempor- 
arily unable to meet their obligations. 
The rumor created much excitement at 
the close, and several thousand shares 
of Allegheny Central were sold for them 
under the rule. This is believed to ac- 
count for the sudden weakness in that 
stock, which was particularly strong at 
the morning board. We are assured 
that the difficulty is but temporary ; as 
the house is one of the strongest, as it 
is the oldest, on the street." 
De Witt came in, and nodded a word 
to 5Ir. Livingstone, but the old man did 
not hear him ; and Derwent turned over 
his newspaper to the account of the 
great fire. This ]'_e read with some in- 

terest. "There is a xaamor that the fire 
was incendiary," it concluded ; "the head 
watchman reports that he received a 
warning that some mischief was to be 
attempted ; and shortly after midnight, 
getting word that a suspicious boat 
seemed to be attempting a landing at 
the river front, he left his post tempor- 
arily on a tour of observation; and it 
was during his absence that the fire 
broke out. Other than this there ap- 
pears little ground for ascribing to the 
fire an incendiary Origin ; and no pos- 
sible motive for such a crime can be 
suggested. The bulk of the property 
belongs to Mrs. W. Levison-Gower, well 
known as a leader of fashion in our most 
exclusive circles." 
O sapient newspaper ! Derwent turn- 
ed to the first page, the bulk of which 
was filled by the great ball, where he 
read of the diamonds and the dresses, 
how Mrs. Wilton Hay wore a sleeveless 
sati and a rope of pearls; how Mrs. 
Jacob Einstein had her corsage cut en 
cceur, and how well looked Mrs. Gower 
in a simple gown, cut directoire, and 
how well the footmen's calves in white 
silk stockings. But just then some 
young men entered from down town; 
and quite a group drew close about 
them. 
"Is it all true about Townley .9" 
"Perfect smash, I hear--" 
"No one knows where Tamms is" 
"Canada, they say--" 
"Charlie Townley was there at the 
opening, but the fire finished him. A 
little Starbuck Oil was positively all 
they had." The last speaker was Arthur 
Holvoke. 
"They say that even he left the State 
to-night. Poor Charlie, I'm sorry for 
him," said Killian Van Kull. 
"There's a warrant out for Tamms 
already," said another. "Old Fech- 
heimer got it." 
"He pledged a lot of Fechheimer's 
bonds that he held in a syndicate, I was 
told," said Jack Malgam. 
" Here are the evening papers," cried 
another, as a servant entered bearing 
a bundle of newspapers, which were 
quickly seized and devoured. For some 
minutes all was silence, save for an oc- 
casional ejaculation of surprise. Der- 
went continued to watch the club-room 
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silently. Old Mr. Livingstone still sat 
in his chair, looking at the empty one 
over against him, which no one had taken. 
"By Jove, it is worse than I thought," 
cried Malgam, with that certain pleas- 
ure bad news gives one when it is im- 
pressive and not personal. "Look here 
--the liabilities are said to amount to 
ten millions; the assets at present 
prices would not bring half that sum. 
The family of Mr. Phineas Tamms pro- 
fess entire ignorance as to his where- 
abouts; but telegrams from reliable 
sources report his arrival at l[ontreal 
this morning." 
" No other houses believed to be as 
yet involved in the failure." This latter 
news was read by De Witt with an air of 
some relief. 
"I don't know about that," added 
another. "They held property for a 
great many people, to my certain knowl- 
edge." 
"Tamms was to have been arrested 
to-night," Malgam read. "It is be- 
lieved that a warrant has also been 
sworn out for Mr. Townley Junior.--I 
wonder where he is ?" 
It was noticeable that no one of them 
had yet mentioned old Ir. Townley's 
name. The company broke up into lit- 
tle groups, each discussing the great 
failure ; which were added to from time 
to time as new men came in with their 
quota ofnews. Even the Dural ball had 
ceased to be talked about; so soon is 
one man's glory eclipsed by another 
man's disgrace. But Lionel Derwent 
marked that not one kindly word was 
said for Tamms. 
There was a slight sensation at the 
door of the room, as young Beverly 
White entered ; for White was Reming- 
ton's partner, and had made much money 
in these last few days. Remington him- 
self was not a member of the club ; gos- 
sip had said that he could not get in, 
even though Wnite had proposed him. 
"Well, White, what news ?" and the 
young men crowded round him. 
"The news is that old Tamms has 
gone to smash, as I always said he 
would," said White; and he sank into 
an easy chair and called for some soda- 
water with an air of languid indiffer- 
ence. 
"Pshaw ! we knew that before" 

"Why did you ask me, then ?" said 
White. "If people will speculate with 
other people's money" 
"Other people's money?" 
"Yesmother people's money," drawled 
out the young man, sneeringly. "Old 
Townley got his boxes full, and then 
used it." 
"Hush," said several, pointing to Mr. 
Livingstone in the window. "I guess 
it'll be some time before White gets his 
precious partner in here, after that re- 
mark," said another. 
lr. Livingstone, too, had taken a pa- 
per, and been poring over it ; but some- 
thing in this last speech seemed to 
reach his ear, and he looked up. 
"Let's ask the old boy," said Malgam, 
in an undertone. "He must know more 
than all of us." 
"Have you heard this news, sir ?" 
said Killian Van Kull. Mr. Livingstone 
nodded silently. "And is it as bad as 
they say ?" 
"Worse," said the old gentleman, his 
voice quavering. 
"But you cannot suppose that Mr. 
Townley knew anything of it ?" 
"It makes little difference whether he 
knew of it or not," answered the old 
man. There was a printed list of the 
club's members on the wall opposite him, 
and he was looking at it. Perhaps'he 
was looking at the name of Charles 
Townley, whom he had played with as 
a boy. 
"I knew that Tamms was a bad egg," 
said De Witt; "but that Mr. Town- 
ley " 
"Charles Townley, sir, is no better 
than a scoundrel," said Mr. Livingstone 
slowly. "He had all my wife's money, 
and nearly all of mine--but D.A_MME, 
sir, do you suppose I care for the 
money? If Charles Townley were sit- 
ting here with me againmI would give 
him If Charlie Townley were sitting 
here, I--" The old man's voice grew 
weak, and he broke off in a sob. 
The young men shifted about uneas- 
ily; and Derwent, in his corner, put up 
his newspaper before his face and tried 
to read. 
Lucie Gower came in. He had just 
got home from a shooting trip down 
South. "Is Mr. Townley here ?" said 
he. "I stopped at Wall Street on my 
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way up town ; and they tell me that the 
officers have gone to arrest him." 
"No," said someone. Then there 
was a long silence. Mr. Livingstone 
spoke again. "Charles Townley was 
the oldest member of this club. And I 
am the next ; and was his oldest friend. 
And Charles Townley is a scoundrel." 
The old man rose; and the younger 
men thought he was going out, and 
made way for him at the door. But he 
walked over to the printed list of mem- 
bers thai was opposite him upon the 
wall. "Charles Townley--1839," he 
muttered, as he found the place; and 
taking a pen that lay on the able be- 
neath, he filled it with ink, and drew it, 
with a trembling hand, heavily across 
the name. Then he turned, and went 
to the door ; while the younger men sat 
silent. There he stopped a moment. 
"We are gentlemen in this club. That 
is all." And they heard his uncertain 
step across the hall. 
All the men sat and looked at one 
another; but no one cared to speak. 
After some minutes a group gathered 
around Gower, and conversed in under- 
tones. "It was the only thing to do," 
said one. "He will never come here to 
see." 
"We could not have expelled the poor 
olc] gentleman," said Van Kull. 
"But is it really as bad as he says .9" 
"I have no doubt of it. Tamms has 
made a clean sweep. And the old gen- 
tleman must have given him access to 
his own trusts." 
"Poor old fellow! But what will 
Charlie do .9" 
"Oh, Charlie will fall on his legs. 

house of Charles Townley & Son has 
seen worse times than this. I remem- 
ber when my father--in thirty-nines" 
There was dead silence in the room. 
Gower went up and tried to lead the old 
man away from the group of strangers. 
"Ah, Gower, glad to see you-- I've 
found a picture I think you'd like--you 
must come around to my house this 
evening--that is, if you've nothing else 
to do better than smoking with an old 
fellow like me. Eh! you young dogs! 
you young dogs! But why are you all 
so glum, my boys .9 Ah, you young fel- 
lows take things too earnest, nowa- 
days." 
"There's been a bad day in the stock- 
market," said Beverly White. "I hope, 
sir, the reports of Mr. Tamms's doings 
have been exaggerated .9" 
(" Shut up, confound you," whispered 
Van Kull ; but the other answered him 
with an ugly leer.) . 
"Mr. Tamms.9 ah, yes--clever fellow, 
Tamms. I like to help a young fellow 
along; he was in a tight place and I 
pttlled him out. If you'd like a few 
hundred thousand I could let you have 
it--but they say Townley & Son have 
failed, you know. And Charlie told me 
something about my trusts--but that 
can't be, can it.9 I never lost a dollar 
on my trusts. All gone--everything 
gone ! Where's Livingstone, my old 
friend Livingstone .9 His seat empty-- 
why, heisn't ill .9 Tellme, my boy, where's 
Dick Livingstone .9" 
"He's gone, sir," said Gower. 
"Gone.9 why gone.9 he always waits 
for me--there's nothing wrong with 
Livingstone, I hope .9 Why, he's a better 

Wasn't it plucky, the way he faced the man than I by most a year." 
market yesterday.9 .... He's lost much money, sir, they say 

"Damn Remington !" 
"You forget he is my partner," said 
Beverly White. 
"Then damn you, too," said Van Kull 
cavalierly. "But poor old Townley ! 
I'm sorry---" 
The speaker stopped, conscious of a 
sudden chill. For there was an open- 
ing in the crowd, and there stood Mr. 
Townley close behind him. 
"Well, boys--bud times in the street, 
eh.9" The old man's voice piped a 
shrill treble, and there was something 
almost childish in his laugh. "Ah, the 

--he said he couldn't wait." 
"Lost ? lost money ? Oh, yes--all 
gone, gone-- No, no--wait till my son 
Charlie gets down toa--he's a bright 
boy; he'll carry on the old house, and 
show you boys a wrinkle, eh .9" 
No man there ventured to speak; for 
his son Charlie had died, some time 
back in the fifties. 
Suddenly Mr. Townley began to laugh. 
"Aha, Dick Livingstone, we'll show the 
boys a turn or two--but where is he .9 
Tamms--I know--my God--he's a ras- 
cal-it's gone, all gone." 
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portation methods could grow out of cursing, but was so good a prophet that 
this beginning. Least of all could such he had to tell the truth in spite of him- 
a result be foreseen in England, whose self, even though his curse was thereby 
admirable canal system seemed likely to tuled into a blessing. 

defy competition for centuries to come. 
And yet, curiously enough, it was a man 
wholly identified with canal business 
who first foresaw the future importance 
of the raih'oad. The Duke of Bridge- 
water had built c,nls when they were 
regarded as a hazardous speculation; 
but they proved a success, and in the 
early years of the century he r-as reap- 
ing a rich reward for his foresight. 
One of his fellow-shareholders took oc- 
casion to congratulate the Duke on the 
fact that their property was now the 
surest monopoly in the land, and was 
startled by the reply, "I see mischief 
in thesetramroads." The prophecy 
is all the more striking as coming from 
an enemy. Like Balaam, the Duke of 
Bridgewater had a pecuniary interest in 

It is hardly necessary to tell in de- 
tail how this prediction was realized. 
Thanks to the skill and perseverance 
of George Stephenson, the difficulties 
in the use of steam as a mode of propul- 
sion were rapidly overcome. What was 
a doubtful experiment as late as 1815 
had become an accomplished fact in 
1830. The successful working of the 
Live'pool and ]Ianchester Railway gave 
an impulse to similar enterprises all 
over the world. In 1835 there were 
1,600 miles of railroad in operation 
more than half of it in the United 
States. In 1845 the length of the 
world's railroads had increased to more 
than 10,000 miles; in 1855 it was 41,- 
000 miles; in 1865, 90,000; in 1875, 
185,000 ; in 1885, over 300,000. 
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New York, formally recommended "the 
passage of a law by the next Legislature 
which shall confine the raih'oads of this 
State to the business for which they 
were originally created." 
But matters had gone too far for ef- 
fective action of this kind. Besides the 
New York Central, the Erie and the 
Pennsylvania were in condition to 
handle the through traffic which western 
connections were furnishing. These 
connections themselves were rapidly 
growing in importance. Prior to 1850 
there were very few railroads west of 
the Alleghanies. In 1857 there were 
thousands of miles. The policy of land 
grants acted as an artificial stimulus to 
the building of such roads ; and a land- 
grant road, when once built, was almost 
necessarily dependent on through traffic 
for its support. It could not be oper- 
ated locally;it was forced into close 
traffic arrangements which paved the 
way for actual consolidation. 
The war brought this development 
t) a standstill for the time being; but 
it was afterward resumed with re- 
newed vigor. It is probable that the 
final effect of the war was to hasten 
rather than to retard the growth of 
large systems. In the first place, it 
familiarized men's minds with national 
ideas instead of those limited to their 
own State. It is hard for us to realize 
that our business ideas were ever thus 
confined by artificial boundaries ; but if 
we wish proof, we have only to look at 
the original location of the Erie Railway 
from Piermont to Dunkirk. Both were 
unnatural and undesirable terminal 
points ; but people were willing to sub- 
mit to inconvenience and to actual loss 
in order that the railroad might run as 
far as the New York State limits would 
allow, and not one whir farther. Simi- 
lar instances can be found in other 
States. Hard as it is to understand, 
there seems to have been a positive 
jealousy of interstate traffic. The war 
did much to remove this by making the 
different sections of the country feel 
their common interest and their mutual 
dependence. It also had more direct 
effects. It produced special legislation 
for the Pacific Railroads as a measure of 
military necessity ; and this was but the 
beginning of a renewal of the land-grant 
VOL. IV.--50 

policy, no longer through the medium 
of the States, but in the Territories and 
by the direct action of Congress. All 
the results in the way of extension or 
consolidation which had been noted in 
the first land-grant period were more 
intensely felt in the second, h-ever was 
there a time when business foresight 
and administrative power were more 
needed or more richly rewarded than in 
railroad management during the third 
quarter of the century. 
In 1847, J. Edgar Thomson, an egi- 
neer of experience, entered the service 
of the Pennsylvania Railroad, of which 
he afterward became president. Three 
years later, a young man without experi- 
ence in railroad business applied to him 
for a position as clerk in the station at 
Duncansville, and was, with some hesi- 
tation, accepted. Not long after--so 
runs the story--an influential shipper 
entered the station, and demanded that 
some transfers should be made in a man- 
ner contrary to the rules of the com- 
pany. This the clerk refused to do; 
and when the influential 'shipper tried 
to attend to the matter himself, he was 
forcibly ejected from the premises. In- 
dignant at this, he complained to the 
authorities, demanding that the ob- 
noxious employee be removed from his 
position. He was--and was promoted 
to a much higher one. This is said to 
have been the beginning of the railroad 
career of Thomas Alexander Scott. 
Edgar Thomson was a sufficiently able 
man to appreciate Scott's talent at its 
full worth, and took every opportunity 
to make it useful in the service of the 
company. Both before and after the 
war the system was extended in every 
direction ; and the man who in 1850 had 
need of all his nerve to defy a single in- 
fluential shipper was a quarter of a cen- 
tury later at the head of 7,000 miles of 
the most valuable railroad in the coun- 
try. 
As an enterprising and active railroad 
organizer, Scott was probably unrivalled 
--especially when aided by the soberer 
judgment of Thomson ; nor has the 
operating department of any other rail- 
road in the country reached the stand- 
ard established on the Pennsylvania by 
Scott and Thomson and the men trained 
up under their eyes. But in business 
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munity that the latter way is made so 
easy, and so readily condoned. A man 
has only to give to charitable objects a 
little of the money obtained by viola- 
tions of trust, and a large part of the 
world will extol him as a public bene- 
factor. Nay, more : it seems as if some 
of our financial operators really mistook 
the vox populi for the vox Dei, and be- 
lieved that a hundred thousand dollars 
given to a theological seminary meant 
absolution for the past and plenary in- 
dulgence for the future. It is charged 
that one financier, when he undertook 
any large transaction which was more 
than usually questionable, made a cov- 
enant that if the Lord prospered him in 
his undertaking, he would divide the 
proceeds on favorable terms. But-as 
Wmnba said of the outlaws and "the 
fashion of their trade with Heaven"--- 
"when they have strnck an even bal- 
ance, Heaven help them with whom they 
next open the account !" 
A word or two as to the methods by 
which such operations are carried on 
and the system which makes them possi- 
ble. From the very first, railroads have 
been built and operated by corporations. 
A number of investors, too large to at- 
tend personally to the management of 
the enterprise, took shares of stock and 
elected officers to represent them. These 
officers had almost absolute power ; but 
while matters were in this simple stage, 
there was no great opportunity for its 
abuse. The losses of investors were due 
to bona fide errors of judgment rather 
than to misuse of power. But soon 
the corporations found it convenient 
to borrow money by mortgaging their 
property. We then had two classes of 
investors--stockholders and bondhold- 
ers, the folner taking the risks and 
having the full control of the property, 
the latter receiving a relatively sure 
though perhaps smaller return, but hav- 
ing no control over the management as 
long as their interest was regularly 
paid. 
Of course there is always some dan- 
ger when the men who  furnish the 
money do not have much control of the 
enterprise; but as long as the relations 
of stock and bonds were in practice 
what they pretended to be in theory, 
the resulting evils were not very great. 

lIatters soon reached another stage. 
The mnount of money furnished by the 
bondholders increased out of all pro- 
portion to that furnished by the stock- 
holders. Sometimes the nominalamount 
of stock was unduly small ; more com- 
monly only a very small part of the 
nominal value was ever paid in.* The 
stock was nearly all water, simply issued 
by the directors as a means of keeping 
control of the property. After the crisis 
of 1857, people had become shy of buy- 
ing railroad stock; but they bought 
railroad bonds because they thought 
they were safe. This was the case only 
when there was an actual investment of 
stockholders behind them ; without this 
assurance, bonds were more unsafe than 
stock had been, because the bondholders 
had still less immediate control over the 
directors and officials. If there was 
money to be made at the time, the di- 
rectors made it ; if there was loss in the 
end, it fell upon the bondholders. 
Let us take a specific case. An inside 
ring issues stock certificates to the value 
of a million dollars, on which perhaps 
a hundred thousand is paid in. They 
then publish their prospectus and place 
on the market two million of bonds with 
which the road is to be built. They sell 
the bonds at 80, reimbm'se themselves 
for the $100,000 advanced by charging 
the moderate commission of 5 per cent. 
for services in placing the loan, and 
have at their disposal $1,500,000 cash. 
These same directors now appear as a 
construction company, and award them- 
selves a contract to pay $1,500,000 for 
work which is worth $1,200,000 only. 
The road is finished and probably does 
not pay interest on its bonds. It passes 
into the hands of a receiver. Possibly 

* In 1886 the capital stock and the iudebtedness of the 
railroads of the United States amounted to about four 
thousand million dollars each. Most of the debt repre- 
sonts money actually paid in ; but a very large fraction of 
the stock is a merely nominal liability on which no pay- 
ments have been made. Some was iued as here de- 
scribed merely as a means of keeping control of the prop- 
erty ; some, as the easiest method of balancing unequal 
values in reorganization ; some. to represent incread 
value of the property, so as to be able to divide all the 
current earnings without calling public attention too 
prominently to the very profitable character of the busi- 
ness. On the other hand, some stock on which money was 
actually paid has been wiped out of existence; and some- 
thing has been paid out of earnings tor capital account 
without corresponding issue of securitie The net 
anount of "water, ' or excess of nominal liabilities over 
actual investments, in the capital account of the railroads 
of the country can only be made the subject of guesswork. 
Estimates of responsible authorities vary all the way from 
O to 4,000,000,000. 
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the old management may have an influ- 
ence in his appointment. At the worst, 
they have got back all the money they 
put in, plus the profits of the construc- 
tion company;in the case supposed, 
300 per cent. The bondholders, on the 
other hand, have paid $1,600,000 for a 
$1,900,000 road. 
But the troubles of the bondholders 
and the advantages of the old directors 
by no means end here. Vhen the re- 
ceiver takes possession he discovers that 
valuable terminals, necessary for the 
successful working of the road, are not 
the property of the company, but of the 
old directors. He finds that the road 
owns a very inadequate supply of roll- 
ing-stock, and that the deficiency has 
been made up by a car trust--also under 
the control of the old directors. Each 
of these things, and perhaps others, must 
be made the subject of a fight or of a 
compromise. The latter is often the 
only practicable alternative, and almost 
always the cheaper one; by its terms 
the ring perhaps secures hundreds of 
thousands more, at the expense of the 
actual investors. 
These are but a few of the many ways 
in which a few years control of property 
may be made profitable to the officials 
at the expense of legitimate interests. 
In a case like this, all depends upon the 
possibility of selling the bonds. It is 
usually impossible to place the whole 
loan before construction; and if the 
market price falls below the cost of the 
work undertaken, as was the case with 
the West Shore, the loss falls upon the 
construction company. Such accidents 
were for a long time rare. It took the 
public nearly twenty years to learn the 
hue character of imperfectly secm-ed 
railroad bonds. Within the past five 
years it seems to have become a trifle 
wiser. The crisis of 1873 was insuffi- 
cient to teach the lesson;but that of 
1885 has been at least partially success- 
ful in this respect. 
In cases like the one just described 
the bondholders are largely to blame for 
their own folly. But sometimes the loss 
falls on those who are in no way respon- 
sible for it. A raih-oad may be built as 
a blackmailing job. If a company is 
sound and prosperous, speculators may 
be tempted to build a parallel road, not 

with the idea of making it pay, but be- 
cause they can so damage the business 
of the old road as to force it to buy 
them oul. They build the road to sell 
It is but fair to say that operations as 
bad as those just described are the excep- 
tion rather than the rule. But the fact 
that they can exist at all is by no means 
creditable to our financial methods. 
The whole system by which directors 
can use their positions of trust to make 
contracts in which they are personally in- 
terested puts a premium on dishonesty. 
Such contracts are forbidden in Eng- 
land. It may be true, as is urged by 
many railroad officials of undoubted 
honesty, that it would be inconvenient 
to apply the same law here ; but on the 
whole the gain would far outweigh the 
loss. 
At the very best, a railroad president 
is subject to temptations to misuse his 
financial powers, all the more dangerous 
because it is impossible to draw the line 
between right and wrong. I-Ie knows 
the probable value of his railroad and 
of the property affected by its action a 
great deal better than any outsider pos- 
sibly can. The published figures of 
earnings of the road are the result of 
estimates by himself and his subordi- 
nates. Out of the current earnings he 
pays current expenses, and probably 
charges permanent expenditures to capi- 
tal account. But what expenditures 
are current and what are pe,ananent ? 
This division is itself the result of an 
estimate, and a very doubtful one at 
that. There are some well-established 
general principles, but none which will 
apply themselves automatical])-. With 
the best will in the world he cannot 
make his annual reports give a thor- 
oughly clear idea of what has been done. 
Is he to be forbidden to buy stock when it 
seems too low, or sell it when it is high ? 
Shall we refuse him the right to invest 
in other property which he sees will ad- 
vance in value ? Apparently not ; and 
yet, if we allow this, we open the door 
for some of the worst abuses of power 
which have occmed in railroad history. 
The line between good faith and bad 
faith in these matters is a narrow one, 
and the average conscience cannot be 
trusted to locate it with accuracy. 
But the relations to the investors 
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cover but a small part either of the work 
or of the responsibility of the railroad 
authorities. They are managing not 
merely a piece of property, but a vast and 
complicated organization of men, and 
an instrument of public service. In all 
these capacities their cares are equally 
great. The operating and the traffic de- 
partments are not less important than 
the financial department. The relations 
of the railrol to its employees and to 
the business community at large, are 
even more perplexing than its relations 
to the investol. 
Of the questions arising between the 
railroad and its employees we are just 
beginning to realize the full importance. 
They are not matters to be settled by 
private agreement or private war. If 
they involve a serious interruption of 
the business of the community they con- 
cern public interests most vitally. The 
community cannot afford to have its 
business interrupted by railroad strikes. 
On the other hand, it cannot allow the 
men to make this public duty of the rail- 
roads a means of enforcing their own 
will on every occasion, to the detriment 
of all discipline and responsibility, or in 
disregard of investors' rights. How to 
compromise between these two conflict- 
lng requirements is one of the most se- 
rious problems of the immediate future. 
Little progress in this direction has as 
yet been made, or even systematically 
attempted. 
The questions arising from the rela- 
tions of the railroads to those who use 
them are wider and older. From the 
very outset attempts were made to reg- 
ulate railroad charges by law in vari- 
ous ways. The fear at that time was 
that they might be made unreasonably 
high. This fear proved groundless. 
lrom the outset the rates were rather 
lower than hl been expected, and much 
lower than by many of the means of 
transportation which railroads super- 
seded. These low rates caused a great 
development in business; and this, in 
turn, gave a chance for such economy in 
handling it, that rates went still lower. 
Each new invention rendered it easier to 
do a large business at cheap rates. The 
substitution of steel rails for iron, 
which began shortly after the close of 
the war, had an enormous influence in 

this respect. This was not merely due 
to the direct saving in repairs, which, 
though appreciable, was moderate in 
amount. It was due still more to im- 
provements in transportation which 
followed. It was found that steel rails 
would bear heavier rolling-stock. In- 
stead of building ten-ton cars to carry 
ten tons of cargo, they built twelve-ton 
cars to carry twenty tons of cargo, or 
fourteen-ton cars to carry thh4y tons ; 
and they mle the locomotives heavy 
enough to handle correspondingly larger 
trains. A given amount of fuel was 
mle to haul more weight; and of the 
weight thus hauled, the freight formed 
a constantly increasing proportion as 
compared with the rolling-stock itself. 
The system of rates was adopted to meet 
the new requirements. Charges were 
made incredibly low in order to fill cars 
that would otherwise go empty, or to use 
the road as nearly as possible to its full 
capacity. In the twenty years following 
the introduction of steel rails, the traf- 
fic of the New York Central Railroad 
increased from less than 400,000,000 
ton-miles to decidedly over 2,000,000,-. 
000; while the average rates fell from 
3.09 cents per ton per mile in 1866 to 
0.76 cent in 1886. This is but a single 
instance of a process which has gone 
on all over the country. The average 
freight charge on all railroads of the 
country to-day is little over a cent a 
ton a mile : less than half what would 
have been deemed possible on any rail- 
rol a few years ago. 
The progress of railroad consolidation 
contributed greatly to this economy. 
It saved multiplication of offices; it 
saved rehandling of freight ; it enabled 
long-distance business to be done sys- 
tematically. So great were its advan- 
tages that co-operation between connect- 
ing lines was carried far beyond the 
limits of actual consolidation. Through 
traffic was handled without transship- 
ment, sometimes by regularly incorpo- 
rated express companies or freight 
companies on the same plan, but more 
commonly by what are known as fast 
freight lines. These are little more 
than combinations for keeping account 
of through business; they are by no 
means ideal in their working, but they 
have the advantage of having few ex- 
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penses and no income, so that the 
temptation to steal, which is the bane 
of such organizations, is here reduced 
to a minimum. 
But all these things, while they in- 
creasel the efficiency of the service, also 
increased the power of the railroad 
authorities and rendered the shipper 
more helpless. The very cheapness of 
rates only made a recourse to other 
mean of transportation more difficult. 
If A was charged 30 cents while his 
competitor B was pang only 20 cents 
for the same service, he was worse off 
than when they were both paying a dol- 
lar ; and the fact that no other means of 
conveyance could be found to do the 
work for less than a dollar simply put A 
all the more completely at the mercy 
of the railroad freight-agent. In other 
words, the fact that rates were so low 
made any inequality in rates all the 
more dangerous. The lower the rate 
and the wider the monopoly, the less 
was the chance of relief. 
Such inequalities existed on a large 
scale : and they were all the more dif- 
ficult to deal with because there was a 
certain reason for some of them, exist- 
ing in the nature of railroad business. 
The expenses of a railroad are of two 
kinds. Some, like train and station 
service, locomotive fuel, or repairs of 
rolling-stock, are pretty directly charge- 
able to the different parts of the busi- 
ness. It costs a certain amount in 
wages and in materials to run a partic- 
ular train ; if that train is taken off, that 
part of the expense is saved. But there 
is another class of items, known as fixed 
charges, that do not vary with the 
amount of business done. Interest on 
bonds must be paid, whether the vol- 
ume of business be large or small. The 
services of track-watchmen must be 
paid for, whether there be a hundred 
trains daffy or only a dozen. In short, 
most of the expenses for interest and 
maintenance of way are chargeable to 
the business as a whole, but not to par- 
ticular pieces of work done. The prac- 
tical inference from this is obvious. In 
order that the railroad as a whole may 
be profitable, the fixed charges must be 
paid somehow. The railroad manager 
will try to get them as he can from dif- 
ferent parts of his traffic. But if, for 

any reason, a particular piece of busi- 
ness cannot or will not pay its share of 
the fixed charges, it is better to secure 
it at any price above the bare expense 
of loading and hauling, without regard 
to the fixed charges. For if the busi- 
ness is lost, these charges will run on 
just the same, without any added means 
of meeting them. 
The consequence is that there is no 
natural standard of rates; or rather, 
that there are two standards, so far 
apart that the difference between the 
two is quite sufficient to build up one 
establishment or one locality and ruin 
another, in case of an arbitrary exercise 
of power on the part of the freight- 
agent. In the use of such a power it 
was inevitable that there should be a 
great many mistakes, and some things 
which were worse than mistakes. Col- 
bert once cynically defined taxation as 
"the art of so plucking the goose as to 
secure the largest amount of feathers 
with the least amount of squealing." 
Some of our freight-agents have taken 
Colbert's tax theories as a standard, and 
have applied them only too literally. 
It is this short-sighted policy which has 
made the system of charging "what the 
traffic will bear" a synonym for extor- 
tion. Interpreted lightly this phrase 
represents a sound pnciple of railroad 
policy--putting the burden of the fixed 
charges on the lines that can afford to 
pay them. But practically-- in the 
popular mind at least---it has come to 
mean almost exactly the opposite. 
The points which got the benefit of 
the lowest rates were the large trade 
centres, which had the benefit of com- 
peting lines of railroad, and often of 
water competition also. The threat to 
ship goods by a rival route was the 
surest way of making a freight-agent 
give low rates. The result was that 
the growth of such places was specially 
stimulated. In addition to their natural 
advantages they had an artificial one due 
to the policy of competing lines of rail- 
road. It may well be the case, as is argued 
by railroad men, that sound railroad 
economy demands that goods in large 
masses should be carried much more 
cheaply than those which are furnished 
in smaller quantities. But it is certain 
the practice went far beyond the limits 
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of any such justification. There was a 
time when cattle were carried from Chi- 
cago to New York at a dollar a car-load ; 
and many other instances, scarcely less 
marked, could be cited from the history 
of trunk-line competition. The fact was 
that in an active railroad war freight- 
agents would generally accede to a de- 
mand for reduced rates at a competing 
point, whether well founded or not, and 
would almost always turn a deaf ear to 
similar demands from local shippers, 
however strongly supported by con- 
siderations of far-sighted business pol- 
icy. 
But this was not the worst. Inequali- 
ties between different places might after 
some hardship correct themselves; dif- 
ferences of treatment between individu- 
als could not be thus adjusted. And 
the system of making rates by special 
bargain almost always led to differ- 
ences between individuals, where favors 
were too often given to those who 
needed or deserved them least. The 
fluctuation of rates was first taken ad- 
vantage of by the unscrupulous specu- 
lator. Often, if he controlled large 
sources of shipment, he might receive 
the benefit of a secret agreement by 
which he could obtain lower rates than 
his rivals under all circumstances. A 
more effective means for destroying 
straightforwardness in business deal- 
ings than the old system of special rates 
was never devised. Sometimes, where 
one competitor was overwhelmingly 
strong, the pretence of secrecy was 
thrown aside, and the railroad com- 
panies so far forgot their public duties 
as almost openly to assist one concern 
in crushing its rivals. The state of 
things in this respect twelve or fifteen 
years ago was so bad that it is painful 
to dwell upon ; but the reformation to- 
day is not so complete that we can wash 
our hands of past sins. 
Less was said or felt of similar evils 
in passenger traffic, because the passen- 
ger business of the country generally is 
of much less importance than its freight 
business, either to the railroad investors 
or to the producers themselves. But 
there was the same fluctuation in pas- 
senger rates ; and there was an outrage- 
ous form of discrimination in the devel- 
opment of the free-pass system ; a prac- 

rice which would have fully deserved the 
name of systematic bribery, had it not 
become so universal that most men 
hardly recognized any personal obliga- 
tion connected with the acceptance of a 
pass. Officials and other citizens of in- 
Ituence had come to regard it as a right ; 
it was not so much bribery on the part 
of the companies as blackmail levied 
against them. 
The remedies proposed for all these 
evils have been various. From the very 
beginning until now there have been 
some who held that such abuses could 
be avoided only by state railroad owner- 
ship. Such experiments in the United 
States have not gone far enough to fur- 
nish conclusive evidence either way ; but 
the experience of other countries indi- 
cates that state railroads as such do not 
avoid these evils. Where they have 
been worked in competition with other 
lines, they have been as deeply involved 
in these abuses as their private competi- 
tors-perhaps more so. Where the gov- 
ernment has obtained control of all the 
railroads of the count, and made such 
arrangements with the water-routes as 
to render competition impossible, the 
abuses have vanished, because there was 
no longer any conceivable motive to con- 
tinue them. But this was the result of 
the monopoly, not of the state owner- 
ship ; and the advantage was purchased 
by a sacrifice of all the stimulus of com- 
petition toward the development of new 
facilities. 
It is a mistake to assume, as so many 
people do, that., because the Government 
represents the nation as a whole, there- 
fore government officials will not be 
under the same temptations to act un- 
justly which are felt by the representa- 
tives of a private corporation. It is not 
as representatives of the investor that 
railroad agents do much injustice ; this 
motive has practically nothing to with 
it. lIost of the abuses complained of 
are positively injurious to the investor in 
the long run. rhen officials really rep- 
resent the interests of the property with 
wise foresight, they as a rule give the 
public no ground to complain. The 
question reduces itself to this : Will the 
state choose better representatives and 
agents than a private corporation .9 Will 
it sectu'e a higher grade of officials, more 
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competent, more honest, and more en- 
terprising .9 The difference between 
state and private railroads is not so much 
on matters of policy as on methods of 
administration. The success of govel- 
ment administration varies with differ- 
ent countries. In lrussia, where it is 
seen at its best, the results are in some 
respects remarkably good ; yet even here 
the roads are not managed on anything 
like the American standard of efficiency, 
either in amount of train service, in 
speed, or in rapidity of development. 
And what is barely successful in Prussia, 
with its trained civil service on the 
one hand and its less intense industrial 
demands on the other, can hardly be con- 
sidered possible or desirable in America. 
No one who has watched the workings 
of a government contract can desire to 
have the whole trade of the country 
put to the expense of supporting such 
methods in its transportation business. 
A more easy method of trying to reg- 
ulate railroad charges has been by forced 
reductions in rates. This was tried on 
the largest scale in the Granger move- 
ment fifteen years ago. A fall in the 
price of wheat had rendered it difficult 
for the farmers to make money. The 
latrons of Husbandry, in investigating 
the causes, saw that the larger trade cen- 
tres, where there was competition, were 
getting lower rates than the local pro- 
ducer. They reasoned that if all the 
farmers could get such low rates, they 
could make money;and that, if the 
roads could afford to make these low 
rates for any points, they could afford 
to do it for all. The railroad agents, in- 
stead of foreseeing the storm and trying 
to prevent it, assumed a defiant attitude. 
The result was that legislatures of the 
States in the upper Mississippi Yalley 
passed laws of more or less rigidity, 
scaling down all rates to the general 
level of competitive ones. After a period 
of some doubt, the right of the States 
to do this was admitted by the courts. 
But before the legal possibility had 
been decided, the practical impossibil- 
ity of such a course had been shown. If 
all rates were reduced to the level of 
competitives ones, it left nothing to pay 
fixed charges. On such terms, foreign 
capital would not come into the State ; 
nor could it be enticed by such a clumsy 

effort as that of one of the States, which 
provided "that no road hereafter con- 
structed shall be subject to the provis- 
ions of this act." The goose which laid 
the golden eggs was not such a goose as 
to be deceived by this. The untimely 
death of several of her species meant 
more than any promises of immunity to 
those who should follow in her footsteps. 
In those States which had passed the 
most severe laws capital would not in- 
vest;railroads could not pay interest, 
their development stopped, and the 
growth of the community was seriously 
checked thereby. The most obnoxious 
laws were either repealed or allowed to re- 
main in abeyance. Where the movement 
was strongest in 1873 it had practically 
spent its force in 1876. There have been 
many similar attempts in all parts of the 
country since that time ; just now they 
are peculiarly active ; but nothing which 
approaches in recklessness some of the 
legislation of 1873 and 1874. The lesson 
was at least partly learned. 
We had hardly passed the crisis of 
the effort to level down, when some of 
the more intelligent railroad men made 
an effort to level up. Recognizing that 
discriminations and fluctuating rates 
were an evil, they sought to avoid it by 
common action with regard to the busi- 
ness at competing points. A mere 
agreement as to rates to be charged was 
not enough to secure this end. Such 
an agreement was sure to be violated. 
Even if the leading authorities meant to 
observe it, their agents could always 
evade its requirements to some extent. 
Such evasion was favored by loose ar- 
rangements between connecting roads, 
and by the somewhat irresponsible sys- 
tem of fast freight lines. Wherever it 
existed, it gave rise to mutual suspicion. 
A believed that his road did it because 
he could not help it, but that B and C 
were allowing their roads to do it ma- 
liciously ; while B and C had the same 
consciousness of individual rectitude and 
the same unkind suspicions with regard 
to A. It was at best a rather hollow 
truce, which did not really accomplish 
its purpose, and which might change to 
open war on very slight provocation. 
To avoid this difficulty a pool, or di- 
vision of traffic, was arranged. It is a 
fact that, whatever wars of rates there 
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may be, the percentage of traffic carried irregularities of agents do not, under a 
by the different lines varies but- little, pooling system, give rise to much sus- 
If an arbitrator can examine the books picion, because they do not benefit the 

d. Edgar 

and decide what these percentages have 
been in the past, he can make an award 
for the future, under which the compet- 
itive traffic of the different roads may 
be fairly divided. The arrangements 
for doing this are various. Sometimes 
the roads carry such traffic as may hap- 
pen to be offered, and settle the differ- 
ences with one another by money bal- 
ances; sometimes they actually divert 
traffic from one line to another. But 
the advantage of either of these arrange- 
ments over a mere agreement to main- 
rain rates is that they cannot be vio- 
lated without direct action on the part 
of the leading authorities of the roads 
concerned--either in open withdrawal, 
or in actual bad faith. The ordinary 
VoL. IV.--51 

road in whose behalf they are under- 
taken. Its percentage being fixed there 
is no motive for rate-cutting. So great 
is this advantage that pooling is accepted 
in almost all other countries as a natml 
means of maintaining equality of rates; 
the state railroads of Central Europe 
entering into such contracts with com- 
peting private lines and even with water- 
routes. In America itself, pools have 
had a longer and wider history than is 
generally supposed. In New England 
they arose and continued to exist on a 
moderate scale without attracting much 
attention. In the Mississippi Valley, the 
Chicago-Omaha pool began as earl)" as 
1870, and formed the model for a whole 
system of such arrangements extending 
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senting at once enlightened public 
judgment and far-sighted railroad 
policy, he did much to bring the two 
into harmony and protect the legiti- 
mate interests on both sides from short- 
sighted misuse for the benefit of either 
party. The detail of his work is matter 
of past histol T ; perhaps its most prom- 
inent result was to introduce to State 
legislation the idea (f a railroad com- 
mission as an administrative body. 
Those States which had no stringent 
laws appointed commissions to take 
their place; those which had over- 
stringent ones appointed commissions 
to use discretion in applying them. In 
either case, the existence of a body of 
men representing the State, but possess- 
ing the technical knowledge to see what 
the exigencies of railroad business de- 
manded, was a protection to all parties 
concerned. 
But matters were rapidly passing be- 
yond the sphere of State legislation. 
Each new consolidation of systems, each 
additional development of through traf- 
fic, made it more impossible to control 
railroad policy by the action of individ- 
ual States. It could only be done by a 
development of the law in the United 
States courts or by Congressional legis- 
lation. The former result was neces- 
saily slow; each year showed an in- 
creased demand for special action on 
the part of Congress. But such action 
was hindered by divergence of opinion 
in that body itself. One set of men 
wished a moderate law, prohibiting the 
most serious abuses of railroad power, 
and enforced under the discretionary 
care of a commission. These men were 
for the most part not unwilling to see 
pools legalized if their members could 
thereby be held to a fuller measure of 
responsibility. On the other hand, the 
extremists wished to prescribe a system of 
equal mileage rates ; they would hear of 
no such thing as a commission, and 
hated pools as an invention of the ad- 
versary. Between the two lay a large 
body of members who had no con- 
victions on the matter, but were desir- 
ous to please everybody and offend 
nobody--a hard task in this paa'ticular 
case. It was nearly nine years from the 
time Mr. Reagan introd[lced his first 
bill when a compromise was finally el- 

fected largely by the influence of Sen- 
ator Cullom. As compromises go, it 
was a tolerably fair one. The extrem- 
ists sacrificed their opposition to a 
commission, but secured the prohibi- 
tion of pools ; the disputed points with 
regard to rates were left in such a shape 
that no man knew what the law meant, 
and each was, for the time being, able 
to interpret it to suit the wishes of his 
Congressional dist'ict. 
The immediate effects of the law were 
extremely good. There were ce'tain 
sections of it, like those which secured 
publicity of rates and equal treatment 
for different persons in the same cir- 
cumstances, whose wisdom was univer- 
sally admitted. Indeed it was rather a 
disgrace, both to the railroad agents and 
to the courts, that we had to wait for an 
act of Congress to sectu'e these ends; 
and most of the railroads made up for 
past remissness in this respect by quite 
a spasm of virtue. In some instances 

Charles Francis Adams, 

it was even thought that they "stood 
up so straight as to lean over back- 
ward." But this was not the only part 
of the law which proved efficient. The 
very vagueness of the clause concern- 
ing the relative rates for through and 
local traffic, which under other circum- 
stances might have proved fatal, put 
a most salutary power into the hands 
of the Interstate Commerce Commis- 



CHARITY. 

By H. H. Boyesen. 

dies. 

OU will 

observe," 
said the Rev. Al- 
bion Nichols, of 
Boston, to Mr. 
Mortimer Brooks, 
of New York, "that 
the young girls 
who wait upon the 
table here are la- 

Some of them are school-teachers. 

If you should address them, they would 
answer you in English fit to be printed." 
"These potatoes are not done," ob- 
served Mr. Brooks experimentally to 
the first girl who approached him. 
"Them is the donedest there be," an- 
swered the girl. 
Mr. Brooks turned rather a supercil- 
ious smile on his loquacious neighbor 
and fell to dissecting his beefsteak. 
"You selected that girl with malice 
aforethought," persisted the undaunt- 
ed clerg3;,man. "Our dear New Eng- 
land 
"Has become New Ireland, or is fast 
becoming it," finished Mr. Brooks. 
"Unhappily, yes. But there is still 
much of the old Puritan leaven left. 
Here in Poltucket, for instance, the 
Yankee is yet to be found unadulter- 
ated. Here is yet a little Goschen of 
undefiled " 
"Consumption and nasal twang," 
Brooks interrupted, while Mr. Nichols 
took a long draught of ice-water. 
"Yes, perhaps--unhappily," the con- 
ciliatory clergyman admitted ; " but 
what I mean to say is that here you have 
a feeling that you are in America among 
Americans. Here the spirit of our fa- 
thers is still alive, though much weak- 
ened by the lapse of time. That's the 
reason I return here year after year. 
When my coal-man, without the faintest 
perception of the difference in our sta- 
tions, comes up and shakes hands with 
me, I make a point of returning his 
grasp cordially. But I presume you do 
not sympathize with this spirit." 

" Oh ! yes, I sympathize ; but I wash 
my hands afterward." 
Mr. Nichols looked up reproachfully,. 
but could not forbear to smile. 
"You are a cynic," he said ; "a scoffer." 
"Not at all," replied his neighbor ; "I 
am a guileless optimist." 
Mr. Nichols smiled again, this time 
incredulously, and drank more ice-wa- 
ter. 
"Whatever you, with your supercil- 
ious foreign notions, may think," he said, 
wiping his mouth with his napkin, "the 
New England girl is the flower of ere-. 
ation." 
"Yes, but too flat-chested," contended 
Brooks. 
"Fiddle-sticks! Now look at that 
girl there. Charity, I think, is her 
name. She is book-keeper, secretary and 
what not to Mrs. Morgan, who, by the 
way, is not strong in arithmetic and chi- 
rography. Did you ever see a sweeter 
face than that girl has ? How shy and 
demure and maidenly! Why, girls of 
that type, sir, when once the primness 
and the cool virginal reserve is con- 
quered, make the loveliest wives and 
mothers in the world. They are the re- 
sults of generations ofDof----" 
"Pork and beans," suggested Brooks ; 
"and pie for breakfast." 
"1o, sir ; they are the results of gen- 
erations of high thinking and right liv- 
ing, of fear of God, cleanliness, irtue, 
and prayer." 
The girl who fm-nished the text for- 
these remarks had entered ve T oppor-. 
tunely, by the door leading from the of- 
rice, and seated herself in the vacant 
chair next to Brooks. His friend's dec- 
lamation had naturally aroused his in- 
retest in her; and in 6rder to have a 
chance to observe more closely this epit- 
ome of all New England's virtues, he 
asked her kindly to pass him the casters 
which were standing in front of her. She 
was just complying with this request 
when suddenly he flashed upon her a 
gaze of deep and serious scrutiny. He 
was the possessor of a pair of large and 
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extraordinarily expressive eyes ; and the 
abruptness and solemn intensity of their 
glance frightened the girl. She gave a 
start so violent that she dropped the 
casters into her soup-plate, whence they 
fell with a crash upon the floor. The 
unhappy creature, seeing the havoc she 
had wrought, rose precipitately and ran 
out of the room. There was a chorus 
of startled exclamations from the lady 
boarders; the landlady apologized for 
the awkwardness of the girl, and de- 
clared that she would tolerate her no 
more in her house. But when the first 
excitement had subsided, Brooks found 
the attention of the whole table concen- 
trated upon him. What had he done to 
Charity to make her behave so shock- 
ingly ? There was no one who uttered 
this query, but it was written upon all 
the curious, amused, or indignant faces 
that were turned toward the gentleman 
from New York. 
"Those New York men," an elderly 
Boston spinster was heard to remark, 
sotto voce, "they are shockingly--well, 
I won't say what I mean." 
She had no idea that the New York 
man in question rather enjoyed the sen- 
sation he was making. He made him- 
self as broad as he could, looked up 
from his plate now and then with his 
contemptuous smile, and ate on with a 
kind of insolent appetite and impertur- 
bable defiance. Before the meal was 
at an end, he had managed, somehow, 
without opening his mouth, to make all 
the ladies at the table his enemies. 

II. 

IT was not the first time in the life of 
Mortimer Brooks that he made an un- 
favorable impression. He was a tall, 
well-grown man with a handsome face, 
and yet the majority of people disliked 
him. From his earliest childhood he 
had met with antagonism and hostility, 
and he was utterly at a loss to explain 
why. He had somehow entered the 
world with the wrong foot foremost. 
There had been some difficulty between 
his father and mother vhich had clouded 
his earliest years ; and he had a vague 
impression that the latter was more to 
blame. She had during his boyhood 

dragged him about from Rome to Wies- 
baden and from Wiesbaden to Paris and 
then back again to Rome, interrupting 
his schooling whenever it suited her 
whim. An unquenchable thirst for excite- 
ment impelled her to change continu- 
ally her place of residence ; but like the 
man who moved from house to house to 
get rid of the Brownie, she always carried 
her Brownie with her. Her Brownie 
was named Discontent. She had been 
born with poor blood; and r-as blas 
from the very cradle. Toward her son 
she was by turns plaintive and irritable 
--perhaps because she felt herself in the 
wrong before him and suspected in him 
a silent accuser. She had subordinated 
his life to hers, persuading herself al- 
ways that whatever she liked to do was 
the best for him. 
After fifteen years of this migratory 
existence, during which no permanent 
relations had been formed and no ties, 
either local or personal, Mortimer found 
himself impelled to explore the land of 
his birth. His father was then dead; 
and the uncle to whom he was referred 
for funds and counsel gave him such a 
cool reception that he felt disinclined to 
make advances. He was dimly aware 
that his alienism, which he deplored but 
could not help, was mistaken by his kins- 
man for affectation; and he was too 
proud to disabuse him. At Harvard, 
where he sojourned for two years, his 
reserve and foreign appearance gained 
him much admiration but no friends. 
And it was friends he yearned for--close 
human relations, freedom from restraint, 
and communion of souls. It was in pure 
self-defence that he appeared haughty; 
because, being driven by his tempera- 
ment to extremes, he was too strong to 
be humble. He could not sue for confi- 
dence and good-will; even though he 
ardently desired them ; and the only al- 
ternative was to appear to despise them. 
The gift to unlock hearts had somehow 
been denied him; and he would gladly 
have given all advantages he possessed 
in exchange for this one gift. He re- 
membered having once envied a Roman 
gamin whose mother slapped him in the 
street and afterwards hugged him with 
repentant tears to her boson. The in- 
pulsive naturalness of both acts lay so 
far beyond the sphere in which his lot 
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was cast, that, by contrast, they ap- 
peared admirable. He hungered at 
times for censure almost as much as he 
hungered for praise; but both were re- 
fused him. He moved about in a shadow 
world, where all seemed unreal, except 
his own acute sense of his unsatis- 
fied desires. People loved, wooed, and 
mourned round about him; and only he 
seemed to be cut off from all these sweet 
experiences of common, every-day mor- 
tality. He was scarcely himself aware 
that, as he brooded over the exceptional 
character of his lot, there grew a certain 
vague satisfaction within him which 
tempered his regret, a subtile pride in 
the very fact that he was exceptional. 
But this was a bitter-sweet feeling, after 
all, and far removed from contentment. 
After having gotten into collision with 
the college authorities about a question 
of discipline, Mortimer left the academic 
halls, and drifted about for some yeal, 
in search of a vocation. He was con- 
scious of great powers, that seemed 
available for almost anything; but the 
particular task which presented itself 
was always more or less distasteful. He 
had money enough to support existence 
in a modest way, without working, but 
could imagine nothing more contempt- 
ible than such impotent resignation. 
He would have taken to literature if he 
had not felt confident that the first note 
he struck would be a strident discord. 
He had written some things, to be sure ; 
but had received them back from the 
magazines with the consoling assurance 
that "non-acceptance did not necessarily 
imply lack of merit." His private con- 
viction was that in his case it implied 
too much merit; but, of com'se, it was 
useless to argue the thing, and he was 
too clever not to see that the magazine 
point of view was commercially right. 
In the meanwhile, feeling the need of 
doing something to put the editors in 
the wrong, he retired to the remote 
island of Poltucket, where the conditions 
for such an enterprise were said to be 
favorable. He engaged comfortable 
lodgings at Mrs. Morgan's boarding- 
house on the Bluff, and had just pre- 
pared himself to establish amicable rela- 
tions with all the spinsters on the back 
piazza, when the incident with the book- 
keeper spoiled all his beautiful plans. 

During the long eventless afternoons, 
this scandalous occurrence was vehe- 
mently debated on all the piazzas in the 
town, and a Brooks and an anti-Brooks 
party were soon distinguishable among 
Mrs. Morgan's boarders. The former 
consisted chiefly of Miss Anastasia Her- 
komer, a rather plain young lady from 
Yassar, who declared that she could see 
no reason why a man should not look at 
a girl as much as he liked, and step on 
her foot, too, if it amused him, provided 
he granted her the privilege to step on 
his in return. She took it into her head 
to admire Brooks prodigiously (also by 
way of diversion), and felt flattered and 
exhilarated by the teasing comments and 
railleries which were aimed at her by her 
fellow-boarders. She got up quite a 
"Hamlet," not only in the absence of 
the Prince, but without his knowledge. 
As for the girl who had been the in- 
nocent cause of all this disturbance, she 
had been in some manner spirited away. 
Mrs. Morgan professed to be ignorant of 
her whereabouts, and declined to enter- 
tain the proposition to take her back. 
A great deal of hysterical philanthropy 
which was stirred up in her behalf ran 
absolutely to waste. Even a purse that 
was made up by the lady boarders who 
resented her dismissal failed to reach 
her through the Post Office, and it was 
on that occasion that Miss Anastasia 
scandalized the company on the piazza 
by recommending that it be intrusted to 
Mr. Brooks, who probably had a better 
knowledge of the topography of the 
island than the Postmaster. The lev. 
Mr. Nichols, who kindly acted as agent- 
in-chief for the ladies' indignation com- 
mittee, had, in the meanwhile, become 
possessed of some scraps of the girl's 
history, which he communicated with 
slight dramatic embellishments to the 
committee. Her name, as they already 
knew, was Charity Howland. She was 
the daughter of a once prosperous law- 
yer, long since deceased ; her mother was 
a Miss Tuthfll and was said to have had 
some of the best blood in New England 
in her veins. The daughter had lived, 
since her mother's death, in the houses 
of various remote relatives, and had been 
badly treated by some of them. She 
had been an omnivorous reader and had 
acquired a sort of fragmentary education. 
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She was as shy as a plover, and when 
you chanced to look at her, started like 
a bird about to take flight. The fact 
was, although she was born and bred on 
the island, nobody seemed to know much 
about her, one way or the other, except 
that she was a "poor orphaned critter," 
that, as an old sea-captain remarked, she 
was "sorter shet-up-tight, like a quote- 
hog," and "that it warn't no easy lob to 
get a shot at her." Mr. Nichols was 
about to inquire why anybody should 
want to shoot at her ; but caught him- 
self in time to discover that the remark 
was lnetaphorical. 

III. 
THE great scenic feature of Poltucket 
is a jagged mole or jetty, made of enor- 
mous stones, running three quarters of a 
mile out into the water. It has sagged 
a little in places and is there overrun 
at high tide ; but when the tide is below 
the flood-mark, it is dotted all over with 
bright-colored sun-umbrellas, under each 
of which will be found, on investigation, 
a young lady, a novel, and occasionally 
also a young man. In the latter case, it 
sometimes happens that the novel floats 
in to the town with the rising tide. Morti- 
mer Brooks found this jetty attractive, 
not so much on account of the vacancies 
under the sun-umbrellas, as on account of 
the facilities it offered for fishing. Here 
was an opportunity for catching lobster, 
scup, and even plaice-fish, without re- 
sorting to oars. 
It was on a blustery afternoon in July, 
about two weeks after the disappearance 
of Charity Howland, that Brooks, in 
fashionable sportsman's attire, was seen 
looming up against the horizon, with a 
fishing-spear and a rod on his shoulder. 
He passed successfully the various pit- 
falls, marked by blue and scarlet para- 
sols, and after a stiffclimb over the rough 
stones reached the part of the jetty 
where eel and plaice-fish were said to 
abound. He stood there for fully three 
hotu-s, and had fair luck, though the exas- 
perating little whaler-fish amused them- 
selves stealing his bait and, by their su- 
perior agility, snatching the hook before 
the very. noses of their larger and more 
desirable neighbors. The tide had, in 
the meanwhile, changed, and was run- 

ning out at a high speed. The sun had 
set, and the wind was blowing a gale 
from the north. The spray beat over the 
stones every moment, and flew in hissing 
showers through the air. It was get- 
ting decidedly unpleasant, and Brooks 
determined to tempt fortune no longer, 
but betake himself back to the sectuity of 
the solid earth and Mrs. hlorgan's hostile 
piazza. He had just wound his line on 
the rod, and was about to turn his back 
on Boreas, when he discovered the figm-e 
of a solitary woman in a dory, some 
twenty feet beyond the end of the jetty. 
She was making great exertions to pull 
up her anchor, but apparently did not 
succeed. Brooks watched her for a 
minute or two, then shouted to her, but 
received no reply. The wind drowned 
his voice. He could not make up his 
mind whether she was in danger or not; 
and therefore feared to appear importu- 
nate with his offer of help. The tide, in 
the meanwhile, which at that ve T point 
ran with the greatest vehemence, was 
tossing the do T up and down and 
drenching its occupant with spurts of 
flying spray. Sudden squalls swept, with 
smoke and blackening water in their 
track, across the harbor; and a few be- 
lated catboats which had been out blue- 
fishing came scudding along with double- 
reefed sails, careening heavily, and 
burying their noses with a great splash 
in the white-crested waves. The young 
girl in the dory was casting anxious 
glances toward the dark-blue horizon, in 
the pauses between her futile struggles 
with the anchor-chain. Brooks had by 
this time made up his mind that he would 
rather risk offending her than see her 
perish before his eyes. Having fastened 
his rod between the stones, he started 
forward, with the spear, leaping from 
rock to rock, and in ten or fifteen minutes 
reached the end of the jetty. The gh'l 
was then seated with averted face in an 
attitude of resignation, watching the 
motions of the gulls that circled scream- 
ing over her head. Two fishing-lines 
were hanng over the gunwale; but 
she did not heed them. "Do you need 
help .9" shouted Brooks. 
She started at the sound of his voice 
as if she had been shot ; glanced shyly 
toward him, and then looked again at 
the horizon. 
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shifting play of color. 
never seen before; and it was won- 
drously beautiful. 
It is said that the happiest moments 
in our lives appear the shortest. It is 
not always so. To Charity it seemed as 
if she had lived a life in the five or 
ten minutes 
before he put 

All that she had Charming face, too," he added musing, 
" and a good figure, though a trifle too 
slight." 
It occurred to him, at that moment, 
that his escapade had taken place in full 
view of Mrs. Morgan's piazza, and that he 
probably had disported himself in the 
focus of the 
/. 4 three or four 

her down on 
the stones of 
the jetty. But 
what could 
she say to 
him now ? It 
seemed un- 
endurable to 
have to speak 
and thank 
him, an d tune 
her exaltation 
down to com- 
monplaces. 
She had no 
lan-mage in 
which fitting- 
ly to ad4ress 
him ; and 
when her 
feet touched 
the granite 
blocks, an ir- 
resistible im- 
pulse set them 
in motion, 
and she flew 
away, leaping 
from stone to 
stone, like 
some shy and 
agile animal 
that hears the 
hounds be- 

hind it. Brooks looked after her in as- 
tonishment ; but was, on the whole, not 
ill-pleased. He saw her slim figure out- 
lined now against the brown land, now 
against the blue water: the wind 
strained and fluttered her garments 
about her form and emphasized its 
comeliness. The young man, dxipping 
wet as he was, stood leaning upon the 
lobster-spear, regarding her leisurely. 
The longer he looked, the more pleased 
he was. 
"She is original, to say the least," he 
muttered ; "she has delicacy of feeling. 

field-glasses 
which, from 
that social 
observa t o r y, 
were always 
sweeping the 
horizon. That 
reflection 
drove the 
blood to his 
cheeks, and 
robbedhim of 
all joy in his 
adventure. 

IV. 

TE REV. 
ALo Nc- 
o.s felt called 
upon to make 
himself t h e 
spokesman of 
the universal 
indign a rio n. 
He was a man 
in whom la- 
dies naturally 
confided, and 
he could no 
but a g r e e 
with them 
that Brooks's 
conduct was scandalous. For, of course, 
that Quixotic rescue from a boat, ly- 
ing calmly at the end of the jetty, was, 
on his part at least, a mere piece of 
bravado, prompted by his delight in 
outraging the proprieties. Mr. -ichols 
felt justified in taking him to task for 
such conduct, first, because he was a 
clergyman, and, secondly, because he 
had been a classmate of Brooks at col- 
lege. He was prepared, of course, to 
have the delinquent resent the repri- 
mand (for he was terribly touchy, where 
censure was implied); but he was far 
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slap of the fish-tail upon his cheek frus- gone and done it," exclaimed the old 
trated his purpose. "Captain Jewell," mariner with a kind of half-hearted 
she said, stamping her foot, "I am bruvado ; but he saw the vanity of per- 
ashamed of you." severing on that tack and promptly took 
Brooks as amazed at such an exhi- his bearings. "I didn't mean to hurt yer, 
bition of spirit, and the animation of her child," he added ruefully. "Ye know I 

be an old fool." 

Y. 

THE island of Poltucket is about as flat 
as a pancake. There is a saying there 
that, if your children go astray, you only 
have to stand up on a chair and look 
through an opera-glass; then you are 
sure to find them. To make assur- 
ance doubly sure, however, most of the 
houses in loltucket are provided with a 
square platform or balcony on the roof, 
right arotmd the chimney;and there 
you may see the aged sea-captains sit by 
the hour, sweeping the horizon with their 

'" -  - " z. - telescopes. It may not be their children 
:: ._ .": _---, i, " '. <.. they are looking after ; as these are apt 
-:- : "- ) :. - " . to be beyond the age of parental tute- 
-'" ;-'-: : :--.-'-z_ _" lage, but anything, living or inanimate, 
..---. - --_ _-. " on land or sea, affords a welcome break 
-7'--7-:: -_ in the heavy monotony of life. A ship, 

"Thar she blows!" said the captain, with a confidential 
wink to his visitor. 

pretty face, usually so demure, took him 
no less by surprise. She gave the cap- 
rain a vivid account of the day's advent- 
ures, and was scudding along at a brisk 
rate, when all of a sudden-she broke off 
in the middle of a sentence, dropped her 
eyes and stared at the floor. The ani- 
mation died out of her face, and the 
blood mounted to her cheeks, and spread 
over her neck and forehead. 
It was the sudden discovery of Brooks, 
sitting half hidden behind the opened 
door, which caused the transformation. 
It was pitiful to see her embarrassment. 
She seemed to look in vain for some 
crack or coer where she might creep 
and hide herself. If she had twisted her 
apron or bit her finger tips, in the con- 
ventional way, the Captain would have 
been relieved of his oppressive sense of 
guilt. But she stood utterly helpless, 
looking at him with the blank reproach 
of a creature which suffers but cannot 
retaliate. 
" Wal now, I'll be blowed ef I hain't 

if it be sound, calls half the population 
to their roofs ; a wreck the whole. Char- 
ity Howland was therefore perfectly in 
order when, the day after Brooks's visit, 
she was seen seated (n the roof with her 
glass leveled toward some distant object. 
It was only Miss I-Ierkomer, at Mrs. Mor- 
gan's, who found her action reprehensi- 
ble ; and that was probably because Miss 
Herkomer was herself, at that moment, 
engaged in marine observation. She 
had gotten Brooks in her focus, as he 
lay "scupping" in a boat out at the bell- 
buoy; and she had a suspicion that 
Charity's glass was leveled in the same 
direction. She had been Charity's 
champion, as long as she believed the 
whole affair to be a mere idle excitement, 
bred in the fancy of hysterical spinsters. 
But now a sharp pang of jealousy nestled 
in her heart; and she began to suspect 
that she was not so disinterested as she 
had imagined. And Charity, when sud- 
denly she found Miss Herkomer's gaunt 
image in her focus with quite a sinister 
expression, and the threatening glass 
pointed unmistakably at herself, was 
smitten by her conscience, and in guilt)" 
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confusion tumbled down the stairs. Miss Anastasia, in the deadly tedium 
The damsel from Vassar, on the other of Mrs. Morgan's piazza, spent much 
hand, persevered for two hours in her time pondering on the relation of Brooks 
task ; and rather invited than repelled to Charity. Her own life had been des- 
observation. She was endeavoring to perately barren and devoid of incident. 
persuade herself that her sham passion She had taken refuge in intellectual 
was real; while the poor little gh-1 in pursuits, as a derier ressort, in order 

Captain Jew- 
eli's garret 
stood with 
fear and 
trembling, 
staring at the 
wall, endeav- 
oring to con- 
vince herself 
that her real 
passion was a 
dehsion. A 
man was such 
a remote and 
formidable 
kind of creat- 
ure to her, 
that it had 
never seri- 
ously entered 
into her cal- 
culations that 
he was indis- 
pensable to 
any sort of 
love romance 
ending in " " -- 
bliss or mis- 
ery. But 
since her ad- 
venture at the 
end of the jet- 
ty, she ha.d be- 
gun to think 
with vague 
thrills of joy 
and fear of 
the possibilities which such a relation 
involved. She lived over again in fancy, 
a hundred times, her sensations when 
she sat enthroned upon his arm, with 
the gulls and the wind shrieking in her 
ears and the wide glorious horizon all 
about her. 

/ 

" The poor little girl in Captain Jewell's garret stood with fear and trembling." 

Such an hour, 
When the shriveled life-germs burst into 
flowe5 
Compensates in a breath 
For the chill and the darkness of death. 

to make exist- 
ence endura- 
ble. Other- 
wise she 
would have 
gone mad 
from sheer 
boredom. 
She had taken 
a lively inter- 
est in Char- 
ity, as long as 
she believed 
her to be a 
wronged 
member of 
her own sex. 
But she found 
it hard to for- 
give her the 
enjoyment of 
romantic mis- 
cry and agita- 
tion. The tel- 
escope inci- 
dent put a 
new face 
upon every- 
thing ; it 
made her 
hate Char- 
ity, and yet 
vaguely de- 
sire to be 
near her. I 
am not sure 
that she re- 

solved to outshine her intellectually, and 
by her superior charms to introduce an 
tmpleasant complication into the ro- 
mance which might otherwise run too 
smoothly. I think rather it was a dim 
craving for excitement which impelled 
her, and a dim but tantalizing curiosity 
as to what was really going on between 
those two mysterious and uncommunica- 
tive persons. She accordingly surprised 
Captain Jewell with a visit one afteloon, 
and quite dumfounded him by her lively 
interest in his baskets. She bought half 
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a dozen, which she declared to be "im- 
mense," though they were but eight 
or ten inches in diameter;and impor- 
tuned the old man to teach her how to 
make them. tie saw no way of refus- 
ing, and finally agreed to give her les- 
sons, at fifty cents an hour. 
"And how is your sweet grand- 
daughter ?" asked Miss Herkomer with 
nervous vivacity; "I do hope she is 
well." 
"She is underground these nine years, 
mum," answered the literal Captain; "I 
reckon she be comfortable." 
"You don't mean to say so. Vhy no, 
that isn't possible; for I saw her only 
the other day, and she looked perfectly 
lovely." 
"She was a likely child, mum, but 
she turned up her toes, nine years ago, 
in August, jest as the mackerel come, 
and the Spanish brigantine was wrecked 
on the south shore." 
Miss Herkomer, feeling unequal to the 
further pursuit of the subject, trans- 
ferred her interest to the wreck, and sat 
down on an empty soap-box, while the 
Captain consented to part with some 
fragments of information concerning 
the memorable event. He was endeav- 
oring, with the utmost difficult)-, to ex- 
plain the uses of the life-saving appa- 
ratus, when the door to the kitchen was 
opened, and Charity entered. Miss Her- 
komer jumped up, put her arms about 
her waist, and kissed her with much 
effusion. She did not allow the girl's 
look of surprise in the least to danpen 
her ardor. 
"I have missed you so much since 
you left, dear," she said; "and I re- 
gretted so much that lamentable affair 
with Mr. Brooks. I think he was hor- 
rid to subject you to such a humilia- 
tion ; and I have never been able to for- 
give him for it. I assure you, I have not 
spoken to him once since you left. I 
don't suppose you have seen him, either, 
have you ?" 
"Yes," said Charity simply ; "I have." 
"Yes, of course, you couldn't help 
seeing him; but what I mean is, you 
haven't talked with him." 
"Yes ; I have talked with him too." 
Anastasia was a trifle taken aback. 
She was not prepared for such sincerity. 
The thought occurred to her that Char- 

ity was crowing over her ; or that per- 
haps she was deeper than anybody sus- 
pected. 
"Now, dear, let us be perfectly frank 
with each other," she said; "there is 
nothing that I admire more than per- 
fect sincerity. If there is one virtue 
I possess, it is that. You know, of 
course, it is of no consequence to me, 
one way or another, whether you have 
talked with Mr. Brooks." 
She felt she had struck a false note 
there, before the words were fairly ut- 
tered; but her lips went mechanically 
and blundered on. There seemed to be 
a demon in her tongue, who delighted 
in this kind of transparent mendacity 
which deceived no one. She felt she 
was getting into deeper waters the 
longer she talked; and yet she could 
not stop without, somehow, appearing to 
herself awkward and foolish. The fact 
was, she was new to the rSle, having never 
cared enough for men to compromise 
her conscience on their account. But 
this miserable Brooks, in whom she had 
interested herself, at first, as a joke, had 
revenged himself by taking possession 
of her mind in a wholly unprecedented 
manner. She was now perfectly aware 
that she had lodged in Charity's heart 
the very suspicion she had intended 
to avert. She was looking anxiously 
toward the door, expecting, every mo- 
ment, to see Brooks enter. Charity was 
sitting, with a kind of chilly wonder, 
watching her face, and dodging her 
direct questions with a childlike inge- 
nuity which was admirable, because it 
looked like candor. As killing time was 
the object, ]VIiss Anastasia again ad- 
dressed herself to the Captain, who had 
been braiding his osiers automatically, 
and deplored the frequency of wrecks 
upon the 1)oltucket coast. 
"It ain't no use whimperin', mum,'" 
the old man replied ; "ef wrecks wasn't 
good fer somethin', the Lord wouldn't 
send 'era." 
"Good for something !" exclaimed 
Miss Herkomer; "you don't mean to 
say that you like to see people perish 
"I didn't say nuthin' of the sort, 
mum; but our folks has got ter live; 
and there ain't nuthin' else fer them to 
live on now, sence the guvernment killed 
the shippin'." 
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some clever manceuvring, several were 
invited who, it was known, would be un- 
able to go, and in the end the select and 
congenial party, when it met at three 
o'clock in the afteloon on the wharf, 
was found to consist of but four per- 
sons, the fourth of whom was Charity 
Howland. Brooks, who had done a 
little plotting of his own, had persuaded 
Nichols to hire Captain Jewell's catboat, 
(on charitable grounds as he urged)and 
as the young girl was amply competent 
to sil it, the guileless parson had con- 
eluded to engage her, and dispense with 
a sailing-master. That seemed, in view 
of what had occurred between him and 
Brooks (in whose good graces he was 
anxious to re-establish himself), a sort of 
amende honorable--a vote of confidence, 
as it were, the delicacy of which no one 
could fail to appreciate. 
I shll not attempt to describe Anas- 
tasia's feelings, when she found herself 
outplotted in this shameful manner. She 
had to display a cheerful mask, of course, 
butitcostheraconsiderable effol. The 
plan was, to spend the afternoon fishing, 
tke supper on board and sail home by 
moonlight, returning about 10 or 11 
o'clock in the evening. The wind was 
fair, and the boat shot ahead at a good 
speed. Charity sat bare-headed at the 
rudder, holcling the tiller with a firm 
grasp, and with a cool professional 
glance (which Brooks found ravishing) 
watching the sail, the water, and the 
horizon. She commanded "heads 
down" when she jibed, with a sang 
froid in which there was no trace of her 
customary .timidity. The low sand- 
dunes that inclosed the harbor floated 
like enchanted isles upon the bosom of 
the sea, the vast vault of the sky was 
steeped in sunshine, and the gulls who 
rejoiced in its freedom seemed embodi- 
ments of bliss. If it had been ichols 
and not Miss Herkomer who, in the 
midst of his glorious absorption in the 
elements, had asked Brooks what his 
opinion was of George Eliot's "Theo- 
phrastus Such," he would have felt 
tempted to do him bodily harm. In 
fact, the question jarred so violently on 
him that he had to exercise all his self- 
restraint, in order to give a polite an- 
swer. 
"Oh, have pity on my youth and in- 

nocence, Miss Herkomer," he exclaimed 
with mock entreaty ; "what have I done 
to thee, that thou should' st thus maltreat 
me ? " 
"I fear, Mr. Brooks, you are one of 
those who disapprove of intellect in 
women," Miss Herkomer rejoined, with 
a primness which was in itself a rebuke 
to his levity. 
"Not at all. I only hold that there 
are some things which are more valuable 
than intellect." 
"More valuable than intellect! What 
are they, pray ?" 
"Health, first of all ; innocence and 
simplicity of soul, sweet and unspoiled 
emotions." 
He looked directly at the unconscious 
girl at the rudder, as if he read out of 
her face all the things which he found 
most admirable. 
"You mean to say," demanded Miss 
Herkomer, with a note of exasperation 
which she found it hard to suppress, 
"that the mere crude health which any 
peasant or fisher-girl possesses is more 
valuable to the world than the noble in- 
tellect of a George Sand or a George 
Eliot ?" 
"If it is a question of universal ap- 
plication, I should say yes," answered 
Brooks fearlessly ; "if you mean only in 
rare individual cases, I should say no. 
In my opinion, the world could better 
afford to spare in its womankind the in- 
tellect of George Eliot than the health 
which such intellectual attainments 
would be apt to undermine. George 
Eliot, as you know, died childless; if all 
womankind died childless, but with tow- 
ering intellects, civilization would ex- 
pire with us, and we should all have 
lived in vain." 
Mr. Nichols, who had been trolling a 
bluefish line, here gave a shout, which 
happily interrupted the discussion. He 
rose in the boat with visible excitement, 
and began to haul with all his might. 
"Keep your line taut," cried Charit); 
her eyes suddenly afire with interest; 
--" no, no ! not that way, or you'll un- 
hook him !" 
"But he cuts my hands cruelly," 
whimpered Eichols. "I don't think I 
can stand it much longer." 
"Take the tiller quick ; and I'll haul 
him," said the girl, with quiet decision ; 
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and no sooner had the clergyman handed 
her the line, han, with five or six strong 
and steady pulls, she landed a splendid 
bluefish, weighing some six or seven 
pounds. Brooks, who could not get his 
eyes off her, was enchanted at the swift 
security and skill with which she han- 
dled the big fish, keeping at the same 
time a vigilant watch on the parson, 
whose manipulation of the tiller she evi- 
dently distrusted. Hers was no crude 
peasant face in which the primitive bo- 
vine virtues were lebly written. In 
her eye the fire of thought had been kin- 
dled, generations ago, and in the chisel- 
ing of her face nature had traced many 
a delicate intention. And yet, coupled 
with this, there were an admirable alert- 
ness of sense and practical skill which, 
to the young man who had spent his 
life among books and in the over-refine- 
ment of a forei-m civilization, seemed 
wholly adorable. He-had all his life 
seen helpless women who took a pride 
in their uselessness and ignorance of 
practical concerns; and by contrast, an 
efficient woman who, without the sacri- 
fice of her womanly character and 
charm, could sil a boat, braid a basket, 
and cook a beefsteak, struck him as a 
fascinating novelty. He contrasted her 
deep and wholesome content with the 
intellectual contortions of Miss Herko- 
mer, who skimmed with feverish rest- 
lessness over all the sciences, and was 
always uneasy lest she should not se- 
cure proper recognition for her attain- 
ments. - 
It is not improbable that Anastasia 
had a suspicion of what was going on 
in Brooks's mind; at all events, she 
was aware that she had displeased him 
by her question about "Theophrastus 
Such." She always felt an iwepressible 
irritation in the presence of men who 
undervalued the intellect of vomen ; and 
neglected no opportunity to champion 
the cause of her oppressed sex. And 
yet, in the case of Brooks, it somehow 
heightened her respect for him, to "know 
that he did not take her intellectual 
claims seriously. It did not occur to 
her "to give in," of course; but in her 
heart of hearts she rather liked his con- 
temptuous tone, provoking though it 
was. 
lothing of any consequence occurred 

during the afternoon, except that sev- 
eral dozen soups were caught and a few 
sea-bass. At about seven o'clock they 
anchored near the island of Pucker- 
tuck, a mere reef or sand-dune, which is 
cut up into several islets at high tide, one 
of them suppoling a light-house with 
a revolving light of three colors, and 
the summer cottage of a Bostonian, who 
thus advertises his love of solitude. The 
wind had stiffened somewhat, after sun- 
set, and the tide was coming in, flowing 
with considerable violence over the shal- 
low sand-flats. On the outer side of the 
reef they could hear the surf booming, 
and the wind flung, every now and then, 
a shower of spray toward them. The 
wicks were trimmed in the kerosene 
stove, and in an amazingly short time 
the big bluefish found himself split down 
the buck and flung into the frying-pan. 
"Hand me a match, please," said 
Charity, who was stooping over the 
stove, attending to the preliminaries of 
the banquet. 
"A match ? Why, certainly," answered 
Brooks and Nichols in chorus, and fum- 
bled in their pockets. 
"I confess I am almost hungry-," said 
Anastasia, a little anxiously. 
"I confess I am ravenous," remarked 
Nichols; "this sea-air has aroused in 
me a very unclerical appetite." 
"Or say, rather, a very clerical appe- 
tite," suggested Brooks. "I do hope 
you have brought matches, for I have 
none." 
"Nor have I," the clergyman rejoined, 
with a dismayed look; "I could have 
sworn I had some, but I must have lef 
the box in my room." 
An excited consultation ensued, dur- 
ing which Nichols suffered all the hor- 
rors of slow starvation, while Anastasia 
drew lots in fancy as to who was to be 
eaten, and found that her rival was des- 
ionated for the sacrifice. 
"We shall have to land at Pucker- 
tuck," said Charity. "I'll go up to 
Mr. Bateman's cottage and get some 
matches." 
"But it is getting dark and foggy," Brooks objected. "You might be bloom 
off to sea, and nobody know what had 
become of you." 
"The moon is just rising; and any- 
way I am not afraid." 
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She sprang forward and pulled up the 
anchor, while Brooks hoisted the sail 
and Nichols got his feet entangled in 
the rope and came near falling over- 
board. In another instant she was at 
the tiller, ran the boat neatly up along 
the sandy shore, let the sail "lay to," 
flung the anchor up on the beach, and 
herself jumped after it. 
"Hold on a minute," cried Brooks; 
"I am going with you." 
He saw her form vanishing in the fog, 
but managed to catch up -ith her. 
"Why do you want to run away from 
me .9" he asked ; but the thunder of the 
surf on the outer reef nearly drowned 
his voice and made it impossible to hear 
what she answered. 
"Take my arm," he went on, "or I 
shall lose you altogether." 
But she only hastened tremblingly 
on, and almost ran, as if to escape him. 
There was to him something sweet and 
primitive in this mute flight, which was 
no sham manoeuvre, but prompted by a 
real fear. He fancied he could almost 
hear her heart beat in the twilight. All 
the great emotions lie close to each other 
in an unspoiled nature. It vas not in an- 
cient times only that women stood with 
fear and trembling in the presence of 
nature's great mysteries. To this shy 
and virginal soul the repellant quality 
of manhood was yet stronger than the 
attractive. 
"It is no good trying to n away 
from me," said the young man, laughing ; 
"I can beat you racing any day." 
The fog was closing about them, and 
they seemed alone in an empty world. 
The moon looked like a dimly luminous 
spot in the mist, but emerged now and 
then with a pallid, frightened face, as 
the wind tore rifts in the vapors. The 
world seemed more than ever a world of 
shadows, unsubstantial, like the phan- 
tasms of a dream. He and she--the 
man and the woman, who loved each 
other--seemed to loom out of the fog as 
the only realities. 
"Here is the Bateman cottage," said 
Charity, as an outline of denser obscur- 
ity became visible against the brighter 
mist which the moon pervaded. 
"I fear they have all gone to bed," 
said Brooks ; "there is not a light to be 
seen anywhere." 

He walked about the house, knocking 
at doors and window-shutters, but re- 
ceived no response. 
"The house is inhabited by the seven 
sleepers," he cried, as he rejoined Char- 
ity on the porch. 
"I fear it is not inhabited at all," re- 
plied the girl;the people must have 
left yesterday. There were lights in the 
windows, night before last." 
"I suppose, then, we had better try 
the light-house." 
"I'm afraid the tide is too high; we 
can't get across." 
"What do you propose to do, then ,9" 
"Get back to town as fast as we can. 
The chances are that we shall haft some 
boat, as soon as the fog lifts; and then 
we can borrow matches." 
They groped about in the twilight for 
a quarter of an hour, he keeping close 
in her track. The tide rose higher and 
higher, making the strip of sand upon 
which they walked narrower and nar- 
rower, and the surf, roared along the 
outer reef with a deep and mighty voice. 
When they reached the point of land 
where they had put up the catboat, they 
began to halloo, but received no answer. 
lresently, they found the anchor and 
the rope attached to it. They stood 
long staring at it in speechless amaze- 
ment. 
"What does it mean,9" exclaimed 
Brooks, at last; "is it a bad joke, or 
have they lost their senses ?" 
"I think I see it," Charity replied; 
"the clergyman was afraid to have the 
sail up, and so, to let it down, he untied 
by mistake the anchor line, and they 
drifted off." 
"They will be sure to capsize," cried 
Brooks; "they will be blown to sea or 
perish in the breakers." 
"No; the tide is running in. It'll 
take them back to town ; if they manage 
to get the sail down, nothing can hap- 
pen to them." 
She seated herself, without visible agi- 
tation, on the beach, and he flung him- 
self down at her feet. They were silent 
for a long while, listening to the heavy 
cannonading of the surf, which broke 
with its hoarse thunder against the nar- 
row strip of sand upon which they were 
sitting. There was a tremendous 
rhythm in it--a pause, filled with a dull 
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receding roar, then a fresh explosion of lay at her feet, and saw his features soft- 
wrath, which shook the land's founda- ened, as it were, through the fog. Her 
tions. It seemed to her, as she sat lis- thoughts, her feelings, her very senses, 
tening, as if it were the earth itself were in a strange whirl, and all sorts of 
breathing--inhaling, and exhaling,--as dim yearnings peeped forth, only to be 

hustled out of sight 
and bashfully hid- 
den. She felt his 
eyes resting upon 
her tenderly, and 
with a sweet serious- 
ness which made her 
glow and shiver in 
the same moment. 
There must have 
been something 
sympathetic in the 
shiver, for he pres- 
ently got up, and 
shivered too. 
"It is getting 
dark," he said ; "the 
moon will soon drop 
out of sight." 
She made no an- 
swer, and he saun- 
tered uneasily about 
her for a few min- 
utes, gazing intently 
at her, as if he were 
battling with some 
great resolution. 
She looked lovely, 
as she sat there in 
the moon-lit fog, her 
eyes -kindled with 
emotion, and her 
pensive, demure lit- 
tle face animated by 
a vague expectancy. 
"Miss Charity," 
he began, his voice 
starting out of the 
dusk with sudden 
vehemence ; "I have 
a world of things to 
say to you. I have 

" They were silent for a long while, listening to the heavy cannonading of the surf." :B e f o r e he had 
time to finish, a tre- 
if she felt its mighty breast heaving. In mendous wave broke over the reef, 
the presence of this gigantic monster, spreading with scores of shallow arms 
which spoke with the voice of eternity over the sand. In an instant she was on 
in her ear, whose very gentlest whisper her feet and rushed up the beach. But 
shook her innermost being, she felt her- he caught her in his arms, and held her 
self so infinitely small. She looked half in a tight embrace, while the water gut- 
anxiously at the face of the youth who gled about her ankles. 
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"You wished to say something to 
me," she whispered after a long silence. 
He was about to answer, but found 
himself suddenly enveloped in an intense 
crimson illumination, tie looked at 
Charity, and she too shone as if lighted 
up by Bengal fire. It took him fully a 
minute to recover from his consternation, 
and to trace the singular phenomenon 
to its origin. It was the revolving light 
of the government light-house, which 
had accidentally flashed its blood-red 

sheen upon them. And it was owing'to 
this circumstance that a belated fisher- 
man who was tacking close to shore 
caught sight of them in the midst of the 
fleecy sea of indistinguishable fog. 
"Man ahoy !" he called; and was not 
a little surplised when the answer came 
in a woman's voice. 
He made out the mystery, howeveL 
by recollecting the passage in the mar- 
riage service which bids the two to be 
one. 

TWO GRECIAN MYTHS. 

By C. P. Crancb. 
I. 

ICARUS. 

HE sold his poems and was free from care. 
The clitics praised them, and he trod on air. 
The people crowned him 'mid their poet-kings. 
He touched the earth no more, but spread his wings. 

But ah, the test of worth he could not shun. 
His wings were wax, and melted in the sun. 
The sires gazed upward on a flight of fame. 
Their sons looked down on a forgotten name. 

H. 

Doubtless they missed him at the rustic board 
In the rude herdsmen's feast of home-brewed ale. 
His thoughts, his dreams, his nobler longings soared 
Beyond the vulgar jest and trivial tale. 
Into his larger sky's ethereal zone 
The wings that lifted him were not his om. 

Jove's eagle snatched him from the common throng, 
And bore him to the blue Olympian heights. 
What cared he for his comrades' homely song 
In the new opening heaven of sounds and sights-- 
Where in a sphere of harmonies divine 
He served the gods and poured celestial wine! 
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a portion of the shores of Fife : my first 
professional tour, my first journey in 
the complete character of man, without 
the help of petticoats. 
The Kingdom of Fife (that royal prov- 
ince) may be observed by the curious 
on the map, occupying a tongue of land 
between the firths of Forth and Tay. 
It may be continually seen from many 
parts of Edinburgh (among the rest, 
from the windows of my father's house) 
dying away into the distance and the 
easterly haar with one smoky sea-side 
town beyond another, or in winter 
1)tinting on the gray heaven some glit- 
tering hill tops. It has no beauty to 
recommend it, being a low, sea-salted, 
wind-vexed promontory ; trees very 
rare, except (as common on the east 
coast) along the dens of rivers; the 
fields well cultivated, I understand, but 
not lovely to the eye. It is of the coast 
I speak : the interior may be the garden 
of Eden. History broods over that pal 
of the world like the easterly haar. 
Even on the map, its long row of Gaelic 
place-names bear testimony to an old 
and settled race. Of these little towns, 
posted along the shore as close as 
sedges, each with its bit of harbor, its 
old weather-beaten church or public 
building, its flavor of decayed pros- 
perity and decaying fish, not one but 
has its legend, quaint or tragic: Dun- 
fermline, in whose royal towers the king 
may be still observed (in the ballad) 
drinking the blood-red wine ; somno- 
lent Inverkeithing, once the quarantine 
of Leith ; Aberdour, hard by the monas- 
tic islet of Inchcolm, hard by Dent- 
bristle where the "bonny face was 
spoiled ;" Burntisland where, when Paul 
Jones was off the coast, the leverend 
Mr. Shirra had a table carried between 
tide-marks, and publicly prayed against 
the rover at the pitch of his voice and 
his broad lowland dialect ; Kinghorn, 
where Alexander "brak's neckbane" 
and left Scotland to the English wars; 
Kirkaldy, where the witches once pre- 
vailed extremely and sunk tall ships and 
honest mariners in the North Sea; Dy- 
sart, famous--well famous at least to 
me for the Dutch ships that lay in its 
harbor, painted like toys and with pots 
of flowers and cages of song-birds in 
the cabin windows, and for one partic- 

ular Dutch skipper who would sit all 
day in slippers on the break of the 
poop, smoking a long German pipe; 
Wemyss (pronounce Weems) with its 
bat-haunted caves, where the Chevalier 
Johnstone, on his flight from Culloden, 
passed a night of superstitious terrors ; 
Leven, a bald, quite modern place, sa- 
cred to summer visitors, whence there 
has gone but yesterday the tall figure 
and the white locks of the last English- 
man in Delhi, my uncle Dr. Balfour, 
who was still walking his hospital 
rounds, while the troopers from Meerut 
clattered and cried "Deen Deen" along 
the streets of the imperial city, and Wil- 
loughby mustered his handful of heroes 
at the magazine, and the nameless brave 
one in the telegraph office was perhaps 
already fingering his last despatch ; and 
just a little beyond Leven, Largo Law 
and the smoke of Largo town mounting 
about its feet, the town of Alexander 
Selkirk, better known under the name 
of Robinson Crusoe. So on, the list 
might be pursued (only for private rea- 
sons, which the reader will shortly have 
an opportunity to guess) by St. Mo- 
nance, and littenweem, and the two 
Anstruthers, and Cellardyke, and Craft 
where Primate Sharpe was once a hum- 
ble and innocent country minister: on 
to the heel of the land, to Fifeness, 
overlooked by a sea-wood of matted 
elders and the quaint old mansion of 
Balcomie, itself overlooking but the 
breach or the quiescence of the deep-- 
the Carr Rock beacon rising close in 
front, and as night draws in, the star 
of the Inchcape reef springing up on 
the one hand, and the star of the May 
Island on the other, and further off yet 
a third and a greater on the craggy 
foreland of St. Abb's. And but a little 
way round the corner of the land, im- 
minent itself above the sea, stands the 
gem of the province and the light of 
medieeval Scotland, St. Andrew's, where 
the great Cardinal Beaten held garrison 
against the world, and the second of 
the name and title perished (as you may 
read in Knox's jeering narrative) under 
the knives of true-blue lrotestants, and 
to this day (after so many centuries) the 
current voice of the professor is not 
hushed. 
Here it was that my first tour of in- 
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specti.on began, early on a bleak easterly 
mormng. There was a crashing run of 
sea upon the shore, I recollect, and my 
father and the man of the harbor light 
must sometimes raise their voices to be 
audible. Perhaps it is from this cir- 
cumstance, that I always imagine St. An- 
drew's to be an ineffectual seat of lem'n- 
ing, and the sound of the east wind and 
the bursting stuff to linger in its drowsy 
class-rooms and confound the utterance 
of the professor, until teacher and taught 
are alike drowned in oblivion, and only 
the sea-gull beats on the windows and 
the draught of the sea-air rustles in the 
pages of the open lecture. But upon 
all this, and the romance of St. Andrew's 
in general, the reader must consult the 
works of ,Ir. Andrew Lang; who has 
written of it but the other day in his 
dainty prose and with his incommunica- 
ble humor, and long ago in one of his best 
poems, with grace, and local truth and 
a note of unaffected pathos. Mr. Lang 
knows all about the romance, I say, and 
the educational advantages, but I doubt 
if he had ttued his attention to the 
harbor lights ; and it may be news even 
to him, that in the year 1863, their case 
was pitiable. Hanging about with the 
east wind humming in my teeth, and my 
hands (I make no doubt) in my pocket, 
I looked for the first time upon that 
tragi-comecly of the visiting engineer 
which I have seen so often reSnacted on 
a more important stage. Eighty years 
ago, I find my grandfather writing : "It 
is the most painful thing that can occur 
to me to have a correspondence of this 
kind with any of the keepers, and when 
I come to the Light House, instead of 
having the satisfaction to meet them 
with approbation and welcome their 
Family, it is distressing vhen one is 
obliged to put on a most angry counte- 
nance and demeanor." This painful ob- 
ligation has been hereditary in my race. 
I have myself, on a perfectly amateur 
and unauthorized inspection of Ttu- 
berry Point, bent my brows upon the 
keeper on the question of storm-panes ; 
and felt a keen pang of self-reproach, 
when we went down stairs again and I 
found he was making a coffin for his 
infant child; and then regained my 
equanimity with the thought that I had 
done the man a service, and when the 

proper inspector came, he would be 
readier with his panes. The human 
race is perhaps credited with more 
duplicity than it deserves. Tle visitation 
of a light-house at least is a business of 
the most transparent nature. As soon 
as the boat grates on the shore, and the 
keepers step forward in their uniformed 
coats, the very slouch of the fellows' 
shoulders tells their story and the en- 
gineer may begin at once to assume his 
"angry countenance." Certainly the 
brass of the handrail vill be clouded; 
and if the brass be not immaculate, 
certainly all will be to match--the reflect- 
ors scratched, the spare lamp unready, 
the storm-panes in the storehouse. If 
a light is not rather more than middling 
good, it will be radically bad. Medi- 
ocrity (except in literature) appears to 
be unattainable by man. But of course 
the unfortunate of St. Andrew's was only 
an amateur, he was not in the Service, he 
had no uniform coat, he was (I believe) 
a plumber by his trade and stood (in 
the mediaeval phrase) quite out of the 
danger of my father ; but he had a pain- 
ful interview for all that, and perspired 
extremely. 
From. St. Andrew's, we drove over 
gus Muir. My father had announced we 
were "to post," and the phrase called up 
in my hopeful mind visions of top-boots 
and the pictures in lowlandson's Dance 
of Death ; but it was only a jingling cab 
that came to the inn door, such as I had 
driven in a thousand times at the low 
price of one shilling on the streets of 
Edinburgh. Beyond this disappoint- 
ment, I remember nothing of that drive. 
It is a road I have often travelled, and 
of not one of these jom'neys do I remem- 
ber any single trait. The fact has not 
been supposed to encroach on the truth 
of the imagination. I still see Iagus 
Muir two hundred years ago ; a desert 
place, quite uninclosed ; in the midst, 
the Primate's carriage fleeing at the gal- 
lop; the assassins loose reined in pur- 
suit, Burley Balfour, pistol in hand, 
among the first. No scene of history 
has ever written itself so deeply on my 
mind; not because Balfour, that ques- 
tionable zealot, was an ancestral cousin 
of my own ; not because of the pleadings 
of the victim and his daughter; not 
even because of the live bum-bee that 
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flew out of Shal"pe's 'bacco box, thus 
clearly indicating his complicity with 
Satan; nor merely because, as it was 
after all a crime of a fine religious fla- 
vor, it figured in Sunday books and 
afforded a grateful relief from Minister- 
ing Children or the 3[emoirs of Mrs. 
Iatharine Winslowe. The figure that 
always fixed my attention is that of 
ttackston of Ilathillet, sitting in the sad- 
dle with his cloak about his mouth, and 
through all that long, bungling, vocif- 
erous hurly-burly, revolving privately a 
case of conscience. He would take no 
hand in the deed, because he had a pri- 
vate spite against the victim, and "that 
action" must be sullied with no sugges- 
tion of a worldly motive; on the other 
hand, "that action" in itself was highly 
justified, he had cast in his lot with "the 
actors," and he must stay there, inactive 
but publicly sharing the responsibility. 
"You are a gentlemanmyou will pro- 
tect me !" cl"ied the wounded old man, 
crawling towards him. "I will never lay 
a hand on you," said Hackston, and put 
his cloak about his mouth. It is an old 
temptation with me, to pluck away that 
cloak and see the face--to open that 
bosom and to read the heart.. With in- 
complete romances about Hackston, the 
drawers of my youth were lumbered. 
I read him up in every printed book that 
I could lay my hands on. I even dug 
among the Wodrow manuscripts, sitting 
shame-faced in the very room where my 
hero had been tortured two centuries 
before, and keenly conscious of my youth 
in the midst of other and (as I fondly 
thought) more gifted students. All was 
vain: that he had passed a riotous non- 
age, that he was a zealot, that he twice 
displayed (compared with his grotesque 
companions) some tincture of soldierly 
resolution and even of military common 
sense, and that he figured memorably in 
the scene on Magus Muir, so much and 
no more could I expiscate. But whenever 
I cast my eyes backward, it is to see him 
like a landmark on the plains of history, 
sitting with his cloak about his mouth, 
inscrutable. How small a thing creates 
an immortality! I do not think he can 
have been a man entirely commonplace; 
but had he not thrown his cloak about 
his mouth, or had the witnesses forgot 
to chronicle the action, he would not 

thus have haunted the imagination of 
my boyhood, and to-day he wo.ld scarce 
delay me for a paragraph. An incident, 
at once romantic and dramatic, which 
at once awakes the judgment and makes 
a picture for the eye, how little do we 
realize its perdurable power ! . Perhaps 
no one does so but the author, just as 
none but he appreciates the influence 
of jingling words; so that he looks on 
upon life, with something of a covert 
smile, seeing people led by what they 
fancy to be thoughts and what. are really 
the accustomed artifices of his own 
trade, or roused by what they take to 
be pnciples and are really picturesque 
effects. In a pleasant book about a 
school class club, Colonel Fergusson has 
recently told a little anecdote. A "Phil- 
osophical Society" was formed by some 
Academy boysamong them, Colonel 
Fergusson himself, Fleeming Jenkin, and 
Andrew Wilson, the Christian Bood- 
hist, and author of 7e Abode of Snow. 
Before these lemed pundits, one mem- 
ber laid the following ingenious prob- 
lem: "What would be the result of 
putting a pound of potassium in a pot 
of porter?" " I should think there 
would be a number of interesting bi- 
products," said a smatterer at my elbow ; 
but for me the tale itself has a bi-prod- 
uct, and stands as a type of much that 
is most human. For this enquirer, who 
conceived himself to burn with a zeal 
entirely chemical, was really immersed 
in a design of a quite different nature ; 
unconsciously to his own recently 
breached intelligence, he was engaged 
in literature. Putting, pound, potassium, 
pot, porter: initial p, mediant t--that 
was his idea, poor little boy! So with 
politics and that which excites men in 
the present, so with history and that 
which rouses them in the past: there lie 
at the root of what appears most serious 
unsuspected elements. 
The triple town of Anstruther West- 
er, Anstruther Easter and Cellardyke, 
all three Royal Burghs--or two Royal 
Burghs and a less distinguished suburb, 
I forget which--lies continuously along 
the sea-side, and boasts of either two 
or three separate parish churches, and 
either two or three separate harbors. 
These ambiguities are painful; but the 
fact is (although it argue me uncult- 
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ured) I am but poorly posted upon Cel- 
lardyke. My business lay in the two 
Anstruthers. A tricklet of a stream 
divides them, spanned by a bridge ; and 
over the bridge at the time of my knowl- 
edge, the celebrated Shell House stood 
outpost on the west. This had been the 
residence of an agreeable eccentric; 
during his fond tenancy, he had illus- 
trated the outer walls, as high (if I re- 
member rightly) as the roof, with elabo- 
rate patterns and pictures, and snatches 
of verse in the vein of exegi nonu- 
mentum; shells and pebbles, artfully 
contrasted and conjoined, had been his 
medium; and I live to think of him 
standing back upon the bridge, when 
all was finished, drinking in the general 
effect and (like Gibbon) already lament- 
ing his employment. Et ego artifex, he 
may have thought;like Hayley over 
his poems or Haydon before his can- 
vases. 
The same bridge saw another sight 
in the seventeenth century. Mr. Thom- 
son, the "curat" of Anstruther Easter, 
was a man highly obnoxious to the de- 
vout" in the first place because he was 
a "curat" ; in the second place, because 
he was a person of ilTegular and scan- 
dalous life; and in the third place, be- 
cause he vas generally suspected of 
dealings with the Enemy of Man. These 
three disqualifications, in the popular 
literature o.f the time, go hand in 
hand; but the end of Mr. Thomson 
was a thing quite by itself, and in the 
proper phrase, a manifest judgment. 
He had been at a friend's house in 
Anstruther Wearer, where (and else- 
where, I suspect) he had partaken of 
the bottle ; indeed, to put the thing in 
our cold modern way, the reverend gen- 
tleman was on the brink of delirium 
tremens. It was a dark night, it seems; 
a little lassie came carrying a lantern to 
fetch the curate home; and away they 
went down the street of Anstruther 
Wester, the lantern swinging a bit in 
the child's hand, the barred lustre toss- 
ing up and down along the front of 
slumbering houses, and Mr. Thomson 
not altogether steady on his legs nor 
(to all appearance) easy in his mind. 
The pair had reached the middle of the 

fear and looked behind him ; the child, 
already shaken by he minister's strange 
behavior, started a.uo ; in so doing, she 
would jerk the lantez; and for the 
space of a moment the lights and the 
shadows would be all confounded. Then 
it was that to the unhinged toper and 
the twittering child, a huge bulk of 
blackness seemed to sweep down, to 
pass them close by as they stood upon 
the bridge, and to vanish on the further 
side in the general darkness of the 
night. "Plainly the devil come for Mr. 
Thomson!" thought the child. What 
Mr. Thomson thought himself, we have 
no ground of knowledge; but he fell 
upon his knees in the midst of the 
bridge like a man praying. On the rest 
of the journey to the manse, history is 
silent ; but when they came to the door, 
the poor caitiff, taking the lantez from 
the child, looked upon her with so lost 
a countenance that her little courage 
died within her, and she fled home 
screaming to her parents. Not a soul 
would venture out; all that night, the 
minister dwelt alone with his terrors in 
the manse; and when the day dawn- 
ed, and men made bold to go about the 
streets, they found the devil had come 
indeed for Mr. Thomson. 
This manse of Anstruther Easter has 
another and a more cheerful association. 
It was early in the morning, about a 
century before the days of Mr. Thomson, 
that his predecessor was called out of 
bed to welcome a Grandee of Spain, the 
Duke of Medina Sidonia, just landed in 
the harbor underneath. But sure there 
was never seen a more decayed grandee ; 
sure there was never a duke welcomed 
from a stranger place of exile. Half-way 
between Orkney and Shetland, there 
lies a certain isle ; on the one hand the 
Atlantic, on the other the North Sea, 
bombard its pillared cliffs;sore-eyed, 
short-living, inbred fishers and theh- 
families herd in its few huts; in the 
graveyard, pieces of wreck-wood stand 
for monuments; there is nowhere a 
more inhospitable spot. Belle-Ile-en- 
Mer--Fair-Isle-at-Sea--that is a name 
that has always rtmg in my mind's ear 
like music; but the only "Fair Isle " 
on which I ever set my foot, was this 
unhomely, rugged turret-top of sub- 
marine sierras. Here, when his ship 



,512 CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE HISTORY OF FIFE. 

was broken, my lord Duke joyfully got 
ashore; here for long months he and 
certain of his men were harbored; and 
it was from this durance that he landed 
at last to be welcomed (as well as such 
a papist deserved, no doubt) by the 
godly incumbent of Anstruther Easter; 
and after the Fair Isle, what a fine city 
must that have appeared ! and after the 
island diet, what a hospitable spot the 
minister's table! And yet he must have 
lived on friendly terms with his out- 
landish hosts. For to this day. there 
still survives a relic of the long winter 
evenings when the sailors of the great 
Armada crouched about the hearths of 
the Fair-Islanders, the planks of their 
own lost galleon perhaps lighting up the 
scene, and the gale and the surf that 
beat about the coast contributing their 
melancholy voices. All the folk of the 
north isles are great artificers of knit- 
ring : the Fair-Islanders alone dye their 
fabrics in the Spanish manner. To this 
day, gloves and nightcaps, innocently 
decorated, may be seen for sale in the 
Shetland warehouse at Edinburgh, or 
on the Fair Isle itself in the catechist's 
house; and to this day, they tell the 
story of the Duke of Medina Sidonia's 
adventure. 
It would seem as if the Fair Isle had 
some attraction for "persons of quali- 
ty." When I landed there myself, an 
elderly gentleman, unshared, poorly at- 
tired, his shoulders wrapped in a plaid, 
was seen walking to and fro, with a book 

in his hand, upon the beach. He paid 
no heed to our arrival, wlfich we thought 
a strange thing in itself ; but when one 
of the officers of the t'haros, passing 
narrowly by him, observed his book to 
be a Greek testament, our wonder and 
interest took a higher flight. The cate- 
chist was cross-examined; he said the 
gentleman had been put across some 
time before in Mr. Bruce of Sumburgh's 
schooner, the only link between the Fair 
Isle and the rest of the world; and 
that he held services and was doing 
"good." So much came glibly enough; 
but when pressed a little fm'ther, the 
catechist displayed embarrassment. A 
singular diffidence appeared upon his 
face : " They tell me," said he, in low 
tones, "that he's a lord." And a lord 
he was ; a peer of the realm pacing that 
inhospitable beach with his Greek tes- 
tament, and his plaid about his shoul- 
ders, set upon doing good, as he un- 
derstood it, worthy man! And his 
grandson, a good-looking little boy, 
much better dressed than the lordly 
evangelist, and speaking with a silken 
English accent very foreign to the 
scene, accompanied me for a while in 
my exploration of the island. I sup- 
pose this little fellow is now my lord, 
and wonder how much he remembers 
of the Fair Isle. Perhaps not much; 
for he seemed to accept very quietly 
his savage situation ; and under such 
guidance, it is like that this was not his 
first nor yet his last adventure. 
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GENERAL PHILIP H. SHERIDAN. 
(From the last portrait taken.) 
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":LONG BRANCH, N. J., 
July 25, 1870. 
"Lieutenant-General P. H. Sheridan, 
of the United States Army, is authorized 
to visit Europe, to return at his own pleas- 
ure, unless otherwise ordered. He is 
commended to the good offices of all 
representatives of this Government 
whom he may meet abroad. 
"To citizens and representatives of 
other Governments I introduce Gen- 
eral Sheridan as one of the most skil- 
ful, brave, and deserving soldiers de- 
veloped by the great struggle through 
which the United States Government 
has just passed. Attention paid him 
will be duly al)preciated by the country 
he has served so faithfully and effi- 
ciently. U.S. GRIT." 

Word of my intended trip was cabled 
to Europe i the ordinary press de- 
spatches, and our Minister to France, Mr. 
Elihu B. Washburne, being an intimate 
friend of mine, and thinking that I 
might wish to attach myself to the 
French army, did me the favor to take 
preliminary steps for securing the neces- 
sary authority. He went so far as to 
broach the subject to the French Min- 
ister of War, but, in view of the infor- 
mality of the request, and an unmis- 
takable unwillingness to grant it being 
manifested, Mr. Washbme pursued 
the matter no further. I did not learn 
of this kindly interest in my behalf till 
after the capitulation of Paris, when Mr. 
Washburne told me what he had done 
of his own motion. Of course I thanked 
him gratefully, but even had he suc- 
ceeded in gettiug the permission he 
sought, I should not have accompanied 
the French army. 
I sailed from New York July 27th, 
one of my aides-de-camp, General James 
W. Forsyth, going with me. We 
reached Liverpool August 6th, and the 
next day visited the American Legation 
in London, where we saw all the officials 
except our Iinister, Mr. Motley, who 
being absent was represented by Mr. 
Moran, the Secretary of the Legation. 
We left London August 9th for Brussels, 
where we were kindly cared for by the 
Ameican Minister, Mr. Russell Jones, 
who the same evening saw us off to Ger- 
many. Because of the war we secured 

tr,nsportation only as far as Yera, and 
here we received information that the 
Prussian Minister of War had tele- 
graphed to the Military Inspector of 
Railroads to take charge of us on our 
arrival at Cologne, and send us doom to 
the headquarters of the lrussian Army, 
but the Inspector, for some unexplained 
reason, instead of doing this, sent us 
on to Berlin. Here our Minister, Mr. 
George Bancroft, met us with a telegram 
from the German Chancellor, Count Bis- 
marck, sa)-ing we were expected to come 
direct to the King's headquarters; and 
we learned also that a despatch had 
been sent to the P'ussian Minister at 
Brussels directing him to forward us 
from Cologne to the army instead of 
allowing us to go on to Berlin, but that 
we had reached and quit Brussels with- 
out the Minister's knowledge. 

Shortly after we arrived in Berlin the 
Queen sent a messenger offering us an 
opportunity to pay our respects, and 
fixed an hour for the visit, which was to 
take place the next day ; but as the tenor 
of the despatch Mr. Bancroft had re- 
ceived from Count Bismarck indicated 
that some important event which it was 
desired I should witness was about to 
happen at the theatre of war, our Minis- 
ter got us excused from our visit of 
ceremony, and we started for the head- 
quarters of the German army that even- 
ingour stay in the Prussian capital 
having been somewhat less than a day. 
Our train was a very long one, of over 
eighty cars, and though drawn by three 
locomotives its progress to Cologne was 
very slow and the journey most tedious. 
From Cologne we continued on by rail 
up the valley of the Rhine to Bingen- 
brock near Bingen, and thence across 
through Saarbr(icken to lemilly, where 
we left the railway and rode in a hay- 
wagon to Pont-h-3Iousson, arriving there 
August 17th, late in the afternoon. This 
little city had been ceded to France at 
the Peace of Westphalia, and although 
originally German, the people had be- 
come, in the lapse of so many years, in- 
tensely French in sentiment. The town 
was so full of officers and men belong- 
ing to the German army that it was dif- 
ficult to get lodgings, but after some 
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" His Majesty was surrounded by a throng of fugitives, whom he was berating." 

seats about it, made by resting the ends 
of a short ladder on a couple of boxes. 
With much anxiety and not a little de- 
pression of spirits news from the battle- 
field was now awaited, but the suspense 
did not last long, for presently came the 
cheering intelligence that the French 
were retiring, being forced back by the 
Pomeranian Corps and some of the 
ltely broken right wing organizations 
that had been rallied on the heights of 
Gravelotte. The lost ground being thus 
regained, and the French having been 
beaten on their right, it was not long 
till word came that Bazaine's arm), was 
falling back to Metz, leaving the entire 
battle-field in possession of the Ger- 
mans. 
During the excitement of the day I 
had not much felt the want of either 
food or water, but now that all was over 
I was nearly exhausted, having had 
neither since early morning. Indeed 
all of the party were in like straits ; the 
immense armies ha4 not only eaten up 
nearly everything in the country, but 
had drunk all the wells dry, too, and 

there seemed no relief for us till, luckily;. 
a squad of soldiers came along the road 
with a small cask of wine in acar. One. 
of the staff officers insthntly appropri- 
ated the keg and proceeded to share his. 
prize most generously, lever had I 
tasted anything so refreshing and de- 
licious, but as the wine was the ordinary 
sour stuff drunk by the peasantry of 
northern France, my appreciation must 
be ascribed to my famished condition 
rather than to any virtues of the bever- 
age itself. 
After I had thus quenched my thirst 
the King's brother called me aside, and 
drawing from his coat-tail pocket a 
piece of stale black bread divided it 
with me, and while munching on this 
the Prince began talking of his son-- 
General Prince Frederick Charles, popu- 
larly called the Red Prince--who was in 
command of the Second Army in this 
battle, the German left wing. In re- 
counting his son's professional career 
the old man's face was aglow with en- 
thusiasm, and not without good cause, 
for in the war between Prussia and Aus-. 
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tria in 1866, as well as in the present 
campaign, the Red Prince had displayed 
the highest order of military genius. 
The headquaa'ters now became the 
scene of much bustle, despatches an- 
no,racing the victory being sent in all 
directions. The first one transmitted 
was to the Queen, the King directin 
Count Bismarck to prepare it for his sig- 
nature ; then followed others of a more 
official character, and while these mat- 
ters were being attended to I thought I 
would ride into the village to find, if pos- 
-sible, some water for my horse. Just as 
I entered the chief street, however, I was 
suddenly halted by a squad of soldiers, 
who, taking me for a French officer (my 
coat and forage cap resembling those of 
the French), levelled their pieces at me. 
They were greatly excited, so much so 
indeed that I thought my hour had come, 
for they could not understand English, 
and I could not speak German, and dared 
not utter explanations in French. For- 
tunateAy a few disconnected German 
words came to me in the emergency. 
With these I managed to delay my exe- 
cution, and one of the party ventured to 
come up to examine the "suspect" more 
closely. The first thidg he did was to 
take offmy cap, and looking it over care- 
fully his eyes rested on the three stars 
above the visor, and pointing to them he 
emphatically pronounced me French. 
Then of course they all became excited 
again, more so than before even, for they 
thought I was trying to practise a ruse, 
and I question whether I should have 
rived to recount the adventure had not 
an officer belonging to the King's head- 
quarters been passing by just then, when, 
hearing the threatenings and impreca- 
tions, he rode up to learn the cause of 
the hubbub and immediately recognized 
and released me. Vhen he told my 
wrathy captors who I was, they were 
much mortified, of course, and made the 
most profuse, apologies, promising that 
no such mistake should occur again, and 
so on ; but not feeling wholly reassured, 
for my uniform was still liable to mis- 
lead, I was careful to return to head- 
quarters in company with my deliverer. 
There I related what had occurred, and 
after a good laugh all round, the King 
provided me with a pass which he said 
would preclude any such mishap in the 

future and would also permit me to 
go wherever I pleased--a favor rarely 
bestowed. 

While I was absent as just related, it 
had been decided that the King's quar- 
ters should be established for the night 
in the village of R6zonville, and as it 
would be very difficult, at such a late 
hour, to billet the whole party regular- 
ly, Count Bismarck and I went off to look 
for shelter for ourselves. Remembering 
that I had seen, when seeking to water 
my home, a partly burned barn with 
some fresh-looking hay in it, I suggested 
that we lodge there. I-Ie, too, thought 
it would answer our purpose, but on 
reaching it we found the unburned part 
of the barn filled with wounded, and 
this necessitating a further search we 
continued on through the village in quest 
of some house not yet converted into 
a hospital. Such, however, seemed im- 
possible to come upon, so at last the 
Count fixed on one whose upper floor, 
we learned, was unoccupied, though the 
lower one was covered with wounded. 
Mounting a creaky ladder--there was 
no stairway--to the upper story, we 
found a good-sized room with three 
large beds, one of which the Chancellor 
assigned to the Duke of Mecklenburg and 
aide, and another to Count Bismarck- 
Bohlen and me, reserving the remaining 
one for himself. Each bed, as is com- 
mon in Germany and northern France, 
was provided with a feather tick; but 
the night being warm these spreads were 
thrown off, and discovering that they 
would make a comfortable shake-down 
on the floor, I slept there, leaving Bis- 
marck-Bohlen unembarrassed by com- 
panionship-at least of a human "kind. 
At daylight I awoke, and seeing that 
Count Bislnarck was already dressed 
and about to go down the ladder, I felt 
obliged to follow his example, so I, too, 
turned out and shortly descended to the 
ground floor, the only delays of the toi- 
let being those incident to dressing, for 
there were no conveniences for morn- 
ing ablutions. Just outside the door I 
met the Count, who, proudly exhibiting 
a couple of eggs he had bought from 
the woman of the house, invited me to 
breakfast with him, provided we could 
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cepted, and we followed that plan of 
pa-ing for food and lodging afterward, 
whenever quartered in private houses. 
The next day I set out in advance of 
the headquarters and reached Bar-le- 
Duc about noon, passing on the way 
the Bavarian contingent of the Crown 
Prince's army. These Bavarians were 
trim-looking soldiers, dressed in neat 
uniforms of light blue; they looked 
healthy and strong, but seemed of 
shorter stature than the lorth Germans 
I had seen in the armies of Prince 
Frederick Charles and General yon 
Steinmetz. When, later in the day, the 
King arrL-ed, a guard for him was de- 
tailed fi-om this Bavarian contingent, a 
stroke of policy no doubt, for the South 
Germans were so prejudiced against 
their brothers of the North that no oc- 
casion to smooth them down was per- 
mitted to go unimproved. 
Bar-le-Duc, which had then a popula- 
tion of about fifteen thousand, is one 
of the prettiest towns I saw in France, 
its quaint and ancient buildings and 
beautiful boulevards charming the eye 
as well as exciting deep interest. The 
King and his immediate suite were 
quartered on one of the best boulevards 
in a large building--the Bank of France 
--the balcony of which offered a fine 
opportunity to observe a part of the 
army of the Crown Prince the next day 
on its march toward Vitry. This was 
the first time his Majesty had had a 
chance to see any of these troops--as 
hitherto he had accompanied either the 
army of Prince Frederick Charles or 
that of General Steinmetz--and the 
cheers with which he was greeted by the 
Bavarians left no room for doubting 
their loyalty to the Confederation, not- 
withstanding ancient ealousies. 
While the troops were passing, Count 
Bismarck had the kindness to point out 
to me the different organizations, giving 
.scraps of their history and also speak- 
xng concerning the qualifications of the 
different generals commanding them. 
When the review was over we went to 
the Count's house and there, for the 
first time in my life, I tasted kirschwas- 
ser, a very strong liquor distilled from 
cherries. Not knowing anything about 
the stuff, I had to depend on Bismarck's 
recommendation, and he proclaiming 

it fine I took quite a generous drink, 
which nearly strangled me and brought 
on a violent fit of coughing. The Chan- 
cellor said, however, that this was in no 
way due to the liquor, but to my own 
inexperience, and I was bound to be- 
lieve the distingxfished statesman, for 
he proved his words by swallowing a 
goodly dose with an undisturbed and 
even beaming expression of counte- 
nance, demonstrating his assertion so 
forcibly that I fol"thwith set out with 
Bismarck-Bohlen to lay in a supply for 
myself. 
I spent the night in a handsome 
house, the property of an exceptionally 
kind and polite gentleman bearing the 
indisputably German name of Lager, 
but who was nevertheless French from 
head to foot, if intense hatred of the 
Prussians be a sign of Gallic nationality. 
At daybreak on the 26th word came for 
us to be ready to move by the Chlons 
road at seven o'clock, but before we got 
off the order was suspended till two in 
the afternoon. In the interval General 
yon Moltke arrived and held a long con- 
ference with the King, and when we 
did pull out we travelled the remainder 
of the afternoon in company with a part 
of the Crown Prince's army, which after 
this conference inaugurated the series 
of movements from Bar-le-Duc north- 
ward that finally compelled the surren- 
der at Sedan. This sudden change of 
direction I did not at first understand, 
but soon learned that it was because of 
the movements of Marshal MacMahon, 
who, having united the French army 
beaten at WSrth with three fresh corps 
at Chfilons, was marching to relieve 
Metz in obedience to orders from the 
Minister of War, at Paris. 
As we passed along the column, we 
noticed that the Crown Prince's troops 
were doing their best, the officers urg- 
ing the men to their utmost exertions, 
persuading weary laggards and driving 
up stragglers. As a general thing, how- 
ever, they marched in good shape not- 
withstanding the rapid gait and the 
trying hea, for at the outset of the 
campaign the Prince had divested them 
of all impedimenta except essentials, 
and they were therefore in excellent 
trim for a forced march. 
The King travelled farther than usual 
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that day--to Clermont--so we did not 
get shelter till late, and even then not 
without some confusion, for the quarter- 
master, having set out toward Chalons 
before the change of programme was 
ordered, was not at hand to provide for 
us. I had extreme good luck, though, 
in being quartered with a certain apothe- 
cary who, having lived for a time in the 
United States, claimed it as a privilege 
even to lodge me, and certainly made 
me his debtor for the most generous 
hospitality. It was not so with some 
of the others, however, and Count Bis- 
murck was particularly unfortunate, be- 
ing billeted in a very small and uncom- 
fortable house, where, visiting him to 
learn more fully what was going on, I 
found him wrapped in a shabby old 
dressing-gown, hard at work. I-Ie was 
established in a very small room, whose 
only furnishings consisted of a table-- 
at which he was writing--a couple of 
rough chairs, and the universal feather- 
bed, this time made on the floor in one 
corner of the room. On my remarking 
upon the limited character of his quar- 
ters, the Count replied, with great good 
humor, that they were all right and that 
he should get along well enough. Even 
the tramp of his clerks in the attic and 
the clanking of his orderlies' sabres be- 
low did not disturb him much; he said, 
in fact, that he would have no grievance 
at all, were it not for a guard of Bava- 
rian soldiers stationed about the house, 
for his safety, he presumed, the senti- 
nels from which insisted on protecting 
and saluting the Chancellor of the North 
German Confederation in and out of 
season, a proceeding that led to em- 
barrassment sometimes, as he was much 
troubled with a severe dysentery. Not- 
withstanding his trials, however, and in 
the midst of the correspondence on 
which he was so intently engaged, he 
graciously took time to explain that the 
sudden movement northward from Bar- 
le-Duc was, as I have previously recount- 
ed, the result of information that lIarshal 
IacMahon was endeavoring to relieve 
lIetz by marching along the Belgian 
frontier ; "a blundering manoeuvre," re- 
marked the Chancellor, "which cannot 
be accounted for unless it has been 
brought about by the political situation 
of the French." 

All night long the forced march of 
the army went on through Clermont, 
and when I turned out just after day- 
light the columns vere still pressing 
forward, the men looking tired and much 
bedraggled, as indeed they had reason 
to be, for from recent rains the roads 
were very sloppy. Notwithstanding this, 
however, the troops were pushed ahead 
with all possible vigor to intercept Mac- 
llahon and force a battle before he could 
withdraw from his faulty movement, for 
which it has since been ascertained he 
was not at all responsible. Indeed those 
at the royal headquarters seemed to 
think of nothing else than to strike 
hlacMahon, for, feeling pretty confident 
that lIetz could not be relieved, they 
manifested not the slightest anxiety on 
that score. 
By eight o'clock, the skies having 
cleared, the headquarters set out for 
Grand lr, which place we reached early 
in the afternoon, and that evening I 
again had the pleasure of dining with 
the King. The conversation at table 
was almost wholly devoted to the situ- 
ation, of course, everybody expressing 
surprise at the manoeuvre of the French 
at this time, their march along the Bel- 
gian frontier being credited entirely to 
Napoleon. Up to bedtime there was 
still much uncertainty as to the exact 
positions of the lrench, but next morn- 
ing intelligence being received which 
denoted the probability of a battle, we 
drove about ten miles, to Buzancy, and 
there, mounting on horses, rode to the 
front. 
The French were posted not far from 
Buzancy in a strong position, their right 
resting near Stonne, and the left extend- 
ing over into the woods beyond Beau- 
mont. About ten o'clock the Crown 
lrince of Saxony advanced against this 
line, and while a part of his army tin'ned 
the French right, compelling it to fall 
back rapidly, the German centre and 
right attacked with great vigor and 
much skill, surprising one of the divi- 
sions of General de Failly's corps while 
the men were in the act of cooking theh- 
breakfast. 
The French fled precipitately, leaving 
behind their tents and other camp equi- 
page, and on inspecting the gTound which 
they had abandoned so hastily, I noticed 
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on all sides ample evidence that noteven 
the most ordinary precautions had been 
taken to secure the division from sur- 
prise. The artillery horses had not 
been harnessed, and many of them had 
been shot down at the picket rope where 
they had been halted the night before, 
while numbers of men were lying dead 
with loaves of bread or other food in- 
stead of their muskets in their hands. 
Some three thousand prisoners and 
nearly all the artillery and mitrailleuses 
of the division were captured, while the 
fugitives were pursued till they found 
shelter behind Douay's corps and the 
rest of de Failly's beyond ]3eaumont. 
The same afternoon there were several 
other severe combats along the Meuse, 
but I had no chance of witnessing any of 
them, and just before nightfall I start- 
ed back to ]3uzancy, to which place the 
King's headquarters had been brought 
during the day. 
The morning of the 31st the King 
moved to Vendresse. First sending 
our carriage back to Grand Pr for 
our trunks, Forsyth and I mounted'our 
horses and rode to the battle-field, 
companied by an English nobleman, the 
Duke of M,nchester. The part of the 
field we traversed was still thickly strewn 
with the dead of both armies, though 
all the wounded had been collected in 
the hospitals. In the village of Beau- 
mont we stopped to take a look at 
several thousand French pl-isoners, 
whose worn clothing and evident de- 
jection told that they had been doing 
a deal of severe marching under great 
discouragements. 
The King reached the village shortly 
after, and we all continued on to ChS- 
mery, just beyond where his Majesty 
alighted from his carriage to observe 
his son's troops file past as they came 
in from the direction of Stonne. This 
delay caused us to be as late as nine 
o'clock before we got shelter that night, 
but as it afforded me the best oppor- 
tunity I had yet had for seeing the 
German soldiers on the march, I did 
not begrudge the time. They moved 
in a somewhat open and iegular col- 
umn of fours, the intervals between files 
especially intended to give room for 
peculiar swinging gait with which the 
men seemed to urge themselves over 

the ground with ease and rpidity. 
There was little or no straggling, and 
being strong, lusty young fellows and 
lightly equipped--they carried only 
needle-guns, ammunition, a very small 
knapsack, a water-bottle, and a hayer- 
sack--they strode by with an elastic 
step, covering at least three miles an 
hour. 
It having been definitely ascertained 
that the demoralized French were re- 
tiring to Sedan, on the evening of Au- 
gust 31st the German army began the 
work of hemming them in there, so dis- 
posing the different corps as to cover 
the ground from Donchery around by 
Raucourt to Carignan. The next morn- 
ing this line was to be drawn in closer 
on Sedan; and the Crown Prince of 
Saxony was therefore ordered to take 
up a position to the north of ]3azeilles 
beyond the right bank of the Meuse, 
while the Crown Prince of Pssia was 
to cross his right wing over the Meuse 
at Remilly, to move on ]3azeilles, his 
centre meantime marching against a 
number of little hamlets still held by 
the French between there and Don- 
chel T. At this last-mentioned place 
strong resewes were to be held, and 
from it the Eleventh Corps, followed by 
the Fifth, and a division of cavah'y, was 
to march on to St. Menges. 
Forsyth and I started early next 
morning, September 1st, and in a thick 
fog, which subsequently gave place to 
bright sunshine, we drove to the village 
of Chevenges, where mounting our 
horses we rode in a northeasterly direc- 
tion to the heights of Frnois and Wade- 
lincourt, bordering the river Meuse on 
the left bank, from which crest we had a 
good view of the town of Sedan with its 
encircling fortifications, which, though 
extensive, were not so formidable as 
those around Metz. The King and his 
staff were already established on these 
heights, and at a point so well chosen 
that. his Majesty could observe the 
movements of both armies immediately 
east and south of Sedan, and also to the 
northwest toward Floing and the ]3el- 
gian frontier. 
The battle was begun to the east and 
northeast of Sedan, as early as half-past 
four o'clock by the German right wing 
-- the fighting being desultory and 
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near the same hour the Bavarians 
tacked Bazeilles. This village, some two 
miles southeast of Sedan, being of im- 
portance was defended with great ob- 
stinacy, the French contesting from 
street to street and house to house the 
attack of the Bavarians till near ten 
o'clock, when, almost every building beo 
ing knocked to pieces, they were com- 
pelled to relinquish the place. The pos- 
session of this. village gave the Germans 
to the east of Sedan a continuous line 
extending from the lIeuse northward 
through La Moncelle and Daigny to Gi- 
vonne, and almost to the Belgian fron- 
tier. 
While the German centre and right 
were thus engaged, the left had moved 
in accordance with the prescribed plan. 
Indeed some of these troops had crossed 
the lXleuse the night before, and now, by 
a little after six o'clock, their advance 
could be seen just north of the village 
of Floing. Thus far these colunms, 
under the immediate eye of the Crown 
Prince of P'ussia, had met with no op- 
position to their march, and as soon as 
they got to the high ground above the 
village th began extending to the east 
to connect with the army of the Meuse. 
This juncture was effected at Illy, with- 
out difficulty, and the French army was 
now completely encompassed. 
After a severe fight the Crown Prince 
drove the French through Floing, and as 
the ground between this village and Se- 
dan is an undulating open plain, every- 
where visible, there was then offered a 
rare opportunity for seeing the final 
conflict preceding the surrender. Pres- 
ently up out of the tittle valley where 
Floing is located came the Germans, de- 
ploying just on the rim of the plateau 
very heavy skirmish line, supported by a 
line of battle at close distance. When 
these skirmishers appeared, the French 
infantry had withdrawn within its in- 
trenched lines, but a strong body of 
their cavalry, ah'eady formed in a depres- 
sion to the right of the Floing road, now 
rode at the Germans in gallant style, go- 
ing clear through the dispersed skir- 
mishers to the main line of battle. Here 
the slaughter of the French was awful, 
for in addition to the deadly volleys from 
the solid battalions of their enemies, the 
skirmishers, who had rallied in knots at 

advantageous places, were now deliver- 
ing a severe and effective fire. The gal- 
lant horsemen therefore had to retire 
precipitately, but reforming in the de- 
pression, they again undertook the hope- 
less task of breaking the German in- 
fantry, making in all four successive 
charges. Their ardor and pluck were 
of no avail, however, for the Germans, 
growing stronger eve minute by the 
accession of troops from Floing, met the 
fourth attack in such large force that 
even before coming in contact with their 
adversaries, the French broke and re- 
treated to the protection of the intrench- 
ments, where, from the beginning of the 
combat, had been lying plenty of idle 
infantry, some of which at least, it seemed 
plain to me, ought to have been thrown 
into the fight. This action was the last 
one of consequence around Sedan, for 
though with the contraction of the Ger- 
man lines their batteries kept cannonad- 
ing more or less, and the rattle of mus- 
ket T continued to be heard here and 
there, yet the hard fighting of the day 
practicafly ended on the plateau of Flo- 
ing. 
By three o'clock, the French being in 
a desperate and hopeless situation, the 
King ordered the firing to be stopped, 
and at once despatched one of his staff 
--Colonel yon Bronsart--with a demand 
for a surrender. Just as this officer was 
starting off I remarked to Bismarck that 
Napoleon himself would likely be one of 
the prizes, but the Count, incredulous, 
replied- "Oh, no; the old fox is too 
cunning to be caught in such a trap ; he 
has doubtless slipped off to Paris"--a 
belief which I found to prevail pretty 
generally about headquartel. 
In the lull that succeeded, the King in- 
vited many of those about him to lunch- 
eon, a caterer having provided from 
some source or other a substantial meal 
of good bread, chops, and peas, with 
a bountiful supply of red and sherry 
wines. Among those present were 
Prince Carl, Bismarck, yon hIoltke, yon 
Roon, the Duke of Weimar, the Duke of 
Coburg, the Grand Duke of Mecklen- 
burg, Count Hatzfeldt, Colonel Walked- 
of the English army, General Forsyth, 
and I. The King was agreeable and 
gracious at all times, but on this occa- 
sion he was particularly so, being nat- 
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urally in a happy frame of mind because 
this day the war had reached a crisis 
which presaged for the near future the 
complete vanquishment of the French. 
Between four and five o'clock Colonel 
yon Bronsart returned from his mission 
to Sedan, bringing word to the King 
that the commanding officer there, Gen- 
eral Wimpffen, wished to know, in order 
that the further effusion of blood might 
be sp.ured, upon what terms he might 
surrender. The Colonel brought the in- 
telligence, also, that the French Empe- 
ror was in the town. Soon after yon 
Bronsart's arrival a French offcer ap- 
proached from Sedan, preceded by a 
white flag and two German officers. 
Coming up the road till within a few 
hundred yards of us they halted ; then 
one of the Germans rode forward to say 
that the French officer was Napoleon's 
a:ljutant, bearing an autograph letter 
from the Emperor to the King of Prus- 
sia. At this the King, followed by 
Bismarck, yon Moltke, and yon Roon, 
walked out to the front a little distance, 
and halted, his Majesty still in advance, 
the rest of us meanwhile forming in a 
line some twenty paces to the rear of the 
group. The envoy then approached, at 
first on horseback, but when within about 
a hundred yards he dismounted, and 
uncovering came the remaining distance 
on foot, bearing high up in his right 
hand the despatch from Napoleon. The 
bearer proved to be General Reille, and 
as ]e handed the Emperor's letter to 
the King, his Majesty saluted him with 
the utmost formality and precision. 
poleon's letter was the since famous one 
running, so characteristically, thus: "Not 
having been able to die in the midst of 
my troops, there is nothing left me but to 
place my sword in your Majesty's hands." 
The reading finished, the King returned 
to his former post, and after a confer- 
ence with Bismarck, yon Moltke, and yon 
Roon, dictated an answer accepting 
poleon's surrender and requesting him 
to designate an officer with power to 
treat for the capitulation of the army, 
himself naming yon Moltke to represent 
the Germans. The King then started 
for Yendresse to pass the night. 
It was after seven o'clock now, and 
hence too late to arrange anything more 
where we were, so fm-ther negotiations 

were deferred till later in the evening, 
and I, wishing to be conveniently near 
Bismarck, resolved to take up quarters 
in Donchery. On our way thither we 
were met by the Count's nephew, who 
assuring us that it would be impossible 
to find shelter there in *he village, as 
all the houses were filled with wounded, 
Forsyth and I decided to continue on 
to Chevenges. On the other hand Bis- 
marck-Bohlen bore with him one great 
comfort--some excellent brandy. Of- 
fering the flask to his uncle, he said: 
"You've had a hard day of it ; won't you 
refresh yourself?" The Chancellor, with- 
out wasting time to answer, raised the 
bottle to his lips, exclaiming: "Here's 
to the tmification of Germany," which 
sentiment the gurgling of an astonish- 
ingly long drink seemed to emphasize. 
The Count then handed the bottle back 
to his nephew, who, shaking it, ejacu- 
lated, "Why, we can't pledge you in re- 
turn--there is nothing left!" to which 
came the waggish response, "I beg 
pardon ; it was so dark I couldn't see ;" 
nevertheless there was a little remaining, 
as I myself can aver. 
Having left our carriage at Chevenges, 
Forsyth and I stopped there to get it, 
but a long search proving froitless, we- 
took lodging in the village at the house 
of the curS, resolved to continue the hunt 
in the morning. But then we had no 
better success, so concluding that our 
vehicle had been pressed into the hospi- 
tal service, we at an early hour on the 
2d of September resumed the search, 
continuing on down the road in the di- 
rection of Sedan. Near the gate of the 
city we came on the German picket line, 
and one of the officers, recognizing our 
uniforms--he having served in the war 
of the Rebellion--stepped forward and 
aldressed me in good English. We nat- 
urally fell into conversation, and in the 
midst of it there came out through the 
gate an open carriage, or landau, con- 
taining two men, one of whom, in the 
uniform of a general and smoking a 
cigarette, we recognized, when the con- 
veyance drew near, asthe Emperor Louis 
Napoleon. The landau went on toward 
Donchery at a leisurely pace, and we, 
inferdng that there was something more 
important at hand just then than the re- 
covery of our trap, followed at a re- 
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"The envoy dismounted, and uncovering came the remaining distance on foot, bearing high up in his tight hand 
the despatch from Napoleon." 

spectftfl distance. Not quite a mile from 
Donchery is a cluster of three or four 
cottages, and at the first of these the 
landau stopped to await, as we after- 
ward ascertained, Count Bismarck, with 
whom the diplomatic negotiations were 
to be settled. Some minutes elapsed 
before he came, Napoleon remaining 
seated in his carriage meantime, still 
smoking and accepting with nonchalance 
the staring of a group of German sol- 
diers near by, who were gazing on their 
fallen foe with curious and eager interest. 
Presently a clattering of hoofs was 
heard, and looking toward the sound I 
perceived the Chancellor cantering down 
the road. When breast of the carriage 
he dismounted, and walking up to it, 
saluted the Emperor in a quick, brusque 
way that seemed to startle him. After 
a word or two the party moved perhaps 
a hundred yards further on, where they 
stopped opposite the weaver's cottage 
so famous from that day. This little 
house is on the east side of the Don- 

chery road near its junction with that to 
FrSnois, and stands about twenty paces 
back from the highway. In front is a 
stone wall covered with creeping vines, 
and from a gate in this wall runs to the 
front door a path, at that time bordered 
on both side with potato vines. 
The Emperor having alighted at the 
gate, he and Bismarck walked together 
long the narrow path and entered the 
cottage. Reappearing in about a quar- 
ter of an hour, they came out and seated 
themselves in the open air, the weaver 
having brought a couple of chairs. Here 
they engaged in an nimated conversa- 
tion, if much gestictflation is any indica- 
tion. The talk lasted fully an hour, 
Bismarck seeming to do most of it, but 
at last he arose, saluted the Emperor, 
and strode down the path toward his 
horse. Seeing me standing near the 
gate, he joined me for a moment, and 
asked me if I had noticed how the Em- 
peror started when they first met, and I 
telling him that I had, he added, "Well, 
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it must have been due to my manner, not 
my words, for these were- ' I salute your 
Majesty just as I would my King.'" Then 
the Chancellor continued to chat a few 
minutes longer, assuring me that noth- 
ing further was to be done there, and 
that we had better go to the ChSteau 
Bellevue, where, he said, the formal sur- 
render was to take place. With this he 
rode off toward Vendresse to communi- 
cate with his sovereign, and Forsyth and 
I made ready to go to the ChSteau Belle- 
vue. 
Before we set out, however, a number 
of officers of the King's suite arrived at 
the weaver's cottage, and from them I 
gathered that there were differences at 
the royal headquarters as to whether 
peace should be made then at Sedan, or 
the war continued till the French cap- 
ital was taken. I further heard that the 
military advisers of the King strongl S 
advocated an immediate move on Paris, 
while the Chancellor thought it best to 
make peace now, holding Alsace and 
Lorraine, and compelling the payment 
of an enormous levy of money; and 
these rumors were most likely correct, 
for I had often heard Bismarck say that 
France being the richest country ih Eu- 
rope, nothing would keep her quiet but 
effectually to empty her pockets- and 
besides this he impressed me as holding 
that it would be better policy to preserve 
the Empire. 
On our way to the chSteau we fell in 
with a number of artillery officers b'ing- 
ing up their guns hurriedly to post them 

closer in to the beleaguered town on a 
specially advantageous ridge. Inquiring 
the cause of this move, we learned that 
General Wimpffen had not 'et agreed 
to the terms of surrender; hat it was 
thought he would not, and that they 
wanted to" be prepared for any such con- 
tingency. And theywere preparing with 
a vengeance, too, for I counted seventy- 
two Krupp guns in one continuous line 
trained onthe ChSteau Bellevue and 
Sedan. 
Napoleon went directly from the wea- 
ver's to the ChSteau Bellevue, and about 
ten o'clock the King of Prussia arrived 
from Frnois, accompanied by a few of 
his own suite and the Crown P'ince with 
several members of his staff; and, yon 
Moltke and Wimpffen having settled 
their points of difference before the two 
monarchs met, within the next half-hour 
the articlesof capitulation were formal- 
ly signed. 
On the completion of the surrender 
the occasion being justly considered a 
great one--the Crown Prince proceeded 
to distribute among the officers congre- 
gated in the chSteau grounds the order 
of the Iron Cross--a generous supply of 
these decorations being carried in a bas- 
ket by one of his orderlies who followed 
him long as he walked about. Mean- 
time the King, leaving Napoleon in the 
chSteau to ruminate on the fickleness of 
fortune, drove off to see his own victori- 
ous soldiers, who greeted him with huz- 
zas that rent the air and must have added 
to the pangs of the captive Emperor. 

Napoleon and Bismarck at the Weaver's Cottage. 
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HE news of Ir. Arnold's 
sudden death at Liver- 
pool last April struck a 
chill into many hearts, for 
although a somewhat con- 
strained writer (despite his playful- 
ness) and certainly the least boisterous 
of men, he was yet most distinctly on 
the side of human enjoyment. He con- 
spired and contrived to make things 
pleasant. Pedantry he abhorred. He 
was a man of this life and this world. 
A severe critic of the world he indeed 
was, but finding himself in it and not 
precisely knowing what is beyond it, 
like a brave and t'ue-hearted man he 
set himself to make the best of it. Its 
sight and sounds were dear to hin. The 
"uncrumpling fern," the eternal moon-lit 
snow, "Sweet William with its homely 
cottage-smell," "the red grouse spring- 
ing at our sound," the tinkling bells of 
the "high-pasturing kine," the vagaries 
of men, women, and dogs, their odd 
ways and tricks, whether of mind or 
manner, all delighted, amused, tickled 
him. Human loves, joys, sorrows, human 
relationships, ordinary ties interested 
him-- 

The help in strife, 
The thousand sweet still joys of such 
As hand in hand face earthly life. 

 a sense of the words which is noble 
and blessed, he was of theEarth Earthy. 
In his earlier days Mr. Arnold was 
much misunderstood. That rowdy Phil- 
istine the Daily Telegraph called him 
"a prophet of the kid-glove persuasion," 
and his own too frequent iteration of the 
somewhat dandiacal pbxases "sweetness 
and light" helped to promote the notion 
that he was a fanciful, finikin Oxonian, 

A fine puss gentleman all perfume, 

quite unfit for the most ordinary wear and 
tear of life. He was in reality nothing 
of the kind, though his literary style was 
a little in keeping with this false concep- 
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tion. His mind was based on the plain- 
est possible things. What he hated 
most was the fantastic--the far-fetched, 
all elaborated fancies, and strained in- 
terpretations. He stuck to the beaten 
track of human experience, and the 
broader the better. He was a plain-sail- 
ing man. This is his true note. In 
his much criticised, but as i think ad- 
mirable introduction to the selection he 
made from Wordsworth's poems he ad- 
mits that the famous "Ode on Intima- 
tions of Immortality from Recollections 
in Early Childhood" is not one of his 
prime favorites, and in that connection 
he quotes from Thucydides the follow- 
ing judgment on the early exploits of the 
Greek Race and applies it to these in- 
timations of immortality in babies. "It 
is impossible to speak with certainty of 
what is so remote, but from all that we 
can reallv investigate I should say that 
they were no very great things." 
This quotation is in Mr. Arnold's own 
vein. His readers will have no difficul- 
ty in calling to mind numerous instances 
in which his dislike of ever)4hing not 
broadly based on the generally admitted 
facts of sane experience manifests itself. 
Though fond--perhaps exceptionally 
fond--of pretty things and sayings, he 
had a severe taste, and hated whatever 
struck him as being in the least degree 
sickly, or silly, or over-heated. No doubt 
he may often have considered that to be 
sickly or silly which in the opinion of 
others was pious and becoming. It may 
be that he was over-impatient of men's 
flirtations with futurity. As his paper 
on Professor Dowden's Life of Shelley 
shows, he disapproved of "irregular rela- 
tions." He considered we were all mar.- 
ried to plain Fact and objected to our 
canting on a shadow-dance with mystic 
maybe's and calling it Religion. Had it 
been a man's duty to believe in a specific 
revelation it would have been God's duty 
to make that revelation credible. Such, 
at all events, would appear to have been 
the opinion of this remarkable man, who 
though he had even more than his share 
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of an Oxonian's reverence for the great 
Bishop of Durham, was unable to admit 
the force of the main argument of "The 
Analogy." Mr. Aa-no!d was indeed too 
fond of parading his inability for hard 
reasoning. I am not, he keeps saying, like 
the Archbishop of York, or the Bishop 
of Gloucester and Bristol. There was af- 
fectation about this, for his professed in- 
feriority did not prevent him from mak- 
ing it almost excruciatingly clear that 
in his opinion those gifted prelates were, 
whilst exercising their extraordinary 
powers, only beating the air, or in plain- 
er words busily engaged in talking non- 
sense. But I must not wander from my 
point, which simply is that Arnold's dis- 
like of anything recondite or remote was 
intense, genuine, and characteristic. 
He always asserted himself to be a 
good Liberal. So in truth he was. A 
better Liberal than many a one whose 
claim to that title it would be thought 
absurd to dispute. He did not indeed 
care very much about some of the arti- 
cles of the Liberal creed as now pro- 
fessed. He had tuken a great dislike to 
the Deceased Vife's Sister Bill. He 
wished the Church and the State to con- 
tinue to recognize each other. He had 
not that jealousy of State interference 
in England which used to be (it is so 
no longer) a note of political Liberalism. 
lie sympathized with Italian national 
aspirations because he thought it wrong 
to expect a country with such a past as 
Italy to cast in her lot with Austria. 
lie did not sympathize with Irish na- 
tional aspirations because he thought 
Ireland ought to be willing to admit 
that she was relatively to England an 
inferior and less interesting country, and 
therefore one which had no moral claim 
for national institutions. He may have 
been right or wrong on these points 
without affecting his claim to be consid- 
ered a Liberal. Liberalism is not a 
creed, but a frame of mind. Mr. Ar- 
nold's frame of mind was Liberal. No 
living man is more deeply permeated 
with the grand doctrine of Equality than 
was he. He wished to see his country- 
men and countrywomen all equal: Jack 
as good as his master, and Jack's master 
as good as Jack; and neither talking 
clap-trap. He hd a hearty un-English 
dislike of anomalies and absurdities. He 

fully appreciated the French Revolution 
and was consequently a Democrat. He 
was not like Mr. Gladstone a democrat 
from irresistible impulse, nor like Mr. 
bouchere from love of mischief, nor like 
Mr. Morley from hatred of priests, nor 
like the average British workman from 
not unnatural desire to get something on 
account of his share of the family inher- 
itancembut all roads lead to Rome, and 
M_r. Arnold was a democrat from a sober 
and partly sorrowful conviction that no 
other form of government was possible. 
He was an Educationalist, and Education 
is the true Leveller. His almost 
sionate cry for better middle-class edu- 
cation arose from his annoyance at the 
exclusion of large numbers of this great 
class from the best education the counh T 
afforded. It was a ticklish job telling 
this great, wealthy, middle classmwhich 
according to the newspapers had made 
England what she was and what every- 
body else wished to be---that it was, from 
an educational point of view, beneath 
contempt. "I hear with suqrise," said 
Sir Thomas Basley at Manchester, "that 
the education of our great middle class 
requires improvement." But Mr. Ar- 
nold had courage. Indeed he carried 
one kind of courage to an heroic pitch. 
I mean the courage of repeating your- 
self over and over again. It is a sound 
forensic maxim: Tell a judge twice 
whatever you want him to hear. Tell 
a special jury thrice, and a common 
jury half-a-dozen times the view of 
case you wish them to entertain. Mr. 
Arnold treated the middle class as 
common jury and hammered away at 
them remorselessly and with the most 
unblushing iteration. They groaned 
under him, they snorted, and they sniff- 
edmbut they listened, and, what was 
more to the purpose, their children lis- 
tened, and with filial frankness told their 
heavy sires that Mr. Arnold was quite 
right, and that their lives were dull, and 
hideous, and arid, even as he described 
them as being. Mr. Arnold's work as 
a School Inspector gave him great op- 
portunities of going, about amongst all 
classes of the people. Though not ex- 
actly apostolic in manner or method, he 
had something to say both to and of 
everybody. The aristocracy were polite 
and had wys he admired, but they were 
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impotent of idea and had a dangerous 
tendency to become studiously frivo- 
lous. Consequently the Future did not 
belong to them. Get ideas and study 
graw:ty, was the substance of his dis- 
course to the Barbarians, as, with that 
trick of his of miscalling God's creat- 
ures, he had the effrontery to dub our 
adorable nobility. But it was the mid- 
dle class upon whom fell the full weight 
of his discourse. His sermons to them 
would fill a volume. Their great need 
was culture, which he declared to be a 
study of perfection, the sentiment for 
beauty and sweetness, the sentiment 
against hideousness and rawness. The 
middle class, he protested, needed to 
know all the best things that have been 
said and done in the worlcl since it began, 
and to be thereby lifted out of their holes 
and corners, private academies and chap- 
els in side streets, above their tenth-rate 
books and miserable preferences, into 
the main stream of national existence. 
The lower orders he judged to be a 
mere rabble, and thought it was as yet 
impossible to predict whether or not 
they would hereafter display any apti- 
tude for Ideas, or passion for Perfection. 
But in the meantime he bade them 
leurn to cohere, and to read and write, 
and above all he conjured them not to 
imitate the middle classes. 
It is not easy to know everything 
about everybody, and it may be doubt- 
ed whether Mr. Arnold did not over- 
rate the degree of acquaintance with his 
countrymen his peregrinations among 
them had conferred upon him. In cer- 
tain circles he was supposed to have 
made the completest possible diagnosis 
of dissent, and was credited with being 
able, after five minutes' conversation 
with any individual Nonconformist, un- 
erringly to assign him to his particular 
chapel, Independent, Baptist, Primitive 
Methodist, Unitarian, or whatever else 
it might be, and this though they had 
only been talking about the weather. 
To people who know nothing about 
dissenters, Mr. Arnold might well seem 
to know everything. However, he did 
know a great deal, and used his knowl- 
edge with great cunning and effect, and 
a fine instinctive sense of the whereabouts 
of the weakest points. Mr. Arnold's 
sense for Equality and Solidarity was 

not impeded by any exclusive tastes or 
hobbies. Your collector, even though 
it be but of butterflies, is rarely a 
democrat. One of Arnold's favorite 
lines in Wordsworth was 

Joy that is in widest commonalty spread. 

The collector's joys are not of that kind. 
Mr. Arnold was not, I believe, a collec- 
tor of anything. He certainly was not 
of books. I once told him I had been 
reading a pamphlet written by him in 
1859 on the Italian Question. He en- 
quired somewhat curiously how I came 
across it. I said I had picked it up in 
a shop. "Oh, yes," said he, "some old 
curiosity shop, I suppose." Nor was he 
joking. He seemed quite to suppose 
that old books, and old clothes, and old 
chairs were huddled together for sale in 
the same resort of the curious. He was 
not cm-ious about such things. The 
prices given for the early editions of his 
own poems seemed to tease him. His lit- 
erary taste was broadly democratic. He 
did not care mhch for fished-up authors, 
nor did he ever indulge in swaggering 
rhapsodies over second-rate poets. The 
Best was good enough for him. "The 
best poetry" is what he wants, "a clearer, 
deeper sense of the best in poetry, and 
of the st-ength and joy to be dra 
from it." So he wrote in his General 
Introduction to Mr. Ward's "Selections 
from the English Poets." The best of 
Everything for Everybody. This was 
his gospel and his prayer. 
Approaching Mr. Arnold's writings 
more nearly, it seems inevitable to di- 
vide them into three classes. His 
poems, his theological excursions, and 
his criticism, using the last word in a 
wide sense as including a criticism of 
life and of politics as well as of books 
and style. 
Of Mr. Arnold's poetx T it is hard for 
anyone who has felt it to the full during 
the most impressionable period of life 
to speak without emotion overcoming 
reason. 

Hardly shall I tell my joys and sorrows, 
Hopes and fears belief and unbelieving. 

It is easy to admit, in general terms, its 
limitations. Mr. Arnold is the last man 
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sort of moss it will gather as it goes, for 
despite the proverb there is nothing in- 
compatible between moss and motion, 
no one can say. In this volume, too, he 
struck the note, so frequently and use- 
fully repeated, of self-dissatisfaction. 
To make us dissatisfied with ourselves, 
alive to our own inferiority, not absolute 
but in important respects, to check the 
chorus, then so loud, of self-approval of 
our majestic selves--to make us under- 
stand why nobody who is not an Eng- 
lishm_n wants to be one, this was an- 
other of the tasks of this militant man. 
We all remember how "Wragg* is in 
custody." The papers on Heine and 
Spinoza and Marcus Aurelius were read 
with e.gerness, with an enjoyment, with 
a sense of widening horizons too rare 
to be easily forgotten. They were light 
and graceful, but it would I think be un- 
just to call them slender. They were not 
written for specialists or even for stu- 
dents, but for ordinary men and women, 
particularly for young men and women, 
who carried away with them from the 
reading of "Essays in Criticism" some- 
thing they could not have found any- 
where else and which remained with 
them for the rest of their days, name- 
ly, a way of looking at things. A per- 
fectly safe critic Mr. Arnold hardly was. 
Even in this volume he fusses too much 
about the De Gu6rins. In a sugary 
bride-cake romance of the "John Ingle- 
sant" species it would have been pretty 
enough, but for sober reality it was not 
"on the line." To some later judgments 
of his it would be unkind to refer. It 
was said of the late Lord Justice Mel- 
lish by Lord Cairns that he went right 
instinctively. That is, he did not 
flounder into Truth. lVIr. Arnold never 
floundered, but he sometimes fell. A 
more delightful critic of Literature we 
have not had for long. Vhat pleasant 
reading are his "Lectures on Translating 
Homer," which ought to be at once re- 
printed. How full of good things ! ot 
perhaps fit to be torn from their con- 
texts, or paraded in a Commonplace 
book, but of the kind which give a read- 
er joy--which make literature tempt- 
ing-which revive, even in dull middle- 
age, something of the enthusiasm of the 
love-stricken boy. Then, too, his "Study 
* See Essays in Criticism, p. 23. 

of Celtic Literature." It does not mat- 
ter much whether you can bring your- 
self to believe in the "Eisteddfod" or 
not. In fact Mr. Arnold did not believe 
in it. He knew perfectly vell that better 
poetry is to be found every week in the 
poet's corner of every county newspaper 
in England than is produced annuall)" at 
the Eisteddfod. You need not even 
share Mr. Arnold's opinion as to the in- 
herent value of Celtic Literature, though 
this is of course a grave question, 
worthy of all considerationbut his 
"Study" is good enough to be read for 
love. It is full of charming criticism. 
Iost critics are such savages--or if they 
are not savages, they are full of fanta- 
sies, and are capable at any moment of 
calling "Tom Jones" dull, or Sydney 
Smith a bore. Mr. Arnoll was not a 
savage, and was as likely of calling "Tom 
Jones" dull, or Sydney Smith a bore as 
he was to call Homer heavy or Milton 
mlgar. He was no gloomy specialist. 
He knew it took all sorts to make a 
world. He was alive to life. Its great 
movement fascinated him, even as it had 
done Burke, even as it does Cardinal 
Newman. He watched the rushing 
stream, the "stir of existence," the good 
and the bad, the false and the true, with 
an interest that never flagged. In his 
last words on translating Homer he 
says : "And thus false tendency as well 
as true, vain effort as well as fruitful, 
go together to produce that great move- 
ment of life, to present that immense 
and magic spectacle of human affairs, 
which from boyhood to old age fasci- 
nates the gaze of every man of imagina- 
tion, and which would be his terror if it 
were not at the same time his delight." 
Mr. Arnold never succeeded in getting 
his countrymen to take him seriously as 
a practical politician. He was regarded 
as an unauthorized practitioner whose 
prescriptions no respectable chemist 
would consent to make up. He had not 
the diploma of PaHiament, nor was he 
able, like the Secretary of an Early Clos- 
ing Association, to assure any political 
aspirant that he commanded enough 
votes to turn an election. When Ir. 
John Morley took occasion after Mr. Ar- 
no!d's death to refer to him in Parlia- 
ment, the name was received respectful- 
ly but coldly. Mr. W. H. Smith is be- 
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Laleham Church, in the yard of which Matthew Arnold is buried, 

lieved by many never to have heard of 
the author of "Thyrsis." And yet he 
was eager about politics and had much 
to say about political questions. His 
work in these respects was far from fu- 
tile. What he said was never inapt. It 
colored men's thoughts and contributed 
to the formation of their opinions far 
more than even public meetings. His 
introduction to his "Report on Popular 
Education in France," published in 1861, 
is as instructive a piece of writing as is 
to be found in any historical disquisi- 
tion of the last three decades. The paper 
on "My Countrymen" in that most 
amusin book "Friendship's Garland" 
(which ought also to be at once reprint- 
ed) is full of point. 
But it is time to stop. It is only pos- 
sible to stop where we began. Matthew 
Aold is dead. He would have been 
the last man to expect anyone to grow 
hysterical over the circumstance, and 
the first to denounce any strained emo- 
tion. ll n'y a pas d'home ncessaire. 
No one ever grasped this great, this com- 
forting, this cooling, this self-destroying 
truth more cordially than he did. As 
I write the words I rmember how he 
"OL. IV.--58 

employed them in his preface to the 
second edition of "Essays in Criticism" 
where he records a conversation, I 
doubt not an imaginary one, between 
himself and a portly jeweller from Cheap- 
side--his fellow-traveller on the Wood- 
ford Branch of the Great Eastern Line. 
The Traveller was greatly perturbed 
in his mind by the nmrder then lately 
peyetrated in a railway carriage by the 
notorious Mtiller. Mr. Arnold plied him 
with consolation. " Suppose the worst to 
happen," I said, "suppose even yourself 
to be the victimi/,n'y a pas [t'homme 
cessairewe should miss you for a 
day or two on the Woodford Branch, 
but the great mundane movement would 
still go on, the gravel walks of your villa 
would still be rolled, dividends would 
still be paid at the Bank, omnibuses 
would still run, there wouhl still be the 
old crush at the corner of Fenchurch 
Street." 
And so it proves for all--for portly 
jewellers and lovely poets. 
The Pillar still broods o'er the fields 
Which border Ennerdale Lake, 
And Egremont sleeps by the sea 
.Nature is fresh as of old, 
Is lovely ; a mortal is dead. 
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whole personnel of the service is be- cess. If he deems it worth while to 
cause they have abundance of opportun- complain of anything, he formulates his 
ity for meditation. Many of them have appeal in a way that is sure to be tell- 
a superfluity of hours and half hours ing. Every one knows the old story of 
when they have nothing to do but ride the brakeman who was refused a free 
on the top of a car and keep a general pass home on Saturday night with the 

A Track-walker on a Stormy Night. 

watch of the train, and they have am- 
ple time to think twice before speaking 
once. Even a circus clown or the ven- 
dor of shoe-strings or ten-cent wtches 
has to study the arts of expression ; why 
should not the intelligent trainnmn, who 
wishes to let people know that he is of 
some account in the world ? If he wants 
a favor from a superior he knows just 
the best way of approach to secure suc- 

argument that his employer, if a farmer, 
could not be reasonably expected to 
hitch up a hole and buggy for such a 
purpose. The reply, that, admitting this, 
the farmer who had his team ah'eady 
harnessed up and was going that way 
with an empty seat would be outra- 
geously mean to refuse his hired man a 
ride, is none too 'cute to be character- 
istic. The brakeman who is not able 
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Braking in Hard Weather. 

to elude control. As soon as the whole 
train has got beyond the summit, and 
the speed is reduced to a proper rate 
by the application of the brakes on, say, 
one-third or one-half the cars, it will 
perhaps be found that one or two brakes 
too many have been put on and that the 
train is running too slowly. Some of 
them must then be loosened. Or per- 
haps some are set so tightly that the 
friction heats the wheels unduly or 
causes them to slide along the track in- 
stead of rolling ; then those brakes nmst 
be released and some on other cars 

plied instead ; and all this must be done 
(sometimes for an hour) when the tem- 
perature is 20 degrees below zero, or 
the wind is blowing a gale, just as un- 
der more favorable circmnstances. A 
train moving at 20 miles an hour against 
a wind with a velocity of 30 miles in- 
creases the latter to 50, so far as the 
brakeman is concerned; and if rain or 
sleet is falling, the force of it on his 
hands and face is very severe. If we 
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add to this the danger attendant upon 
stepping from one car to another over a 
gap of 27 to 30 inches, in a dark night, 
when the cars are constantly moving up 
and down on their springs and are 
swaying to one side or the other every 
few seconds, we get some idea of, though 
we cannot realize, the sensations that 
must at such times fill the minds of the 
men whose pleasant berth seems so en- 
joyable on a mild summer's day. And 
this is not an overdrawn picture or the 
worst that might be given ; for rain and 
snow combined often coat the roofs of 
cars so completely and solidly that they 
are worse than the smoothest skating- 
pond, and moving upon them is at- 
tended with danger at every step. 
Jumping--it cannot be called walkingm 
from one car to another is in such cases 
positively reckless. The brake-appara- 
tus will in a snow-storm be coated with 
ice so rapidly that vigorous action is re- 
quired to keep it in working condition. 
Even a wind alone, in dry weather, some- 
times compels the men to crawl from one 
car to another, grasping such projections 
as they may. The brakeman vho for- 
gets to take his rubber coat and over- 
alls sometimes suffers severely from sud- 
den changes of temperature. In spring 
or fall a lively shower will be encount- 
ered in a sheltered valley, and the cloth- 
ing be completely drenched, and then 
within perhaps half an hour the ascent 
of a few hundred feet brings the train 
into an atmosphere a few degrees below 
the freezing point, so that with the aid 
of the wind, fanned by the speed of the 
train, the clothes are very soon frozen 
stiff. 
Another feature which often involves 
discomfort and occasionally positive suf- 
fering and danger is "going back to 
flag." When a train is unexpectedly 
stopped upon the road, the brakeman at 
the rear end must immediately take his 
red flag or lantern and go back a half mile 
or more to give the "stop" signal to the 
enginemen of any train that may be fol- 
lowing. This rule is sometimes disre- 
garded in clear weather on straight lines, 
and is even evaded by lazy or unfaithful 
brakemen where the neglect is positively 
dangerous, but still many a faithful man 
has to go out and stand for a long time 
in a severe snow-storm or risk his life 

in walking several miles to a station. 
The record of individual perils and he- 
roisms in the New York blizzard of last 
March are paralleled, or at least repeated, 
on a slightly milder scale, by brakemen 
every winter. 
The danger of sudden accidental death 
or maiming is constant and great, and 
the bare record of the numerous cases 
is acutely suggestive of inexpressible 
suffering; but, strange to say, it does 
not worry the average brakeman much. 
Though probably a thousand trainmen 
are killed in this country every year, 
and four or five thousand inured, by 
collisions and deraihnents, in coupling 
cars, falling off tr,ins, striking low over- 
head bridges, and from other causes, no 
one brakem,n, from what he sees in his 
own exl)erience, realizes the danger very 
vividly. As in other dangers which 
are constant but inevitable, familiarity 
breeds carelessness which is closely akin 
to contempt. Falling from trains is 
really a serious d,nger, because the most 
ceaseless cautionnext to impossible for 
the average man to maintain--is neces- 
sary to avoid missteps. This will be prac- 
tically abolished when the long-wished- 
for air-brake comes into use, as that will 
obviate the necessity of riding on the 
tops of the cars. 
Coupling accidents are practically un- 
avoidable because, although the neces- 
sary manipulations can be made without 
going between the cars or placing the 
hands in dangerous situations, the men 
as a general thing prefer to take the 
risk of the more dangerous method. 
With the ordinary freight-car appara- 
tus (which, however, is destined to be 
superseded by an automatic coupler) 
the link by which the cars are connect- 
ed is retained by a pin in the drawbar 
of either car; as one car approaches 
another at considerable speed, this link, 
which hangs loosely down at an anglo 
of 30 degrees, must be lifted and guid- 
ed into the opening in the opposite 
drawbar. This operation must, accord- 
ing to the regulations of most roads, be 
performed by the aid of a short stick ; 
but disregarding the regulation, partly 
to save time and partly because of fear 
of the ridicule that would be called out 
by the exhibition of a lack of dexterity, 
the average brakeman uses his fingers. 



THE EVERY-DAY LIFE OF RAILROAD MEN. 551 

I-Ie must lift the link and hold it hori- 
.zontally until the end enters the open- 
lng, and then withdraw his hand before 
the heavy drawbars cone together. 
delay of a fraction of a second would 
crush the hand or finger asunder a 
hamner. And in point of fac this delay 
does, for various reasons, frequently 
happen, and the number of trainmen 
with wounded hands to be found in 

every large freight-yard is sad evidence 
of the fact. But again, assuming that 
this part of the operation is accom- 
plished in safety, there is another and 
worse danger in the possibility of being 
crushed bodily. Cars are built with pro- 
jecting timbers on their ends at or near 
the centre, for the purpose of keeping the 
main body of each car 12 or 15 inches 
from its neighbor ; but cars of dissimi- 
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lar pattern sometimes meet in such a 
way that the projections on one lap past 
those on the other, and the space which 
should afford room for the man to stand 
in safety is not maintained. If the 
brakeman, in the darkness of night or 
the hurry of his work, fails to note the 
peculiarities of the cars, he is mercilessly 
crushed, the ponderous vehicles often 
banging together with a force of many 
tons. A constant danger in coupling 
and uncoupling is the liability to catch 
the feet in angles in the track. Freight 
conductors are peculiarly liable to this, 
as the duty of uncoul)ling (pulling out 
the coupling-pin) generally devolves up- 
on them, and must be done while the 
train is in motion. Walking rapidly 
along, in the dark, with the right hand 
holding a lantern and grasping the car, 
while the left is tugging at a pin which 
sticks, involves perplexities wherein a 
moment's hesitation may prove fatal. 
The dangers here recounted are those 
which only brakemen (or those acting 
as brakemen) have to meet. The liabil- 
ity of all trainmen to be killed by the 
cars tumbling down a bank, colliding 
with another train, and a hundred other 
conditions is also considerable. The 
horror which the public feels on the oc- 
currence of such a disaster as that at 
Chatsworth, Ill., a year ago, or the half- 
dozen other terrible ones within the 
past two years, could reasonably be re- 
peated ever.), month if railroad employees 
instead of passengers were considered. 
There are no accurate official statistics 
kept of the train accidents in the coun- 
try, but the accounts compiled monthly 
by the taib'oad Gazette always show a 
large number of casualties to railroad 
men from causes beyond their own cotrol 
(collisions, nning off the track, etc.), 
no mention being made of the larger 
number resulting from the victims' 
own want of caution. In the month of 
March, 1887, in which occurred the ter- 
rible Bussey bridge disaster, near Bos- 
ton, 25 passengers were killed in the 
United States ; but the same month re- 
corded 34 employees killed. At Chats- 
worth 80 passengers were killed; but in 
that and the following month the num- 
ber of employees killed in the country 
reached 97. In both of these compari- 
sons the number of passengers is ex- 

ceptional, while that of employees is or- 
dinar)'. 
The brakeman must be on hand 
promptly at the hour of his train's prep- 
aration for departure, and generally he 
must do his part in 15, 30, or 60 min- 
utes' lively work in assembling cars from 
different tracks, changing them from 
the front to the rear or middle of the 
train, and setting aside those that are 
broken or disabled; but once on the 
road by far the greater portion of his 
time ishis own, for his own enjoyment, 
almost as fully as that of the passenger 
who travels for the express purpose of 
entertaining hhnself. In mild weather 
and in daylight, life on the top of a 
freight train is ahnost wholly devoid of 
unpleasant features, and it takes on the 
nature of work only for the same reason 
that any routine becomes more or less 
irksome after a thne. Much of the time 
there are a few bushels of cinders from 
the engine flying in the air, which a nov- 
ice can get into his eyes with great facil- 
ity, but the brakeman gets used to them. 
He sees every day (on many roads) the 
beauties of nature in great variety. Much 
of the scenery of the adjoining count T 
is 500 per cent. more enjoyable from the 
brakeman's perch on the roof than from 
the car windows, for the reason that the 
increased height gives such an enlarged 
horizon. This education from nature is 
an element in railroad men's lives not 
to be despised. The trainman whose 
daily trips take him past the panoramic 
charms of the Connecticut Valley in sum- 
mer, through the gorgeous-hue4 moun- 
tain foliage along the Erie in autumn, 
or the perennial grandeur of the locky 
Mountains in Colorado certainly enjoys 
a privilege for which many a city worker 
would gladly make large sacrifices. But 
to trainmen the refining influence of 
these surroundings is often an uncon- 
scious influence, and with the majority 
of them is perhaps generally so, be- 
cause of the prosaic round of every-day 
thoughts filling their minds. There are 
also some other advantages, not wholly 
unesthetic, which a millionaire might 
almost envy the freight trainman. Eve3r 
twenty miles or so the engine must stop 
for water, and it often happens that this 
is in a cool place where the men can at 
the same time refresh themselves with 



554 THE EI/ERY-D,4Y LIFE OF R,41LROMD MEN. 

spring water whose sparkling purity 
is unknown in 2qew York or Chicago. 
Though brakemen who love beer are not 
by any means scarce, an accessible spring 
or well of pure water along the line 
always finds appreciative uses during 
warm weather ; and the Kentuckian who 
sojourned six months in Illinois without 
thinking to try the water there is not 
represented in the ranks of level-headed 
brakemen. A certain railroad president 
regales himself in summer on spring 
water brought in jugs from 100 miles 
up the road by trainmen who find in this 
service an opportunity to "make them- 
selves solid" at headqtmrters. Freight 
trainmen get all the delicious products 
of the soil at first hands. In their stops 
at vay stations they get acquainted with 
the farmers, and can make their selection 
of the best things at low prices, thus (if 
they keep house) living on fruits, vege- 
tables, etc., of a quality fit for a king. 

The passenger-train brakeman differs 
from the freight trainman chiefly in the 
fact thut he must deal with the public, 
and so must have a care for his personal 
appearance and behavior, and in the fact 
that he is not a braL'eat, the universal 
air-brake relieving him of all work in this 
line. His chief duties are those of  
porter, though the wide-awake American 
brakemn, with an eye to future promo- 
tion to a conductorship, maintains his 
dignity and is not by any means the 
servile call-boy that the English railway 
porter is. The wearing of uniforms has 
been introduced here from England and 
is in the main a good feature, though 
some roals, whose discipline is other- 
wise quite good, allow their men to ap- 
pear in slovenly and even ragged clothes. 
Superintendents should give more care 
to this matter as it is not an unimpor- 
runt one. It affects the men's self-re- 
spect and influences their usefulness in 
other ways. 
Brakemen lmve had the reputation of 
doing a good deal of flirting, and many 
a country girl has found a worthy hus- 
band among them ; but there is ot so 
much of this method of diversion as for- 
merly ; both passenger and freight men 
now huve to attend more strictly to 
business, and they cannot conveniently 
indulge in side play. 

The freight conductor is simply a high 
grade of brakeman. His work is almost 
wholly supervisory and clerical, and so, 
after several years' service, he becomes 
more sober and business-like in his 
bearing, th responsibilities of his po- 
sition being sufficient to effect this 
change;but he generally retains his 
sympathies with his old associates who 
have become subordinates. His duties 
are to keep the record of the train, the 
time, numbers of cars, etc. ; to see that 
the brakemen regulate the speed when 
necessary, and to keep a general watch. 
The calculations necessary to make a 
75-mile trip an(] get over the line with- 
out wasting time are often considera- 
ble, and an inexperienced conductor can 
easily keep himself in a worry for the 
whole trip. Often he cannot go more 
than ten miles after making way for a 
passenger train before another overtakes 
him;so that he nust spend a good 
share of his time sitting in his caboose 
with the time-table in one hand and his 
watch in the other, calculating where 
and when to side-track the train. On sin- 
gle-track roads perplexities of this kind 
are generally more numerous than on 
double lines, because trains both in front 
and behind must be guarded against, 
and because the regulations are fre- 
quently modified by telegraphic instruc- 
tions from headquarters. A mistake in 
reading these instuctions, which are 
written in pencil, often by a slovenly 
penman, and on tissue paper, may and 
occasionally does cause a disastrous col- 
lision. These duties of conductors are 
especially characteristic of trains that 
must keep out of the way of passenger 
trains, so that in this particular line it 
will be seen that the passenger conduct- 
or has much the easier berth. The 
freight and "work-train" conductor 
must really be a better calculator, in 
ninny way's, than the wearer of gilt 
b,dges and buttons, though the latter 
receives the higher pay. 
The bte nob'e of the freight conductor 
is an investigation at headquarters con- 
cerning delinquencies in which the blame 
is divided. A typical case of thi6 kind 
is that of a freight train which has 
stopped at some unusual place and been 
run into by a following train, doing some 
hundreds of dollars damage, if not kill- 
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ing or iniufing persons. 
herence to rules will avert all such ac- 
cidents," the code says; but they do 
happen, and the inquiry as to whether 
the conductor used due diligence in 
sending a man with a red flag to warn 
the oncoming trin, or the engineer of 
the latter was heedless, or what was the 
trouble, is the occasion of much anxiety. 

"Strict ad- better opportunities than the brakemen 
to avail themselves of the enjoyments of 
a trainman's life. The risk to life and 
limb from coupling cars, etc., is also 
somewhat less, though many a faithful 
conductor has lost his life in the per- 
formance of a dangerous duty which he 
had assumed out of generous considera- 
tion for an inexperienced or overworked 

Conductors, concerning whose life I subordinate. The beneficial influences 
have only noted a few of the duties and on health, mind, and morals comingfrom 
perplexities, are not so much subject to contact with nature are, as before re- 
the vicissitudes of cold and wet weather, marked, largely unconscious influences, 
and therefore have in many respects because of the counteracting effect of 
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the immediate surroundings. The ir- 
regular hours are unfavorable to health. 
The crews run in turn; if there are 

Coupling. 

forty crews and forty trains daily, each 
crew will start out at about the same 
hour each day. But if on Monday there 
are forty trains, on Tuesday thirty, 
and on Wednesday fifty, it will be seen 
thut the starting time must 
be very irregular. Ten of 
the crews which worked 
on Monday will have noth- 
ing to do on Tuesday, but 
on Wednesday or Thurs- 
day vill have to do double 
service. The first trip will 
be all in the dny.-time, and 
the next all in the night, 
perhaps. This irregulax'ity 
is constant, and it is impossi- 
ble to tell on Monday morn- 
ing where one will be on 
Wednesday. All the week's 
sleep may have to be taken 
in the day-time or all at 
night. There may be five 
days' work to do between 
Monday morning and the 
following Monday morning, 
or there may be nine. The 
trainman has to liter:llv 
board in his "mammoth " 
dinner pail, and his wife or 
boarding mistress knows 
less about his whereabouts 

The locomotive engineer is the popu- 
lar "hero of the rail," and the popular 
estimate in this respect is substantially 
just. Others have to brave 
dangers and perform duties 
under trying circumstances ; 
but the engine runner has to 
ride in the most dangerous 
part of the train, take charge 
of a steam boiler that may 
explode and blow him to 
atoms, and of machinery that 
may break and kill him, and 
try to keep up a vigilance 
which only a being more 
than human could success- 
fully maintain. He must be 
a tolerably skilfll machinist 
he cannot be too good 
and have nerves that will re- 
main steady under the most 
trying circumstances. If 
running a fast express 
through midnight darkness over a line 
where a similar train has been tipped 
off a precipice (and a brother rullner 
killed) by train-wreckers the night 
before, he must dash forward with 

than if he were on an Arctic whaling the same confidence that lie would feel 
vessel, in broad day-light on an open prairie. 
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But he does not "heroically grasp the 
throttle "' in the face of danger, when the 
throttle has been already shut, nor does 
he "whistle down brakes" in order to 
add a stirring element to the reporter's 
tale, when by the magic of the air-brake 
he can, with a turn of his hand, apply 
every brake in the train with the grip 
of a vise in less time than it would take 
him to reach the whistle-pull. When 
there is danger ahead there is generally 
just one thing to do, and that is to stop 
as soon as possible. An instant suffices\. 
for shutting off the steam and applying 
the brake. Vith modern trains this is 
all that is necessary or can be done. 
Reversing the engine is necessary on 
many engines and formerly was or. all; 
this would, in fact, be done instinctively 
by old runners, in any case, but this also 
is done in a second. After taking these 
measures there is nothing for the en- 
gineman to do but look out for his own 
safety. In some circumstances, as in the 
case of a partially burned bridge which 
may possibly support the train even in 
a weakened condition, it may be best to 
put on all steam. The runner is then 
in a dilemma, and a right decision is a 
matter of momentary inspiration. Many 
fives have been saved by quick-wittel 
runners in such cases, but there is no 
ground for censure of the engineer who, 
in the excitement of the moment, decides 
to slacken instead of quicken his speed. 
The rare cases of this kind are what show 
the value of experience, and of men of 
the right temperament and degree of in- 
telligence to acquire experience-lessons 
readily. 
But the terrible cloud constantly 
hanging over the engineer and fireman 
of a fast train is the chance of encoun- 
tering an obstacle which cannot possibly 
be avoided, and which leaves them no 
alternative but to jump for their lives, 
if indeed it does not take away even 
that. To the fact that this cloud is no 
larger than it is, and that these men 
have sturdy and courageous natures 
must be attributed the lightness with 
which it rests upon them. On one road 
or another, from a washout, or ineffi- 
cient management, or a collision caused 
by an operator's forgetfulness, or some 
one of a score of other causes, there 
are constantly occurring cases of men 

heroically meeting death under the most 
heartrending circumstances. Every 
month records a number of such, though 
happily they are not frequent on any 
one road. The case of engineer Kennar, 
a year or more ago, s a typical one. 
Precipitated with his engine into a river 
by a washout which the roadmaster's 

Timely Warning. 
vigilance had failed to discover, his first 
thought, as zealous hands tried to res- 
cue him, was for the safety of his train ; 
and, forgetting his own anguish, he 
warned those about him to attend first 
to the sending of a red lantern to warn 
a following train against a collision. 
The significance of facts like this is not 
so much in the service to humanity done 
at the time, or even in the example set 
for those who shall meet such crises in 
the future, but rather in the evidence 
they give of the firm and lofty conscien- 
tiousness that inspires the every-day 
conduct of thousands of engineers all 
over the land. As has already been 
said, the critical occasions on wlich en- 
gineers are supposed to be heroic often 
allow them no chance at all to be either 
heroic or cowardly, and their heroism 
must be, and is, manifested in the calm 
fidelity with which they, day after day 
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and year after year, perfo.,rm their exact- smallmperhaps one in ten or a hundred 
ing and often monotonous round of du- thousand--that the average runner for- 
ties while all the time knowing of the gets it, and it is only by severe self- 
possibilities before them. discipline that he can hold himself up 
On the best of roads a freight train to compliance with the rule vhich re- 
wrecked by a broken wheel under a quires him to be on the watch for every 
borrowed car may be thrown in the switch-target as long before reaching 

Ta-inman and Tamp. 

path of a passenger train on another 
track, just as the latter approaches. 
This has happened more than once late- 
ly. No amount of fidelity or fore- 
thoug'ht (except in the maker of the 
wheels) can prevent this kind of disas- 
ter. There is constant danger, on most 
roads, of running off the track at mis- 
placed switches, many switches being 
located at points where the runner can 
see them only a few seconds before he 
is upon them; but the chance is so 

it as he possibly can. I-Ie finds the 
switches all rig'ht and the road perfectly 
cleat- so regularly, day after day and 
month after month, that he may easily 
fall into the snare of thinking that they 
will always be so. But, like other train- 
men, the engineman finds enough more 
agreeable thoughts to fill his mind, and 
reflects upon the hazards of his vocation 
perhaps too little. 
The freight enoinenmn's eve%v-day 
thoughts are 1-rgely about the care of 
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his engine and the perplexities incident "lays down on the road" (fails to draw 
to getting out of it the maxilnum amount its loud because of insufficient fire and 
of work with the minimum amount of consequent low steam pressure) is liable 
fuel. The constant aim of his superiors to the jeers of his comrades on his re- 
is to have the engine draw every pound turn home, if not to some sharp inqui- 
it possibly can. To haul a train up a ries from his superior. 

Flagging in Winter. 

long and steep grade when the cars are 
so heavily loaded that a single addi- 
tional one would bring the whole to a 
dead standstill requires a knack that 
can be appreciated only by viewing the 
performance cn the spot. Failure not 
only wastes time and fuel (it may ne- 
cessitate , return to the foot of the hill 
or going to the top with only half the 
load), but it raises a suspicion that 
some other runner might have succeed- 
ed better. The runner whose engine 

The passenger runner's greatest con- 
cern is to "make time." Some trains 
are scheduled so that the engineman 
must keep his engine up to its very high- 
est efficiency over every furlong of its 
journey in order to arrive at destination 
on time. A little carelessness in firing, 
in letting cold water into the boiler ir- 
regularly, or in slackening more than 
is necessary where the right to the track 
is in doubt for a few rods ; these and a 
score of similar circumstance may make 
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five minutes' delay in the arrival at the 
terminus and necessitate an embarras- 
sing interview with the train-master. A 
trip on a crowded line may involve watch- 
ing for danger signals every quarter of 
a mile and the maintenance of such high 
speed that they must be obeyed the in- 
stant they are espiel in order to avoid 
the possibility of collision.* 
The passenger runner finds himself 
now and then with a disabled engine 
on his hands, and two or three hundred 
passengers standing around apparently 
ready to eat him up if he does not rein- 
edy the difficulty in short order. Often 
in such cases he is in doubt himself 
whether the repairs necessary to enable 
his engine to proceed will occupy fif- 
teen minutes or an hour. This, with the 
knotty question of where the nearest re- 
lief engine is, causes the brow to knit 
and the sweat to start, and to the young 
runner proves an experience which he 
10ng remembers. 
Stories of fast running are common 
but unreliable; and when truthful, ira- 
portant considerations are omitted. 
There are so many elements to be con- 
sidered that usually the verdict can be 
justly rendered only after a careful com- 
parison with previous records. Most 
regular runs include a number of stops, 
and are subject to numerous slacken- 
ings of the speed, thus dimming the 
lustre of the record of the trip as a 
whole. Frequently, quick runs which 
have been reported as noteworthy have 
hud favoring circumstances not told of. 
An engineer who makes a specially 
quick trip feels proud of his engine, 
and of the honor of having been chosen 
for an important run, and he shares 
with the passengers the exhilaration 
produced by such a triumph of science 
and skill in annihilating space; but in 
the matter of credit to himself for ex- 
perience and judgment, patience and 
forethought, he feels and knows that 
mny a trip in his everyday service is 
worthy of greater recognition, lIany 
a runner has to urge his engine, day 
after day, with a load 25 per cent. hear- 
ier than it was designed for, over track 
that is fit only for low speeds, at a rate 
* The New York elevated roads run 3,500 trains a day, 
each one passing signals (likely to indicate danger) every 
hundred rods, almost. Who can expect engineers never to 
blunder in such innumerable operations  
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which demands the most constant care. 
He must run fast enough over the bet- 
ter portions of the track to allow of 
slackening where prudence demands 
slackening. The tracks of many roads 
are rendered so uneven by the action of 
frost in winter that with an unskilful 
runner the passengers would be half 
frightened by the unsteady motion of 
the cars. This condition is not common 
on the important trunk lines, of course ; 
but it does prevail on roads that carry 
a great many passengers, nevertheless ; 
and engineers who guide trains over 
such difficult journeys, gently luring 
the passengers, with the aid of the excel- 
lent springs under the cars, into the be- 
lief that they are riding over a track of 
uniform smoothness, should not be for- 
gotten in any estimate of the fraternity 
as a whole. 
The engineer whose humanity is not 
hardened has his feelings harrowed oc- 
casionally by pedestrians who risk their 
lives on the track. Tramps and other 
careless persons are so numerous that 
the casual passenger in a locomotive cab 
generally cannot ride fifty miles without 
seeing what seems to him a hair-breadth 
escape, but which is nevertheless treated 
by the engineer as a commonplace oc- 
currence. These heedless wayfarers do, 
however, occasionally carry their indif- 
ference to danger too far, and they are 
tossed in the air like feathers. Doubt- 
less there are those who, like the fire- 
man who talked with the tender-hearted 
young lady, regret the killing of a man 
chiefly "because it musses up the en- 
gine so;" but, taking the fraternity as 
a whole, warmth of heart and tender- 
ness of feeling may be called not only 
well-developed but prominent traits f 
character. The great strike on the Chi- 
cago, Burlington & Quincy road last 
spring, which proved to have been ill- 
advised, would have been possible only 
in a body of men actuated by the most 
loyal friendship. Undoubtedly a large 
conservative element in the Brother- 
hood of Engineers believed the move 
injudicious, but they joined in it out of 
 lr. Porter King of Springfield, Mass., who has run an 
engine on the Boston & Albany road for fory-four years, 
and who served on the Mohawk & Hudson, the Long Island 
and the New Jersey railroads in 18:3-44, whcn horses were 
the motive power and the reverse lever consisted of a pair 
of reins, ran until December, 1887, before his engine ever 
killed a man. 
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orderly passengers. The conductor, 
starting at the forward end of his train, 
finds, perhaps, in the first car one or two 
"toughs" who refuse payment of fare 
and are spoiling for a fight. Care must 
be taken with this sort of character not 
to punish him or use the least bit of un- 
necessary severity, for he will, when 
sobered off, quite likely be induced by 
a sharp lawyer to sue the railroad com- 
pany for damages by assault. The con- 
ductor, however, if he be one who has 
(in his freight train experience) dealt 
with tramps, is able to cope with his 
customer and confine him to the bag- 
gage car or put him off the train. But 
a tussle of this kind is, at best, far from 
soothing to the temper, and the very 
next car may contain the wife of a mil- 
lionaire, who will expect the most genteel 
treatment and critically object to any 
behavior on the part of the conductor 
which is not fully up to the highest draw- 
ing-room standard. Experiences of this 
kind, it can be readily imagined, are ex- 
ceedingly trying. The conductor can- 
not give himself up completely to learn- 
ing gentility, for he still has need for 
his old severity. 
The difficulty of always finding the 
ideal person when wanted has led to 
the employment of men of good ad- 
dress who have had little or no train- 
ing on freight trains; so that we find 
some conductors who are able to deal 
with all sorts of passengers with a good 
degree of success, but who are far from 
brilliant as managers of trains, techni- 
cally speaking ; while others, who from 
their early experience have first class 
executive ability, are slow in discarding 
the somewhat rough habits of the freight 
train. While there are not wanting 
thosewho strive faithfully to reach the 
ideal, and succeed admirably, it may be 
said that the average conductor retains 
more of the severe than of the gentle 
side of his character, at least so far as 
outward behavior goes. The rigid re- 
quirements of his financial superiors, 
which compel him to actually fight for 
his rights with dishonest and stingy 
passengers, make it almost impossible 
that he should be otherwise. Ignorant 
foreigners, poor women and girls who 
have lost their way, and other unfortu- 
nates are, however, encountered often 

enough to preclude the conductor's for- 
getting how to be compassionate. 
The heroic element is not wholly lack- 
ing in the conductor's life. The tem- 
porary guardianship of several hundred 
people is an important trust even in 
smooth sailing, but the conductor's Fos- 
sibflities are entirely different from the 
engineer's. He has so much to do to 
attend to the petty wants of passengers 
that their remoter but more impolant 
interests are not given much thought. 
The anxieties of a hundred nervous pas- 
sengers who terribly dread the loss of 
an hour by a missed connection are 
much more likely to weigh down a con- 
ductor's mind than any thoughts of his 
duty to them in a possible emergency 
that will happen only once in five years. 
And yet the last mentioned contingency 
is a real one. Only last March, in the 
great Eastern blizzard, conductors risked 
their lives in protecting their passengers. 
One spent three or four hours in travel- 
ling a mile and a half to a telegraph of- 
rice; in consequence of the six feet of 
snow, the blinding storm, and the dark- 
ness, he had to constantly hug a barbed- 
wire fence to avoid losing his way, and 
was on the point of exhaustion when he 
reached the station. 
The term "station agent" means, prac- 
tically, the person in charge of a small 
or medium sized station. When one of 
these men is promoted to the charge of 
a large city station, either freight or pas- 
senger, he becomes really a local super- 
intendent, his duties then consisting 
very largely in the supervision of an 
army of clerks and laborers, who must, 
each in his place, be as capable as the 
agent himself. The agent at a small 
station has a great multiplicity of duties 
to perform. He must sell tickets, be a 
good book-keeper, and a faithful switch- 
tender. He generally must be a tele- 
graph operator and must be vigorous 
physically. He must be ready, like the 
conductor, to submit to some abuse from 
ill-bred customers, and should be the 
peer of the business men of his town. 
He often encounters almost as great a 
variety of knotty problems as the su- 
perintendent himself, though he has the 
advantage that he can generally turn 
them over to a superior if he feels 
equal to them. The practical difficul- 
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ties that most beset him are those inci- 
dent to doing everything in a hurry. 
People who buy tickets wait until the 
train is about to start before presenting 
themselves at the office. Then the agent 
has a dozen other things to attend to and 
must therefore detect counterfeit ten dol- 
lar bills with the expertness of a Wash- 
ingon treasury clerk. Just as a train 
reaches his station the train dispatcher's 
click is heard on the wires and he must 
drop everything and receive (for the 
conductor) a telegram in which an error 
of a single word would very likely in- 
volve the lives of passengers. At a very 
small station the checking of baggage 
devolves on the agent, his over-burdened 
back being thus loaded with one more 
straw. He is in many cases agent for 
the express company and so must count, 
seal, superscribe, and way-bill money 
packages and handle oyster legs and 
barrels of beer at a moment's notice. 
Women with wagon-loads of loose house- 
hold effects to go by freight, and ship- 
pers of car-loads of cattle, for which a 
car must be specially fitted up, will ap- 
pear just as the distracted station-man 
is receiving a telegram with one side of 
his brain and selling a ticket with the 
other. The household goods must be 
weighed and tagged, the sewing machine 
tied up, and tables repaired; the cattle 
shipper must be given ashort lecture on 
the legal bearings of the bargain for 
transportation which he is about to 
make, and his demand that his live stock 
shall be carried 500 miles more quickly 
than human animals are taken over the 
s-me road is to be gently repressed. It 
is not every day that a small station is 
enlivened by this sort of excitement, 
yet it is common, and is familiar to 
every station agent. The variety in the 
duties of this position is, however, a 
great advantage to the ambitious young 
man because it serves to give him a good 
lift toward a valuable business educa- 
tion. He can learn about the methods 
and knacks and tricks of many different 
kinds of business, and can profit by the 
knowledge thus gained. Thomas J. 
Potter, the lately deceased vice-president 
of the Union Pacific lilway, whose 
memory it is proposed to pel"petuate by 
a bronze statue, began his railroad ca- 
reer as agent at a small station in Iowa. 

Others of equal ability and perfection 
of character have risen from similar 
places and by the same means. 
The agent at a small station catches 
his breath between trains. There is then 
generally ample time for calming the 
nerves and preparing for the next on- 
slaught. If he is a telegraph operator 
he can chat with the operators at other 
stations--a common resource if the 
wires are not occupied with more im- 
portant affairs. In the class periodicals 
of operators and railroad men, refer- 
ences to this phase of their life may be 
constantly seen, and incidents of even 
romantic interest are not infrequent. 
lIany of the men at small stations are 
young and unmarried, while at places 
where the business has increased enough 
to warrant the employment of an assist- 
ant, a young woman to do the telegraph- 
ing is frequently the first helper engaged. 
With this combination it is unnecessary 
to tell what follows. If iron bars and 
stone walls are the things which Cupid 
laughs at, an electric telegraph wire is 
the thing which makes him "snicker 
right out," if we may use the language 
of the circus ring. 
At the railroad station next larger in 
size, the work is more divided. One 
man sells tickets, another attends to the 
freight office, another to the baggage, 
and so on. The ticket-seller must make 
five-cent bargains with the same urban- 
ity that is given to a $100 trade, and 
must be able to toss off the latter in two 
minutes if occasion requires, or to spend 
an hour in helping the passenger choose 
the best mute among a score of possible 
ones. The fusilade of questions that 
must be met by the ticket-seller every 
time he opens his window is familiar to 
every one who has ever watched a place 
of the ldnd for ten minutes. 

The station baggage master has an 
important but rather thankless place. 
He must handle 200-pound trunks with 
as much ease as though they contained 
feathers, and if he break a moulding off 
one must meet the reproaches of the 
owner, who imagines that the time avail- 
able for handling the trunk was five 
minutes instead of two seconds. He 
must handle much dirty and otherwise 
unpleasant stuff, and on the whole pur- 
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has to clean a portion of the polished 
brass and iron work of the engine, lie 
has to throw into the firebox several 
tons of coal a day, and gets so black 
that his best friends would not know 
him when washed up. Those who begin 
young and are intelligent, and conserve 
their strength, are at length promoted 
to be engineers. The fireman's twin 
brother is the "hostler," who is em- 
ployed at the larger termini to get the 
iron horse out of its stable, lead it to 
the watering place and feed-trough (coal 
bin), and harness it to the train. 
The clerk in the freight office has 
almost as much variety of work as the 
ticket-seller, and is by no means a 
mere book-keeper. The workmen at 
the freight station are not common 
laborers. Their work requires peculiar 
skill and experience, and they have 
diversions worth telling of, if there were 
space. The men i1 the shops, and those 
who go out with derricks and chains to 
pick up wrecks are an important class by 
themselves, and bridge builders, gate ten- 
tiers, and various others bring up the rear. 
In conclusion, railroad men as a body 

are industrious, sober when at work, and 
lively when at play, using well-trained 
minds, in their sphere, and possessing 
capacity for a high degree of further 
training. The public is not without 
its duty toward the million or so of 
men in the railroad service. The lia- 
bility to death or maiming from accident 
is such a real factor in railroad men's 
lives, that the public, and especially 
shareholders in railroads, are bound to 
not only uphold officers in providing 
every possible appliance and regulation 
for safety, but to demand the introduc- 
tion of such devices. Some of the State 
railroad commissioners have done and 
are doing noble service in this direction, 
and should be vigorously supported by 
their constituencies. The demands of 
the public, reinforced by the exigencies 
of competition, have made Sunday trains 
in many localities almost as common as 
on week days, so that many train and sta- 
tion men work seven days in the week. 
In addition to this, holidays oftener in- 
crease their work than diminish it, so 
that there is room for a considerable 
refoln in this regard. 



THE MASTER OF BALLANTRAE. 

By Robert Louis Stevelzsotl. 

SUMMARY OF EVENTS DURING THE MASTER'S 
WANDERINGS. 

HE full truth of this 
odd matter is what 
the world has long 
been looking for and 
p u b l i c curiosity is 
sure to welcome. It 
so befell that I was 

--- intimately m i n gl e d 
with the last years and history of the 
house; and there does not Xive one 
man so able as myself to make these 
matters plain, or so desirous to narrate 
them faithfully. I knew the Master; 
on many secret steps of his career, I 
have an authentic memoir in my hand ; 
I sailed with him on his last voyage al- 
most alone ; I made one upon that win- 
ter's journey of which so many tales 
have gone abroad; and I was there at 
the man's death. As for my late Lord 
Dhrrisdeer, I served him and loved him 
near twenty years ; and thought more of 
him the more I knew of him. Alto- 
gether, I think it not fit that so much 
evidence should perish ; the truth is a 
debt I owe my lord's memory; and I 
think my old years will flow more 
smoothly and my white hair lie quieter 
on the illow, when the debt is paid. 
The Duries of Durrisdeer and ]3allan- 
trae were a strong family in the south- 
west from the days of David First. A 
rhyme still current in the countryside 

Kittle folk are the Durrisdeers, 
They ride wi' ower mony spears 

bears the mark of its antiquity;and 
the name appears in another, which 
common report attributes to Thomas of 
Ercildoune himself--I cannot say how 
truly, and which some have applied--I 
dare not say with how much justiceto 
the events of this narration: 

Twa Duries in Durrisdeer, 
Ane to tie and ane to ride, 
An ill day for the groom 
And a waur day for the bride. 

Authentic history besides is filled with 
their exploits which (to our modern 
eyes) seem not very commendable ; and 
the family suffered its full share of those 
ups and downs to which the great 
houses of Scotland have been ever liable. 
But all these I pass over, to come to 
that memorable year 1745, when the 
foundations of this tragedy were laid. 
At that time there dwelt a fmily of 
four persons in the house of Durrisdeer, 
near St. Bride's, on the Solway shore; 
a chief hold of their race since the refor- 
nmtion. My old lord, eighth of the 
name, was not old in years, but lie suf- 
fered prematurely from the disabilities 
of age; his place was at the chimney 
side;there he sat reading, in a lined 
gown, with fev vords for any man, and 
wry vords for none : the model of an 
old retired housekeeper;and yet his 
mind very well nourished with study, 
and reputed in the country to be more 
cunning than he seemed. The Master 
of ]3allantrae, James in baptism, took 
from his father the love of serious read- 
ing; some of his tact perhaps as well, 
but that which was only policy in the 
father became blak dissimulation in 
the son. The face of his behavior was 
merely popular and wild: he sat late at 
wine, later at the cards ; had the name 
in the country of "an unco man for the 
lasses"; a.nd was ever in the front of 
broils. But for all he was the first to go 
in, yet it was observed he was invariably 
the best to come off; and his pai4ners 
in mischief were usually alone to pay 
the piper. This luck or dexteiity got 
him several 411-wishers, but with the rest 
of the country enhanced his reputation; 
so that great things were looked for in 
his future, when he should have gained 
more gravity. One very black mark he 
had to his name; but the matter was 
hushed up at the time, and so defaced 
by legends before I came into those 
parts, that I scruple to set it down. If 
it was true, it was a horrid fact in one 
so young ; and if false, it was a horrid 
calumny. I think it notable that he had 
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always vaunted himself quite implacable, 
and was taken at his word; so that he 
had the addition among his neighbors of 
"an ill man to cross." Here was alto- 
gether a young nobleman (not yet 
twenty-four in the year '45) who had 
made a figure in the country beyond his 
time of life. The less marvel if there 
were little heard of the second son, Mr. 
Henry (my late Lord Durrisdeer), who 
was neither very bad nor yet very able, 
but an honest, solid sort of lad like many 
of his neighbors. Little heard, I say ; 
but indeed it was a case of little spoken. 
He was known among the salmon fishes 
in the firth, for that was a sport that he 
assiduously followed ; he was an excel- 
lent good horse-doctor besides; and 
took a chief hand, almost from a boy, in 
the management of the estates. How 
hard a part that was, in the situation of 
that family, none knows better than my- 
self; nor yet with how little color of 
justice a man may there acquire the 
reputation of a tyrant and a miser. The 
fourth person in the house was Miss 
Alison Graeme, a near kinswoman, an 
ol])han, and the heir to a considerable 
fortune which her father had acquired in 
trade. This money was loudly called 
for by my lord's necessities ; indeed the 
land was deeply mortgaged; and Miss 
Alison was designed accordingly to be 
the Master's wife, gladly enough on her 
side ; with how much good will on his, 
is another matter. She was a comely 
girl and in those days very spirited and 
self-willed ; for the ohl lord having no 
daughter of his o, and my lady being 
long dead, she had grown up as best she 
might. 
To these four, came the news of 
Prince Charlie's landing, and set them 
presently by the ears. My lord, like the 
chimney-keeper that he was, was all for 
temporizing. Miss Alison held the other 
side, because it appeared romantical; 
and the Master (though I have heard 
they did not agree often) was for this 
once of her opinion. The adventure 
tempted him, as I conceive; he was 
tempted by the opportunity to raise the 
fortunes of the house, and not less by 
the hope of paying off his private lia- 
bilities, which were heavy beyond all 
opinion. As for Sir. Henry, it appears 
he said little enough at fist; his part 

came later on. It took the three a 
whole day's disputation, before they 
agreed to steer a middle course, one 
son going forth to strike a blow for 
King James, my lord and the other 
staying at home to keep in favor with 
King George. Doubtless this was my 
lord's decision ; and, as is well known, it 
was the part played by many consider- 
able families. But the one dispute set- 
tied, another opened. For my lord, 
Miss Alison and Mr. Henry all held the 
one view ; that it was the cadet's part to 
go out; and the Master, what with 
restlessness and vanity, wotfld at no rate 
consent to stay at home. My lord 
pleaded, Miss Alison wept, 5Ir. Henry 
was very plain spoken" all was of no 
avail. 
"It is the direct heir of Durrisdeer 
that should ride by his King's bridle," 
says the Master. 
"If we were playing a manly part," 
says Mr. Henry, "there might be sense 
in such talk. But what are we doing ? 
Cheating at cards!" 
"We are saving the house of Durris- 
deer, Henry," his father said. 
"And see, James," said Mr. I-IemT, 
"if I go, and the Pince has the upper 
hand, it will be easy to make your peace 
-ith King James. But if you go, and 
the expedition fails, we divide the right 
and the title. And what shall I be 
then ?" 
"You will be Lord Durrisdeer," said 
the Master. "I put all I have upon the 
table." 
"I play at no such game," c'ies Mr. 
Henry. "I shall be left in such a situa- 
tion as no man of sense and honor could 
endure. I shall be neither fish nor 
flesh !" he cried. And a little after, he 
had another expression, plainer perhaps 
than he intended. "It is your duty to 
be here with my father," said he. "You 
know well enough you are the favoite. '' 
"Ay," said the Master. "And there 
spoke envy! Would you trip up my 
heels--Jacob ?" said he, and dwelled up- 
on the name maliciously. 
Mr. Henry went and walked at the 
low end of "the hall without reply; for 
he had an excellent gift of silence. 
Presently he came back. 
"I am the cadet and I should go," 
said he. "And my lord here is the 



" Heads, I go; shields, I stay." 
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master, and he says I shall go. What 
say ye to that, my brother ?" 
"I say this, Harry," returned the 
Master, "that when very obstinate folk 
are met, there are only two ways out: 
blows--and I think none of us could 
care to go so far ; or the arbitrament of 
chance--and here is a guinea piece. 
Will you stand firm by the toss of the 
coin ?" 
"I will stand and fall by it," said Mr. 
Henry. "Heads, I go ; shields, I stay." 
The coin was spun and it fell shield. 
"So there is a lesson for Jacob," says the 
Master. 
" We shall live to repent of this," 
says Mr. Henry, and flung out of the 
hall. 
As for Miss Alison, she caught up 
that piece of gold which had just sent 
her lover to the wars, and flung it clean 
through the family shield in the great 
painted window. 
"If you loved me as well as I love 
you, you would have stayed," cried she. 
"' I could not love you, dear, so well, 
loved I not honor more,'" sang the 
Master. 
"O !" she cried, "you have no heart 
mI hope you may be killed!" and she 
ran from the room, and in tears to her 
own chamber. 
It seems the Master turned to my 
lord with his most comical manner, and 
svs he, "This looks like a devil of a 
wife !" 
"I think you are a devil of a son to 
me," cried his father, "you that has al- 
ways been the favorite, to my shame be 
it spoken, lever a good hour have I 
gotten of you, since you were born ; no, 
never one good hour," and repeated it 
again the third time. Whether it was 
the Master's levity, or his insubordina- 
tion, or Mr. Henry's word about the 
favorite son, that had so anuch disturbed 
my lord, I do not know; but I incline 
to think it was the last, for I have it by 
all accounts that Mr. Henry was more 
made up to from that hour. 
Altogether it was in pretty ill blood 
with his family that the Master rode to 
the north ; which was the more sorrow- 
full for others to remember when it 
seemed too late. By fear and favor, he 
had scraped together near upon a dozen 
men, principally tenants' sons; they 
VoI. IV.---61 

were all pretty full when they set forth, 
and rode up the hill by the old abbey, 
roaring and singing, the white cockade 
in every hat. It was a desperate ad- 
venture for so small a company to cross 
the most of Scotland unsupported ; and 
(what made folk think so the more) even 
as that poor dozen was clattering up the 
hill, a great ship of the king's navy, that 
could have brought them under with a 
single boat, lay with her broad ensign 
streaming in the bay. The next after- 
noon, having given the Master a fair 
start, it was Mr. Henry's turn; and he 
rode off, all by himself, to offer his sword 
and carry letters from his father to 
King George's government. Miss Ali- 
son was shut in her room and did little 
but weep, till both were gone ; only she 
stitched the cockade upon the Master's 
hat and (as John Paul told me) it was 
wetted with tears when he carried it 
down to him. 
In all that followed, Mr. Henry and 
my old lord were true to their bargain. 
That ever they accomplished anything 
is more than I could learn; and that 
they were anyway strong on the king's 
side, more than I believe. But they 
kept the letter of loyalty, corresponded 
with my Lord President, sat still at 
home, and had little or no commerce 
with the Master while that business 
lasted. Nor was he, on his side, more 
communicative. Miss Alison, indeed, 
was always sending him expresses, but 
I do not know if she had many answers. 
Macconochie rode for her once, and 
found the Highlanders before Carlisle, 
and the Master riding by the Prince's 
side in high favor; he took the letter 
(so Macconochie tells), opened it, 
glanced it through with a mouth like a 
man whistling, and stuck it in his belt, 
whence, on his horse passageing: it fell 
unregarded to the ground. It was 
Macconochie who picked it up; and he 
still kept it, and indeed I have seen it in 
his hands. News came to Dunisdeer 
of course, by the common report, as it 
goes travelling through a country, a 
thing always wonderful to me. By that 
means the family learned more f the 
Master's favor with the Prince, and the 
ground it was said to stand on : for by 
a strange condescension in a man so 
proudonly that he was a man sill 
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land. There was nbt much harm in 
Tam; but he had that grievous weak- 
ness, a long tongue; and as the only 
man in that country who had been out 
(or rather who had come in again)he 
was sure of listeners. Those that have 
the underhand in any fighting, I have 
observed, are ever anxious to persuade 
themselves they were betrayed. By 
Tam's account of it, the rebels had been 
betrayed at every turn and by every 
officer they had ; they had been betray- 
ed at Derby, and betrayed at Falkirk ; 
the night march was a step of treachery 
of my Lord George's ; Culloden was 
lost by the treachery of the Macdonalds. 
This habit of imputing treason grew 
upon the fool, till at last he must have 
in Mr. Henry also. Mr. Henry (by his 
account) had betrayed the lads of Durris- 
deer; he had promised to follow with 
more men, and instead of that he had 
ridden to King George. "Ay, and the 
next day!" Tam would cry. "The 
puir, bonnie Master and the puir, kind 
lads that rade wi' hiln were hardly ower 
the scaur, or he was aft---the Judis ! Ay, 
weel he has his way o't: he's to be 
my lord, nae less, and there's mony a 
cauld corp amang the Hieland heather !" 
And at this, if Tam had been drinking, 
he would begin to weep. 
Let anyone speak long enough, he will 
get believers. This view of Mr. Henry's 
behavior crept about the country by 
little and little; it was talked upon by 
folk that knew the contrary but were 
short of topics; and it was heard and 
believed and given out for gospel by the 
ignorant and the ill-willing. Mr. Henry 
began to be shunned; yet awhile, and 
the commons began to murmur as he 
went by, and the women (who are al- 
ways the most bold because they are the 
most safe) to cry out their reproaches 
to his face. The Master was cried up 
for a saint. It was remembered how 
he had never any hand in pressing the 
tenants; as, indeed, no more he had, 
except to spend the money. He was a 
little wild perhaps, the folk said; but 
how much better was a natural, wild lad 
that would soon have settled down, than 
a skinflint and a sneckdraw, sitting, with 
his nose in an account book, to perse- 
cute poor tenants. One trollop, who 
had had a child to the Master and by 

all accounts been very badly used, yet 
made herself a kind of champion of his 
memory. She flung a stone one day at 
Mr. Henry. 
"Vhaur's the bonnie lad that trustit 
ye ?" she cried. 
Mr. Henry reined in his horse and 
looked upon her, the blood flowing from 
his lip. "Ay, Jess ?" says he. "You 
too ? And yet ye should ken me bet- 
ter." For it was he who had helped her 
with money. 
The woman had another stone reads-, 
which she made as if she would cast; 
and he, to ward himself, threw up the 
hand that held his riding rod. 
"What, would ye beat a lassie, ye ugly 
--?" cries she, and ran away scream- 
ing as though he had struck her. 
lext day, word went about the coun- 
try like wildfire that Mr. Henry had 
beaten Jessie Broun within an inch of 
her life. I give it as one instance of 
how this snowball grew and one calum- 
ny brought another ; until my poor pa- 
tron was so perished in reputation that 
he began to keep the house like my lord. 
All this while, you may be very sure he 
uttered no complaints at home; the 
very ground of the scandal was too sore 
a matter to be handled; and Mr. Henry 
was very proud and strangely obstinate 
in silence. My old lord must have 
heard of it, by John I)aul, if by no one 
else ; and he must at least have remark- 
ed the altered habits of his son. Yet 
even he, it is probable, knew not how 
high the feeling ran; and as for Miss 
Alison, she was ever the last person to 
hear news, and the least interested when 
she heard them. 
In the height of the ill-feeling (for it 
died away as it came, no man could say 
why) there was an election forward in 
the town of St. Bride's, which is the 
next to Durrisdeer, standing on the 
Water of Swift; some ]-ievance was 
fermenting, I forget what, if ever I 
heard; and it was currently said there 
would be broken heads ere night, and 
that the sheriff had sent as far as Dum- 
fries for soldiers. My lord moved that 
Mr. Henry should be present ; asstu'ing 
him it was necessary to appear, for the 
credit of the house. "It will soon be 
reported," said he, "that we do not take 
the 1 ead in o ur o wn co untry." 
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"It is a strange lead that I can take," 
said Mr. Henry; and when they had 
pushed him further, "I tell you the 
plain truth," he said, "I dare not show 
my face." 
"You aa-e the first of the house that 
ever said so," cries Miss Alison. 
"We will go all three," said my lord; 
and sm-e enough he got into his boots 
(the first time in four yearsDa sore busi- 
ness John Paul had to get them on) and 
Miss Alison into her riding coat, and all 
three rode together to St. Bride's. 
The streets were full of the rift-raft of 
all the country-side, who had no sooner 
clapped eyes on Mr. Henry than the 
hissing began, and the hooting, and the 
cries of "Judas !" and "Vhere was the 
Master ?" and "Vhere were the poor 
lads that rode with him ?" Even a stone 
was cast ; but the more part cried shame 
at that, for my old lord's sake and Miss 
Alison's. It took not ten minutes to 
persuade my lord that Mr. Henry had 
been right. He said never a word, but 
turned his horse about, and home again, 
with his chin upon his bosom. Never a 
word said Miss Alison; no doubt she 
thought the more; no doubt her pride 
was stung, for she was a bone-bred 
Durie; and no doubt her heart was 
touched to see her cousin so unjustly 
used. That night she was never in 
bed;I have often blamed my ladyN 
when I call to mind that night, I readily 
forgive her; and the first thing in the 
morning, she came to the old lord in his 
usual seat. 
"If Henry still wants me," said she, 
"he can have me now." To himself she 
had a different speech : "I bring you no 
love, Henry; but God knows, all the 
pity in the world." 
June the first, 1748, was the day of 
their marriage. It was December of 
the same year that first saw me alighting 
at the doors of the great house; and 
from there I take up the history of 
events as they befell under my own ob- 
servation, like a witness in a court. 

I A the last of my journey in the 
cold end of December, in a mighty dry 
day of frost; and who should be my guide 
but Patey Macmorland, brother of Tam ? 

For a tow-headed, bare-legged brat of 
ten, he had more ill tales upon his 
tongue than ever I heard the match 
of; having drunken betimes in his 
brother's cup. I was still not so old my- 
self ; pride had not yet the upperhand of 
curiosity; and indeed it would have 
taken any man, that cold mourning, to 
hear all the old clashes of the country 
and be shown all the places by the way 
where strange things had fallen out. I 
had tales of Claverhouse, as we came 
through the bogs, and tales of the devil 
as we came over the top of the scaur. 
As we came in by the old abbey I heard 
somewhat of the old monks, and more 
of the freetraders, who use its ruins for 
a magazine, landing for that cause with- 
in a cannon-shot of Durrisdeer; and 
along 11 the road, the Duties and poor 
Mr. Henry were in the first rank for 
slander. My mind was thus highly 
prejudiced against the family I was 
about to serve ; so that I was half sur- 
prised, when I beheld Durrisdeer itself, 
lying in a pretty sheltered bay, under 
the Abbey Hill; the house most com- 
modiously built in the French fashion 
or perhaps Italianate, for I have no skill 
in these arts; and the place the most 
beautified with gardens, lawns, shrub- 
beries, and trees I had ever seen. The 
money sunk here unproductively would 
have quite restored the family ; but as it 
was, it cost a revenue to keep it up. 
Mr. Henry came himself to the door 
to welcome me : a tall, dark young gen- 
tleman (the Duries are all black men) of 
a plain and not cheerful face, very strong 
in body but not so strong in health: 
taking me by the hand without any 
pride, and putting me at home with 
plain, kind speeches. He led me into 
the hall, booted as I was, to present me 
to my lord. It was still daylight; and 
the first thing I observed was a lozenge 
of clear glass in the midst of the shield 
in the painted window, which I remem- 
ber thinking a blemish on a room other- 
wise so handsome, with its family por- 
traits, and the pargetted ceiling with 
pendants, and the carved chimney, in 
one corner of which my old lord sat read- 
ing in his Livy. He was like Mr. Henry, 
with much the same plain countenance, 
only more subtle and pleasant, and his 
talk a thousand times more entertain- 
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ing. He had many questions to ask 
me, I remember, of Edinburgh College, 
where I had just received my master- 
ship of arts, and of the various pro- 
fessors, with whom and their proficiency 
he seemed well acquainted; and thus, 
talking of things that I knew, I soon got 
liberty of speech in my new home. 
In the midst of this, came Mrs. Henry 
into the room; she was very far gone, 
Miss Katharine being due in about six 
weeks, which made me think less of her 
beauty at the first sight ; and she used 
me with more of condescension than the 
rest ; so that, upon all accounts, I kept 
her in the third place of my esteem. 
It did not take long before all Pate 
Iacmorland's tales were blotted out of 
my belief, and I was become, what I 
have ever since remained, a loving ser- 
vant of the house of Durrisdeer. Mr. 
Henry had the chief part of my affection. 
It was with him I worked ; and I found 
him an exacting master, keeping all his 
kindness for those hours in which we 
were unemployed, and in the steward's 
office not only loading me with work 
but viewing me with a shrewd super- 
vision. At length one day, he looked 
up from his paper with a kind of timid- 
ness, and says he, "Sir. Mackellar, I 
think I ought to tell you that you do 
very well." That was my first word of 
commendation ; and from that day his 
jealousy of my performance was relaxed ; 
soon it was "lIr. Mackellar" here, and 
"Mr. lIackellar" there, with the whole 
family; and for much of my service at 
I)urrisdeer, I have transacted every- 
thing at my own time and to my own 
fancy, and never a farthing challenged. 
Even while he was driving me, I had be- 
gun to find my heart go out to Mr. 
Henry ; no doubt, partly in pity, he was 
a man so palpably unhappy. He would 
fall into a deep muse over our accounts, 
staring at the page or out of the win- 
dow ; and at those times the look of his 
face, and the sigh that would break from 
him, awoke in me strong feelings of 
curiosity and commiseration. One day, 
I remember, we were late upon some 
business in the steward's room. This 
room is in the top of the house and has 
a view upon the bay, and over a little 
wooded cape, on the long sands; and 
there, right over against the sun which 

was then dipping, we saw the freetraders 
with a great force of men and hoes, 
scouring on the beach. Mr. Henry had 
been staring straight west, so that I 
marvelled he was not blinded by the sun ; 
suddenly he frowns, rubs his hand upon 
his brow, and turns to me with a smile. 
"You would not guess what I was 
thinking," says he. "I was thinking I 
would be a happier man if I could ride 
and run the danger of my life, with 
these lawless companions." 
I told him I had observed he did not 
enjoy good spirits; and that it was a 
common fancy to envy others and think 
we should be the better of some change ; 
quoting Horace to the point, like a 
young man fresh from college. 
"Why, just so," said he. "And with 
that we may get back to our accounts." 
It was not long before I began to get 
wind of the causes that so much de- 
pressed him. Indeed a blind man must 
have soon discovered there was a shadow 
on that house, the shadow of the Master 
of Ballantrae. Dead or alive (and he 
was then supposed to be dead) that man 
was his brother's rival : his rival abroad, 
where there was never a good word for 
Mr. Henry and nothing but regret and 
praise for the Master; and his rival at 
home, not only with his father and his 
wife, but with the very servants. 
There were two old serving men, who 
were the leaders. John Paul,  tittle, 
bald, solemn, stomachy man, a great 
professor of piety and (take him for all 
in all) a pretty faithful servant, was the 
chief of the Master's faction. None durst 
go so far as John. He took a pleasure 
in disregarding Mr. Henry publicly, 
often with a slighting comparison. My 
lord and Sirs. Henry took him up, to be 
sure, but never so resolutely as they 
should; and he had ofly to pull his 
weeping face and begin his lamentations 
for the Master--" his laddie," as he call- 
ed him--to have the whole condoned. 
As for Henry, he let these things pass in 
silence, sometimes with a sad and some- 
times with a black look. There was no 
ivalling the dead, he knew that; and 
how to censure an old serving man for 
a fault of loyalty, was more than he 
could see. His was not the tongue to 
do it. 
Macconochie was chief upon the 
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yet been six months at Durrisdeer 
when it chanced that John Patti fell sick 
and must keep his bed; drink was the 
root of his malady, in my poor thought ; 
but he was tended and indeed carried 
himself like an afflicted saint; and the 
minister, who came to visit him, profess- 
ed himself edified when he went away-. 
The third morning of his sickness, Mr. 
Henry comes to me with something of a 
hang-dog look. 
"Mackellar," says he, "I wish I could 
trouble you upon a little service. There 
is a pension we pay ; it is John's part to 
carry it;and now that he is sick, I 
know not to whom I should look unless 
it was yourself. The matter is very del- 
icate ; I could not carry it with my own 
hand for a sufficient reason ; I dare not 
send Macconochie, who is a talker, and 
I am--I have--I am desirous this should 
not come to Mrs. Henry's ears," says he, 
and flushed to his neck as he said it. 
To say truth, when I found I was to 
carry money to one Jessie Broun, who 
was no better than she should be, I sup- 
posed it was some trip of his own that 
r. Henry was dissembling. I was the 
more impressed when the truth came 
out. 
It was up a wynd off a side street in 
St. Bride's, that Jessie had her lodging. 
The place was very ill inhabited, mostly 
by the freetrading sort;there was a 
man with a broken head at the entry; 
half way up, in a tavern, fellows were 
roaring and singing, though it vas not 
yet nine in the day-. Altogether, I had 
never seen a worse neighborhood even 
in the great city of Edinburgh, and I 
was in two minds to go back. Jessie's 
room was of a piece with her surrolmd- 
ings and herself no better. She would 
not give me the receipt (which Mr. 
Henry had told me to demand, for he 
was very methodical) until she had sent 
out for spirits and I had pledged her in 
a glass; and all the time she carried on 
in a light-headed, reckless way, now 
.aping the manners of a lady, now break- 
mg into unseemly mirth, now making 
coquettish advances that oppressed me 
to the ground. Of the money, she 
spoke more tragically,. 
"It's blood money," said she, "I take 
it for that: blood money for the be- 
trayed. See what I'm brought down to ! 

Ah, if the bonnie lad were back again, 
it would be changed days. But he's 
deid--he's lyin' deid amangthe Hieland 
hills--the bonnie lad, the bonnie lad!" 
She had a rapt manner of crying on 
the bonnie lad, clasping her hands and 
casting up her eyes, that I think she 
must have learned of strolling players ; 
and I thought her sorrow very much of 
an affectation, and that she dwelled up- 
on the business because her shame was 
now all she had to be proud of. I will 
not say I did not pity her, but it was a 
loathing pity at the best ; and her last 
change of manner wiped it out. This was 
when she had had .enough of me for an 
audience and had set her name at last to 
the receipt. "There !" says she, and 
taking the most unwomanly oaths upon 
her tongue, bade me begone and carry 
it to the Judas who had sent me. It 
was the first time I had heard the name 
applied to Mr. Henry ; I was staggered 
besides at her sudden vehemence of 
word and manner ; and got forth from 
the room, under this shower of curses, 
like a beaten dog. But even then I was 
not quit; for the vixen threw up her 
window and, leaning forth, continued 
to revile me as I went up the wynd ; the 
freetraders, coming to the tavela door, 
joined in the mockery; and one had 
even the inhumanity to set upon me a 
very savage, small dog, which bit me in 
the ankle. This was a strong lesson, had 
I required one, to avoid ill company; 
and I rode home in much pain from the 
bite and considerable indication of 
mind. 
Mr. Henry was in the steward's room, 
affecting employment, but I could see he 
was only impatient to hear of my errand. 
"Well ?" says he, as soon as I came in ; 
and when I had told him something of 
what passed, and that Jessie seemed an 
undeserving woman and far from grate- 
ful : "She is no flend to me," said he ; 
"but indeed, Mackellar, I have few 
friends to boast of ; and Jessie has some 
cause to be unjust. I need not dis- 
semble what all the country knows: 
she was not very well used by one of our 
family." This was the first time I had 
heard him refer to the Master even dis- 
tantly ; and I think he found his tongue 
rebellious, even for that much; but 
presently he resumed. "This is why I 
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would have nothing said. It would give 
pain to, Mrs. Henry . . . and to my 
father, he added with another flush. 
"Mr. Henry," said I, "if you will take 
a freedom at my hands, I would tell you 
to let that woman be. What service is 
your money to the like of her ? She has 
no sobriety and no economy; as for 
gratitude, you will as soon get milk from 
a whinstone ; and if you will pretermit 
your bounty, it will make no change at 
all but just to save the ankles of your 
messengers." 
Mr. Henry smiled. "But I am grieved 
about your ankle," said he, the next mo- 
ment, with a proper gravity. 
"And observe," I continued, "I give 
you this advice upon consideration ; and 
yet my heart was touched for the woman 
in the beginning." 
"Why there it is, you see !" said Mr. 
Henry. "And you are to remember 
that I knew her once a very decent lass. 
Besides which, although I speak little of 
my family, I think much of its repute." 
And with that he broke up the tlk, 
which was the first we had together in 
such confidence. But the same after- 
noon, I had the proof that his father was 
perfectly acquainted with the business, 
and that it was only from his wife that 
Mr. Henry kept it secret. 
"I fear you had a painful errand to- 
day," says my lord to me : "for which, 
as it enters in no way among your duties, 
I wish to thank you, and to remind you 
at the same time (in case Mr. Henry 
should have neglected) how vel-y desir- 
able it is that no word of it should reach 
my daughter. Reflections on the dead, 
Mr. Mackellar, are doubly painful." 
Anger glowed in my heart; and I 
would have told my lord to his face 
how little he had to do, bolstering up 
the image of the dead in Mrs. Hem:y's 
heart, and how much better he were em- 
ployed, to shatter that false idol. For by 
this time, I saw very well how the land 
lay between my patron and his wife. 
l%Iy pen is clear enough to tell a plain 
tale; but to render the effect of an in- 
finity of small things, not one great 
enough in itself to be narrated ; and to 
translate the story of looks, and the 
message of voices when they are saying 
no great matter; and to put in half 
a page the essence of near eighteen 

months: this is what I despair to ac- 
complish. The fault, to be very blunt, 
lay all in Mrs. Henry. She felt it  
merit to have consented to the marriage, 
and she took it like a martyrdom; in 
which my old lord, whether he knew it 
or not, fomented her. She made a 
merit, besides, of her constancy to the 
dead ; though its name, to a nicer con- 
science, should have seemed rather dis- 
loyalty to the living ; and here also my 
lord gave her his countenance. I sup- 
pose he was glad to talk of his loss, and 
ashamed to dwell on it with Mr. Henry. 
Certainly, at least, he made  little 
coterie apart in that family of three, and 
it was the husband who was shut out. 
It seems it was an old custom when the 
family were alone in Durrisdeer, that 
my lord should take his wine to the 
chimneyside, and Miss Alison (instead 
of withdrawing)should bring a stool 
to his knee and chatter to him privately ; 
and after she had become my patron's 
wife, the same manner of doing was 
continued. It should have been pleasant 
to behold this ancient gentleman so lov- 
ing with his daughter; but I was too 
much a partisan of Mr. Henry's to be 
anything but wroth at his exclusion. 
Many's the time I have seen him make 
an obvious resolve, quit the table, and 
go and join himself to his wife and my 
Lord Durrisdeer; and on their part, 
they were never backward to make him 
welcome, tmed to him smilingly as to 
an intruding child, and took him into 
their talk with an effo' so ill-concealed 
that he was soon back again beside me 
at the table; whence, so great is the 
hall of Durrisdeer, we could but hear 
the murmur of voices at the chimney. 
There he would sit and watch, and I 
along with him ; and sometimes by my 
lord's head sorrowfully shaken, or his 
hand laid on Mrs. Henry's head, or hers 
upon his knee as if in consolation, or 
sometimes by an exchange of tearful 
looks, we would draw our conclusion 
that the talk had gone to the old subject 
and the shadow of the dead was in the 
hall. 
I have hours when I blame Mr. Henry 
for taking all too patiently; yet we are 
to remember he was married in pity, 
and accepted his wife upon that term. 
And indeed he had small encourage- 
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ment to make a stand. Once, I remem- 
ber, he announced he had found a man 
to replace the pane of the stained win- 
dow; which, as it was he that managed 
all the business, was a thing clearly 
within his attributions. But to the Mas- 
ter's fanciers, that pane was like a relic ; 
and on the first word of any change, 
the blood flew to Mrs. Henry's face. 
"I wonder at you !" she cried. 
"I wonder at myself," says Mr. Henry, 
with nore of bitterness than I had ever 
heard him to express. 
Thereupon my old lord stepped in 
with his smooth talk, so that before the 
meal was at an end all seemed forgot- 
ten; only that, after dinner, when the 
pair had withdrawn as usual to the 
chimneyside, we could see her weeping 
with her head upon his knee. Mr. 
Henry kept up the talk with ne upon 
some topic of the estates--he could 
speak of little else but business, and 
was never the best of company ; but he 
kept it up that day with more continuity, 
his eye straying ever and again to the 
chimney and his voice changing to 
another key, but without check of de- 
livery. The pane, however, was not re- 
placed; and I believe he counted it a 
great defeat. 
Whether he was stout enough or no, 
God knows he was kind enough. Mrs. 
Henry had a manner of condescension 
with him, such as (in a wife)would have 

pricked my vanity into an ulcer; he 
took it like a favor. She held him at 
the staff's end ; forgot and then remem- 
bered and unbent to him, as we do to 
children ; burthened him with cold kind- 
ness; reproved him with a change of 
color and a bitten lip, like one shamed 
by his disgrace: ordered him with a 
look of the eye, when she was off her 
guard; when she was on the watch, 
pleaded with him for the most natural 
attentions as though they were unheard 
of favors. And to all this, he replied 
with the most unwearied service ; loving, 
as folk say, the very ground she trod 
on, and carrying that love in his eyes as 
bright as a lamp. When Miss Katharine 
was to be born, nothing would serve 
but he must stay in the room behind 
the head of the bed. There he sat, as 
white (they tell me) as a sheet and the 
sweat dropping from his brow; and the 
handkerchief he had in his hand was 
crushed into a little ball no bigger than 
a musket bullet. Nor could he bear 
the sight of Miss Katharine for many a 
day;indeed I doubt if he was ever 
what he should have been to my young 
lady ; for the which want of natural feeN 
ing, he was loudly blamed. 
Such was the state of this family 
down to the 7th April, 1749, when there 
befell the first of that series of events 
which were to break so many hearts and 
lose so many fives. 

(To be continued.) 

THE STORM. 

By Zoe Dana Underbill. 

WESTWARD the black clouds part and lighten: 
The sun breaks forth, the storm is o'er; 
Yet the vexed billows vrithe and whiten, 
The breakers thunder on the shore. 

And thou, Oh foolish heart! art throbbing 
To the old griefs of long ago; 
Like waves, still wrestling, raving, sobbing, 
Though the spent winds have ceased to blow. 
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By Lester lallacl. 

SECOND PAPER. 

 _  OW singularly prej- 
udiced the old man- 
agers were against 
anything like an in- 
novation ! It was 
thought an extraor- 
 Garrick first put on 
a pair of Elizabethan 
tlnks for Richard IIL He played Mac- 
beth in a square-cut scarlet coat, the cos- 
tume of an English general, and a regu- 
lation wig with a pigtail of his own period, 
while lIrs. Pritchard, who played Lady 
Macbeth, wore an enormous hoop. Gar- 
rick desired very much to wear a Scotch 
tartan and kilt, and a plaid, with bare 
legs, the traditional Higlfland costume ; 
but this was in the days of the Pre- 
tender, when no one was allowed to 
show a plaid in the streets of London. 
After Garrick had brought in a great 
deal of wise refoza in the way of dress 
there was a lull again, and no one dared 
to do anything new. lIany generations 
later my father was cast for the part 
of Tressel, in Cibber's version of "Rich- 
ard Ill." Tressel is the youthful mes- 
senger who conveys to King Henry VI. 
the news of the murder of his son after 
the battle of Tewksbury. My father, a 
young, ambitious actor, came on with 
the feather hanging from his cap, all 
wet, his hair dishevelled, one boot to 
nearly off, one spur broken, the other 
gone entirely, his gauntlet stained with 
blood, and his sword snapped in twain; 
at which old Wewitzer, who was the 
manager, and had been a manager be- 
fore my father was born, was perfectly 
shocked. It was too late to do an)dhing 
then, but the next moling Wewitzer 
sent for him to come to his office, and 
addressed him thus" "Young man, how 
do you ever hope to get on in your 
profession by deliberately breaking all 
precedent ? What will become of the 
profession if mere boys are allowed to 
take these liberties ? Why, sir, you 

should have entered in a suit of decent 
black, with silk stockings on, and with 
a white handkerchief in your hand." 
"Vhat! after defeat and flight from 
battle ?" interrupted my father. "That 
had nothing at all to do with it," was 
the reply. "The proprieties! sir, the 
proprieties !" 
This simply goes to show how difficult 
it was to introduce anything new in the 
matter of acting or costume. Some of 
the papers spoke ve:y highly of the in- 
n vation, and the audience was satisfied, 
if the management was not. 
Elliston was another early manager of 
my father's. He was a man whose pom- 
posity and majesty in private life were 
absolutely, amazing, but he was a great 
actor for all that, and an intelligent 
manager. For example: George IV. 
was a most theatrical man in all he did, 
and when his corogation took place 
he dressed all his courtiers, and every- 
body about him in peculiarly dramatic 
costumes--dresses of Queen Elizabeth's 
time. It was all slashed trunks and 
side cloaks, etc. Of course the dukes, 
earls, and barons were particularly dis- 
gusted at the way they hacl to exhibit 
themselves, and as soon as the corona- 
tion ceremonies were over these things 
were thrown aside and sold, and Ellis- 
ton bought an enormous number of 
them. I-Ie was then the lessee of the 
Surrey Theatre, where he got up a great 
pageant and presented "The Corona- 
tion of George IV." He had a platform 
made in the middle of the pit, and in 
one scene he strutted down among the 
audience in the royal robes ; at which, 
with some good-natured chaff, there was 
a tremendous round of applause. For 
the moment Elliston became so excited 
that he imagined he was really the King 
himself, and spreading out his azns 
he said, amid dead silence : "Bless you, 
my people !" 
In his later years the habit of drink- 
ing became so confirmed that when he 
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was advertised to appear, the public, as 
in the case of the elder Kean, was never 
sure whether it was to see him or not. 
In one season, when my father was stage- 
manager of Drtu-y Lane, Elliston was 
announced to play Falstaff in "Henry 
IV.," Macready being cast for Hotspur 
and my father for the Prince of Wales. 
The axiety to see the perfonance was 
geat, not only among habitual theatre- 
goers, but in the profession itself, and 
Macready, at his own request, had a 
chair on the stage to watch Elliston's 
rehearsals. I-Ie was highly delighted 
with what he saw; and he believed, 
with others, that Elliston was the most 
pefect Falstaff that ever lived. Even 
in his feeble and intemperate old age he 
pl'ed it magnificently. On this par- 
ticular occasion, in the scene of the com- 
bat between Itotspur and the Prince of 
Wales, while Falstaff is encouraging the 
Prince, Douglas enters, fights with Fal- 
staff, and leaves him as if dead upon the 
field. Vhen he is gone Falstaff, look- 
ing around to see that he is perfectly 
safe, and that no one is by, gets up, sees 
Percy slain, and clies : "I am afraid of 
this gunpowder Piercy, though he be 
dead," and stabs the body again in the 
thigh. The speech ends with the 
words : "hleantime, with this new 
wound in your thigh, do thou come 
along with me." Then there is a great 
deal of "comic business," in which he 
tries to get Percy on his back to carry 
him in to the King, pretending to have 
killed him himself. Vhen the Falstaff 
of the evening came to this he made one 
or two ineffectual efforts to get up ; and 
the consequence was that the scene of 
his attempt to lift Percy and cay him 
off went for nothing. There they were, 
Percy dead and Elliston dead-drunk. 
My father, appreciating all this from be- 
hind the scenes, went on, and impro- 
vised some Shakespearian lines, adding 
to the familiar "Farewell, I could have 
better spared a better man "---" Mean- 
time do thou, Jack, come along with 
me ;" and hoisting Elliston on his back 
he carried him off the stage amidst the 
wildest applause. It appeared a tre- 
mendous feat of strength, the audience 
forgetting for the moment that Falstaff 
was not so heavy as he looked. All the 
ill-temper caused by his dxtakenness 

immediately left them, and they roared 
with laughter. 
Poor Elliston at last was so over- 
come with the gout that he could not 
act at all. He was then lessee of Drury 
Lane, and my. father was his stage-man- 
ager, appearing in Elliston's old parts, 
Captain Absolute, Charles Surface, and 
the like. At that time there was no 
zoological garden in London, but there 
was a place, called Exeter Change, in 
which were kept a lot of monkeys and 
paots, a few wild animals, some lions 
(particularly the lion Wallace who fought 
the six bull dogs), and, if not the first, 
very nearly the fit elephant that was 
ever exhibited alive in England. They 
did not know as much about taling 
care of animals then as they do now, 
and this elephant went mad, and became 
so dangerous that it was feared he 
would break out of his cage and do 
bodily damage to his keepers and the 
public, and it was determined he should 
be killed. /k dozen men were sent 
from the barracks of the Foot Guards, 
who fired five or six volleys into the 
poor beast before they finished him. 
At that time "The Belle's Stratagem " 
was being played, with my father as 
Doricourt, one of Elliston's great parts. 
Elliston was in the habit of going to the 
theatre every night, particularly if one 
of his own celebrated characters wau 
performed, and being wheeled down 
to the prompter's place in an invalid's 
chair, he would sit and -atch all that 
was going on. In the mad scene in 
"The Belle's Stratagem "1)orico-urt, who 
is feigning insanity, has a little ex- 
travagant "business," and, at a certain 
exit, he utters some wildly absurd non- 
sense such as "Bring me a pigeon pie 
of snakes!" On the night in question, 
when the town talked of nothing but 
the great brute who had been killed by 
the soldiers the day before, my father 
on his exit after the mad scene shouted : 
"Bring me a picked elephant !" to the 
delight of the easily pleased house, but 
to the disgust of the sensitive Elliston, 
who, shaking his gouty fist at him, 
cied: "Damn it, you lucky rascal, 
they never killed an elephant for ne 
when I played Dorico,rt ! " 
My father was still stage-manager of 
Drury Lane in 1827, when Edmun4 
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Kean withdrew his allegiance from 
that house to Covent Garden, to the 
great indignation of Stephen Price, 
the lessee. Kean had placed his son 
Charles at Eton, and was bringing him 
up for the Army, or the Church, or some 
swell profession, and Price was deter- 
mined, knowing the boy had a tremen- 
dous predilection for the theatre, that 
he would stick a thorn in Edmund 
Kean's side. Consequently he sent my 
father down to Eton to see the lad; 
and the result was that he was brought 
up from school and persuaded to go 
upon the stage by Price, who had suc- 
ceeded in arousing his ambition; and 
as at that time the elder Kean was 
treating his wife very badly, Charles of 
course was less inclined to obey his 
father. Vhen the advertisements came 
out that Kean's son was going to ap- 
pear at Drury Lane Theatre, the sensa- 
tion with the public was something 
enormous, the simple announcement 
affecting Kean's houses at Covent Gar- 
den. The lad came out as Young or- 
val in Home's tragedy of "Douglas," 
and my father played Glenalvon. He 
dressed Kean and absolutely "shoved" 
him upon the stage, for he was very ner- 
vous; but he played that night to a 
tremendous house and to a great recep- 
tion. Of course it was a very crude 
performance, and the endeavor to imi- 
tate his father in all the passionate 
scenes was palpable throughout. For 
a few nights the curiosity of the town 
crowded the house, but the excitement 
did not continue, and he went to the 
provinces with varying success. 
Charles was always devoted to his 
mother. She travelled about with him 
in his early days, after his father's death, 
and when he was between twenty-five 
and thirty years of age ; and he worked 
hard to make a mere living for the two. 
During his visits to Brighton he was a 
frequent gulest at my father's house, 
where he was sincerely liked. On one 
occasion it chanced that the Duchess 
of St. Albans was at Brighton while 
he was playing an engagement there. 
Moved by an affectionate feeling for the 
father, with whom, when Miss Mellon, 
she had often acted, she went to the 
theatre to see the son; and from the 
moment she saw Charles his fortune 

was made. She said: "This young 
man shall go to the top of the tree," 
and he did. Her influence in Brighton 
was all-powerful. Her tradespeople 
with their families filled the pit, and 
their working people filled the galleries. 
She made parties for him, and even sent 
the Duke himself to call for him at the 
Ship Hotel, where he was staying. The 
Duchess was the queen of fashion, and 
of course Kean at once became popular. 
This led to his reappearance in London. 
I remember being in Kean's dress- 
ing-room in Brighton when Bunn came 
in to conclude this London engage- 
ment. Bunn said: "Don't be alarmed, 
your success is certain. Your ' Is't the 
King ?' in ' Hamlet' is what will bring 
them." SVhen Bunn went out, Kean, who 
was the most suspicious fellow I ever 
saw, said : "Is that man serious, is that 
man sincere ?" I don't think that in 
those days he had faith in anybody ex- 
cept Cole, his biographer. 
He subsequently became very intimate 
with the St. Albans family, which in- 
cluded the niece, Miss Burdett-Coutts ; 
and when the Duchess died, the story 
went around that Kean would have no 
difficulty in winning the hand of the 
great heiress. Miss Ellen Tree, who 
was acting with him, according to ru- 
mor had been in love with him for years. 
He came into the theatre one night and 
said, abruptly: "Ellen, if you wish to 
marry me, to-morrow or never !" He 
was in a white heat of passion, and the 
story was that he had just received a 
fiat rejection from Miss Burdett-Coutts. 
Kean and Miss Tree were married the 
v_ery next day, and on that night, by 
curious coincidence, they acted in "The 
Honeymoon" together. This story was 
cm-rent at the time ; I give it as I heard 
it, but cannot vouch for its absolute 
truth. 
Douglas Jerrold was a great enemy of 
Charles Kean; there was some feud 
between them, what, I do not know, but 
he never could endure Charles and in- 
variably spoke of him as "the son of 
his father." lIacready, who admired 
the genius of the elder Kean, would not 
have the younger at any price, and used 
to refer to him before his London 
pearance as "that young man who goes 
about the country." 
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When Jerrold wrote "The Ilent Day" 
the plan of the scenery was taken from 
Sir David Wilkie's great pictures " The 

Rent Day" and 
"Distraining f o r 
Rent." The part 
of Marlin Hayward 
was written for my 
father. Sir David 
Wilkie went to see 
the play and cried 
like a baby over it. 
I have a letter he 
wrote to the then 
lessee of the theatre 
about the acting. 
He subsequ e n t 1 y 

sent my father one of the engravings 
with his autograph beneath. I have the 
picture now. The play made a great 
success at the time. 
Charles Kean's second visit to America 
was under my father's management in 
1839, and he was to have acted Richard 
IIL in the National Theatre, New York, 
the night it was destroyed by fire. 
Another very popular actor, Will- 
iam E. Burton, first came to this coun- 
try at my father's instance, and by his 
advice. Burton, as did very many of 
the debutants fi-om the country thea- 
tres, had suffered from te envy and 

Mrs. Charles Kean (Ellen Tree). 

rivalry of those 
already estab- 
lished in the 
good graces of 
London audi- 
ences. He ap- 
peared in the me- 
trefoils, if I re- 
member rightly, 
at the Haymar- 
ket, as 3Iarall to 
the Sir Giles 
Overreach of 
Edmund K e a n. 
Dowton and oth- 
er esteemed fay- 

orites had been familiar in this part, 
and Burton had, of course, to suffer the 
usual agonies of comparison. He was 
discouraged, and on the whole treated 
anything but fairly. In his despon- 
dent frame of mind my father, who had 
met him at various provincial thea- 
tres, and who well knew his powers, told 
him there was a fine field open to him 

in America. Accordingly Burton came 
to the United States. IIe appeared in 
Philadelphia, was prosperous, became 
an immense favorite there, and was also 
much appreciated in literary circles, for 
he was an accomplished scholar. It was 
a great pride and pleasure to my father 
to be the cause of his first appearance 
in New York, and to bring him out at 
the National Theatre. His great ability 
was soon acknowledged and appreciated, 
and his ultimate success when he took 
the Chambers Street house was a matter 
of course. 
This leads me to speak here of Will- 
iam Mitchell, for a long time Burton's 
only rival. Mitchell was originally a 
country actor in England. I am not 
quite certain whether my father brought 

him out or 
found him 
here, but at 
any rate he saw 
him play and 
vas struck with 
his cleverness 
and quickness. 
He had been 
stage- manager 
of some of the 
provincial cir- 
cuits in Eng- 
land, and my 
father gave 

Douglas Jerroid. 

him the same position in the National 
Theatre, which was then at the corner 
of Leonard and Church Streets. It 
had been built for an opera-house 
for Palmo, but failed in that capac- 
ity, and when my father took it, as I 
have said, he gave Mitchell direction 
of the st.ge. I was over here on a 
mere visit then, in 1838, just as the 
country was recovering from the great 
money panic of that year; when they 
had "shin plasters," as they called them, 
instead of money, as we had during the 
late war. In the very zenith of the the- 
atre's success it was burned, and the 
company, of course, was thrown out 
of employment. My father, who was 
a good leal knocked down at first, 
"shook his feathers," and as he had 
people coming whom he had engaged 
in England, he had to find some place- 
for them, so he took Niblo's Garden and 
there brought out John Yandenhoff's 
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daughter, who made an immense suc- 
cess. This was vev fortunate, because 
it enabled him to employ a number of 
actors who would otherwise have been 
idle and without salaries. When his 
short lease at /iblo's expired he went 
back to England ; 

and Mitchell, as 
well as the others, 
had to cast about 
them for what they 
could get. Mit- 
chell finally took 
what was then 
known as Tatter- 
sail's, and tulmed 
it into the Olym- 
pie Theatre, at 444 
Broadway. He 
made it a cheap 
house and inau- 
gurated what was 

the first reduction of prices, namely 
from one dollar to fifty cents for admis- 
sion, and twenty-five cents to the pit. 
He began to produce travesties on 
everything that was played anywhere 
else. He had an actor named Horn- 
castle, who had been a tenor singer in 
my father's company at the National, a 
fellow who had some talent for turning 
serious matter into burlesque. When, 
for instance, the opera of "Zampa, the 
lied Corsair," was brought out, they 
travestied it and called it "Sam Parr 
and his led, Coarse Hair." This was 
the beginning of Mitchell's prosperity. 
He displayed immense activity in get- 
ring everything new which was farcical 

and burlesque. He 
was ahead of every- 
body else, and the 
consequence w a s 
that his house was 
crowded every 
night. I think that 
under his manage- 
ment Chanfrau 
first came out as 
Mose. Mitchell 
used to talk to the 
boys in the pit, 
who paid their 

twenty-five cents admission, and if they 
were particularly noisy, or misbehaved 
themselves in any way, Mitchell would 
go on and make a speech, saying, per- 
haps, "Boys, if you don't behave I'll 
raise the price ten cents, as sure as you 
live," a very effectual threat. 
The first serious check Mitchell re- 
ceived was from Burton, who was a very 
shrewd and exceedingly clever man. 
He saw from a distance, from his eyrie 
in Philadelphia, what Mitchell was do- 
ing; and he came here and took the 

Chambers Street 
Theatre, before ., 
long completely 
smothering Mit- 
only doing them 
much better. He " .-.,,.-- 
.- "-',, 
was a whole host /:  -_'. 
in himself, cer-  ' 
.... 
tainly t h e first " '"- !. ,,." 
low comedian of 
his time. From t_,t 
the opening of 
the Chambers Charles Walcot. 
Street house Mit- 

chell's Olympic went down ; there is no 
doubt about that. Burton at last liter- 
all), snuffed him out; and that, in very 
brief, is the history of Mitchell's theatre. 
Burton took care to present everything 
with a little better scenery, and a great 
deal better casts, and then he engaged 
John Brougham, who was worth fifty 
Horncastles. It was simply the very 
strongest attraction in New York for a 
long time. 
John Brougham left Burton, to go 
into management for himself at the lit- 
tle theatre on Broadway near Broome 
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Chanfrau. 

Mrs. Boucicault (Agnes Robertson). 

Charles Fisher, 
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Street, built for him and called "Brough- the rent demanded too high, and Rog- 
am's Lyceum." Burton engaged Mr. ers that it was not high enough; and 
Blake and me;and having Mrs. Russell, they had all those little disagreements 

Button's Theatre. 

afterward so well known as lIrs. Hoey, 
and also Mr. Jordan and Mr. Tom John- 
ston, a strong combination, he wisely de- 
termined to present the old comedies, 
which became his staple commodity for 
that season and the next. At the end 
of the first of these I went to England, 
where I found my father rapidly recov- 
ing from what had been a very serious 
illness;and under the advice of his 
physicians I persuaded him to return to 
America with me. During the season 
which followed our arrival I was still 
fulfilling my second engagement at Bur- 
ton's; and all this time Brougham's 
management was, as he himself de- 
scribed it to me, "a struggle;things 
continually going from bad to worse." 
It having been ascertaine4 that Brough- 
am must positively retire from the man- 
agement, Major Rogers, the owner, de- 
termined to offer the house to my father, 
and the story of the transaction is rather 
a curious one, and perhaps worth repeat- 
ing. Theyhad various meetings on the 
subject of a lease, my father thinking 
VoI IV.--63 

which occur between people who are 
striking a bargain. They met finally on 
the stage one day when the theatre was 
quite empty and in charge of a janitor, 
and my father said: "Well, my dear 
5Iajor Rogers, that ends the affair. I 
have made the best proposal I can af- 
ford, and therefore we must, I suppose, 
let the matter drop; but although the 
house is not a very good one, not so full 
as I could wish, I will try to explain to 
the audience;" whereupon he walked 
down the stage, and addressed the 
empty seats as follows: "Ladies and 
gentlemen, in consequence of the im- 
possibility of a definite arrangement 
between Major Rogers and myself, I 
beg first to tender to him my thanks 
for the patience with which he has lis- 
tened to my unsuccessful arguments, and 
to offer to you my regrets that the kind 
and flattering desires that have been. 
expressed, through the newspapers, and, 
by many of you, individually, that I 
should have the honor of catering for 
your amusement here cannot be real- 
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sip of her ultimate intention of visiting 
California." John Brougham stood 
speechless, holding the hare's foot with 
which he was coloring his face. Walcot 
turned round and gasped, "For Heav- 
en's sake, what are we going to do ?" 
"I don't know, but I'll tell you what, 
if you are game we will play the piece 
without her." "Bless me," said Brough- 
am, "play ' Pocahontas' without Poca- 
hontas ?" "Yes, you will have to im- 
provise ; get ready now and I will take 
care of the audience." I went on to the 
stage and said: "I am very sorry to 
appear, ladies and gentlemen, in the 
character of an apologist. You have 
seen a good deal of me to-night in the 
first play and I only wish that the extra 
sight you have of me could be accom- 
panied by a more agreeable result, but I 
am obliged to tell you that we have 
no Pocahontas. Of course, under these 
circumstances we can but do what we 
should do, and to those who are not 
stisfied with this fact, and are not con- 
tent to take what we can give them, we 
will return the money." Walcot, who 
was standing at the side, called out like 
a prompter: "Half the money, dear 
boy, half the money, they have had half 
the show," but I paid no attention to 
him and continued: "We can give you 
a charming novelty instead." Some of 
the people who were preparing to leave 
sat down again, and all were quiet, won- 
dering what was coming. "We will 
give you the play of ' Pocahontas' with- 
out Pocahontas." There was a shout 
r.ectly. I said: "Therefore, as far as 
gvmg you' Pocahontas' goes, there will 
be no disappointment." The result was 
one of the greatest sprees ever seen 
upon the stage. Those two men were 
so clever that they absolutely impro- 
vised all that was required in verse, and 
the burlesque never went better, per- 
haps from that very fact. Mary Gan- 
non played the part of Pocahontas the 
next night. 
It seemed decreed that when left to 
take care of the theatre during my father's 
absence I should meet the sort of things 
I encountered with Miss Hodson. My fa- 
ther went to Boston to play a star engage- 
merit one winter and left me in charge 
of the theatre. Sheridan's "Rivals "was 
running ; Brougham was the Sir Lucius, 

Blake the Sir Anthony Absolute, I was 
the Captain Absolute, and Miss Laura 
Keene was Lydia Languish. A short 
time before the curtain was to rise on a 
certain evening the prompter came to 
me in a great state of mind and said: 
"Miss Keene has not arrived." (This 
by the way, was previous to Miss Hod- 
son's flight.) I sent to her house to 
know if she was ill, and found she had 
gone off to Baltimore with a man named 
Lutz. This person, it is said, had in- 
duced a lot of wealthy men to take a 
theatre and fit it up for him, on condi- 
tion that he engaged Miss Keene, and 
this he did. Before I had time to tell 
the audience about the difficulty, a Mr. 
Meyers, who kept what was known as 
Meyers's Motoring Store on Broadway, 

very near the 
theatre, and 
who was a 
great friend of 
M_iss Keene's 
(he and his 
daughters), 
sent word to 
say that he 
wished to see 
me at once. 
Although I 
was very busy 
I consented, 
because I fan- 
cied that he 
was privy to 

this whole affair; and thought perhaps he 
might have some reason to give or some 
explanation to make. He came rushing in 
and said : "What are you going to do ?" 
I told him I was going on the stage to 
tell the people that Miss Keene had left. 
He replied- "I am going out in front as 
Miss Keene's friend to hear what you 
have to say." I went on and told the 
exact truth ; I said : "I am very sorry to 
have to ask your indulgence for the lady 
who is going, on a very short notice, to 
undertake the part of Lydia Languish ; 
she may possibly have to read it." There 
was a great tam'tour, "Miss Keene, Miss 
Keene ! .... If you will give me your pa- 
tience for a few moments I will explain." 
I continued, "Miss Keene has left the 
theatre and left the city, I do not know 
anything about where she has gone, nor 
on what principle she has disappointed 
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you to-night ; I only tell you she has left 
the theatre." The apology was accepted, 
the comedy was produced, and Mrs. 
Conway went through with flying colors 
as Lydia. Miss Keene subsequently 
wrote a letter to the papers in which 

Laura Keene. 

she said she had gone to Baltimore be- 
cause she had a brother who was very 
ill there. 
Miss Keene's place as leading lady was 
filled by lIrs. Hoey, who had retired from 
the stage upon her marriage to Mr. John 
Hoey, in 1851. As Mrs. Russell she had 
been a member of Burton's company 
for a number of years, and was a great 
favorite. Not long after Miss Keene's 
departure I went one New Year's Day to 
call on Mrs. I-Ioey and her husband. She 
said to me: "I want to speak to you;" 
took me to the window, and after look- 
ing at me a moment added : "I am going 
back on the stage." "What, does John 
not object ?" She replied : "I-Ie only 
makes the condition that if I go on the 
stage again, it is to be at Ir. Wallack's 
theatre and nowhere else." I immedi- 
ately caught on to this, because Miss 
Keene's going away had left a gap which 
was very difficult to fill, and a leading 
lady is never easy to find. 3Vhen I went 
home I told my father of this, and he 
asked, "But who is this Mrs. Russell ?" 
"Mrs. Russell is the best lady you can 
possibly get. She has been off the stage 
two or three years, but she was a very 
charming person, and is exceedingly and 

justly popular, which, after all, is tho 
great thing." So I introduced Mrs. 
Russell, or hI_rs. Hoey, to my father, and 
the result was that he engaged her, and 
she made her reappearance in Sheri- 
dan Knowles's, "Love Chase." I played 
Wildra]ce, and she Constance. I have 
seen stage fright very often, but I never 
shall forget the fright she was in that 
night. It would have been avery morti- 
fying thing if she had made a failure 
then, and she was naturally very ner- 
vous, but she soon overcame it and was 
the enormous favorite she had been 
before. That is the history of her com- 
ing back. Burton was very angry that 
she did not return to him, but Wallack's 
Theatre had become the fashionable 
place of amusement, and everything was 
going up town. Wallack's was a mile 
and a half above Burton's Chambers 
Street house ; and that was decidedly in 
its favor. Then we went at the comedies 
again, and Mrs. Hoey ve T soon came to 
the front and got her old llace, and 
even a higher one. In fact, on or off 
the stage, no lady had ever been more 
deservedly popular than Mrs. John Hoey. 
Vhen she finally retired little Iiss Hen- 
riques appeared. She, also, was an im- 
mense favorite. 
After the opening of Wallack's Thea- 
tre Burton introduced two admirable 

Mar Gannon. 

artists to this country, Charles tisher 
and Lysander Thompson, who first 
peared on the same night, and in the . 
same piece, "The School of Reform," in 
Chambers Street, in 1852. Burton hal 
a profound knowledge of men and of 
their capabilities, and very quickly 
learned where to place the members of 
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his company to the best advantage for 
him and for themselves: so much so 
that when he brought out that clever 
comedy, ")Iasks and 'aces," by Charles 
Reade, he played Triplet himself, but 
soon resigned it to 'isher, who made a 
great deal more of it. I have never 
seen anybody who could ever approach 
lisher as Triplet ; the whole perform- 
ance was a gentle, charming, beautiful 

thing. When Fisher and Thompson left 
Burton, naturally they drifted to the 
new house, which absorbed all the stock 
talent in the country at that time, in- 
cluding Mrs. Vernon, Mr. and Mrs. 
Boucicault, John Dyott, William Rey- 
nolds, J. H. Stoddart, Humphrey Bland, 
George Holland, Sothern, Henry and 
Thomas Placide, besides those I have 
mentioned before. 

(Concluding article in December number.) 

THE POET'S HOUSE. 

BI, Mrs. Fields. 

"For lamentation may not be iu a poet's house. Such things befit not uS."--SAPPHO. 

BESIDE the Indian seas, 
Hid in a sloping vale, 
Candulla dwelt, a maid, 
Vhite as a wandering sail 
That yields now to the breeze, 
Now poises, unafraid. 

He saw her glimmering dress 
Wave when the breezes blew, 
And where the lilies shone 
Her flying feet he knew: 
Hers all the loveliness, 
The music hers alone. 

The yellow primrose stands 
Thus at the hour of even, 
And seems to raise her hands 
Thus in the face of heaven; 
..nd so uplifts her eye 
When the night of love draws nigh. 

Therefore the. poet said : 
"Stand open, O my door! 
And bid the sun illume 
Thy sorrow-darkened floor; 
Bring garlands for the maid; 
The song of life resume." 

Candulla rose and passed 
Pure to her lover's home: 
A poet's perfect flower 
Into his garden come; 
But the blossoming day was the last-- 
She faded there in the bower; 

A sound of gladness and song 
Fell from his open door; 
As of one who journeys in hope 
Where love has travelled before, 
Rejoices and is strong 
In his joy for evermore. 

And the poet stood alone! 
There was silence on the stair, 
There was stillness in the hall, 
There was absence everywhere! 
The summer of life was done, 
She had vanished, his love, his all. 

Voices solemn and sweet, 
Children laughing and gay, 
Light and puiose of life, 
Dawn and falling of May, 
The garland of life replete 
With flowers that cover the strife. 

Such is the poet's home! 
Open the doors to the sun! 
Gladness and glory and song 
Till the day of travel be done 
And the day of the Lord be come! 
Garlands and ong to the children of lova belong! 
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By F. J. Stimson. 

CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THE END OF THE EPISODE. 

:HEN the train had 
fairly started, t h at 
morning, Flossie 
sank back into her 
seat with a certain 
sensation of relief. 
Almost immediately, 
they entered the 

long tunnel under the city; no conver- 
sation was possible, nor could she see 
Mr.Wemyss'sface. She had the back seat 
herself ; Justine sat with him, on the seat 
in front of her. As they came out of the 
tunnel and crossed the Harlem River, 
she looked at him. He met her eye ner- 
vously, and she could see that he was 
embarrassed by the presence of the maid. 
"When do we sail ?" said she. Flossie 
was quite indifferent to the maid. Vhat 
cared she for the maid's opinion ? And 
she ignored his glances beseeching that 
she might be told to go. But Justine 
herself asked Mrs. Gower demurely if 
she should not fetch a glass of water, 
and went of her own accord. 
"The Parthia sails at six to-night," 
said Wemyss. "You will have ample 
time to rest in Boston, if you wish, dear- 
est." The expression of affection sound- 
ed commonplace; and Wemyss felt that 
it did, self-consciously. "It is infinitely 
better we should go from Boston," he 
went on ; "the Parthia is slow, but that 
makes no difference; and there is cer- 
tain to be no one in her we know, at 
this time of the year. I took the pas- 
sage in fictitious names, of course." 
"What did you do that for ?" 
"I thought you would prefer it," said 
he ; and made bold to take her hand. 
"It was very ridiculous and quite un- 
necessary," said Flossie, withdrawing it. 
"Vhen I go to Europe, I am willing all 
the world should know." 
Wemyss did not know just what to 
say ; and fortunately the conductor made 
his first entry at that juncture. He at- 

tended to his business perfunctorily; 
and it struck Wemyss as curious that he 
did not note anything unusual about 
their trip. It seemed to him that all the 
world must see that he was going to 
England with her, and that she was not 
his wife. 
The newspapers lay unread upon the 
seat. Mrs. Gower did not care to read 
them; and Wemyss gave his whole at- 
tention to her, as a matter of coume. 
She was looking at the window, watch- 
ing the familiar landscape fly by; and 
he began to think how they could pass 
through Boston with least certainty of 
being seen. He had had the passenger- 
list of the steamer telegraphed on the 
night before; and knew that no ac- 
quaintance would be on board; he felt 
it would be embarrassing to meet an ac- 
quaintance, until their position was regu- 
larized. 
When the train had crossed the Har- 
lem River, Wemyss felt as if the Rubi- 
con were passed. But already the feel- 
ing of elation, the flattery to his amour- 
propre, began to pass away. There were 
certain difficulties, even in the Dca- 
dence ; conventions yet remaining which 
annoyed him. 
It had been tacitly agreed between 
them that when Gower got his divorce, 
he was to murry her. In the mean- 
time, he was to escort her to England, 
where they both had many friends. And 
Wemyss reassured himself by thinking 
how these friends had treated similar 
cases ; leniently, he was sure, with result 
of a not wholly unpleasant notoriety, 
and even, in the man's case, of a certain 
glamour. A little temporary retirement, 
of course, was fitting enough. 
How long would that have to last ? 
Six months ? A year ? They could go 
abroadmto the MeditelTanean--up the 
Nile--that is, if he could persuade 
Mrs. Gower to do so. It would be ter- 
ribly slow, being in England through 
the London season and not going out; 
for of course he could not honorably 
go out without her.---Not but that, of 
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course, he would always be happy wher- 
ever he could be with her;as, correct- 
ing himself, he hastened to think.--The 
train stopped at Bridgeport; and look- 
ing out, he saw a company of blue-coat- 
ed, elderly men, rigged out with swords 
and divers sashes and parti-colored or- 
ders. It was some post of G. A. 1. 
marching in procession, with a brass 
band ; they did not march well, and yet 
seemed gravely impressed with the im- 
portance of the occasion. They took 
themselves seriously; and had not yet 
discovered the DScadence. Wemyss 
called 1V[rs. Gower's attention to them 
with some amusement; she looked at 
them listlessly, with her mind on other 
things. "Don't you want to go and 
smoke ?" said she. 
Mr. Wemyss had never felt so much 
need of a cigar in his life, but he felt 
bound to deny it. The train pulled out 
of the station; and he saw the blue- 
coats, now portly citizens, with weap- 
ons that seemed curiously out of place, 
marching cheerfully through the snow. 
He wondered what he ought to do, if 
Gower should challenge him. Wemyss 
was no physical coward, and he felt he 
ought to be tle to the code of honor. 
But did not English ideas rather cast 
ridicule upon duels in such cases ? And 
Wemyss dreaded ridicule more than 
anything else in the world; and was an 
Englishman above all things--particu- 
larly for the futtu-e. There was no 
question that the bourgeoisie of Boston 
would never condone his offence. Still, 
if Gower sent a challenge, he should 
certainly have to meet him. 
"I wish you would go and smoke," 
said Ylossie, impatiently. "I want to 
go to sleep." 
"True--and forgive me, dear--I 
ought to have remembered you have 
been up all night, and your triumphs at 
the ball." I-Ie took her hand, and bent 
over it;and the fluvial thought came 
into his head to wonder if llossie had 
any doubts of her complexion; the 
thought annoyed him, coming at such a 
time ; it was not like a Lancelot, hardly 
like Lauzun. But he walked away re- 
gretfully, and went .to the smoking- 
room, where he did take the cigar he 
really needed; for he too had been up 
all night, and he, at least, was worn 

and weary. When he was gone, lossie 
closed her eyes and went quietly to sleep. 
There were two men in the smoking- 
room ; but Wemyss looked in before he 
entered, and made up his mind that 
they were neither of them gentlemen. 
He sat down, and lit his cigar without 
fear that they could recognize him. He 
looked at the two other occupants of 
the place, who were evidently on some 
business journey, and fancied to him- 
self what they would say if they knew 
the object of his own. For all his in- 
difference, Wemyss was more nelwous 
after his grand coup than had been Jem 
Starbuck. 
He reminded himself that he must 
think, like other heroes of great passion, 
of his lady fair. Last night, at the ball, 
he had really adored her;if, to-day, 
there was the faintest possible reaction, 
was it not natuxal, after all ? It takes a 
Dresden-china shepherd rather than a 
man of the world to be idyllic in a raft- 
road-car ; he was sure that he admired 
her, that she fascinated him, that if he 
was not in love with her, he had never 
been in love. He had contemplated this 
step for years. He was ready to sacri- 
fice his hole future for her. 
Another man entered the car, a young- 
er man; he looked at him almost in- 
quisitively, and Wemyss felt sure that 
he had seen his face before. His cigar 
was nearly done;moreover his savoir 
.faire reproached him with staying so 
long away from Flossie, and he left his 
place to the new-comer. But he found 
her still asleep ; though she opened her 
eyes at his entrance. "Where are we ?" 
"New Haven." Flossie sighed. 
on " 
"Don't let me disturb y , he added. 
"Oh, I shall sleep no more." He sat 
down opposite, looking over at her 
tenderly; Justine sat up sphinx-like, 
and he was losing the constraint her 
presence at first had caused him. The 
fact that she took the situation so as of 
course even gave him a celain support. 
In this French maid's trained face he 
had much comfort. A new conductor 
came in to take their tickets; and they 
drew out again into the gray-white land- 
scape of New-England winter. Wemyss 
had made the journey many hundred 
times; and yet, as he sat there looking 
at Flossie, his one thought was a sur- 
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thought, than she, only more hypocrisy 
and less courage. Yet she remembered 
just such a village, hereabout, in her awk- 
ward youth ; and something of the view 
of life it taught came back to her, now ; 
abandoned, as it had been, from her very 
girlhood. 
So this was the climax, after all ! And 
all her triumphs and all her cleverness 
had led to this? Some people would 
call it but a common elopement, and say 
that her position in respectable society 
was gone forever. She had not valued 
this, nor all these things, when she had 
got them; not even perhaps as any 
Jenny Starbuck valued her diamond ring ; 
would she care for them more, now she 
had lost them ? She fancied not. And 
she looked over the unpicturesque lew- 
England landscape and pretended that 
she was a French duchess, travelling in 
some barbaric province. "And then she 
looked at Mr. Wemyss once more, and 
again half wished that it had been Yah 
KUll. She knew very well that there 
was no grande passion in her case. 
When they got to Springfield, Wemyss 
got out ; and came back in some trepi- 
dation. "I have seen Charlie Claren- 
don," said he ; "but I don't think that 
he noticed me." 
"And what does it matter whether he 
noticed you or not ?" said Flossie, open- 
ing her eyes. 
"Why, I thought--that you--that is, 
I wanted" He broke off in some 
confusion at Flossie's laugh; and noth- 
ing more was said between them, all his 
well-worded compliments meeting no re- 
sponse. "She snubs me as if I were her 
husband," thought he; and he wished 
the awkward journey well over, and they 
were safely on the steamer. 
There was something pitilessly prac- 
tical in the dull light of the winter 
afternoon ; commonplace, dispiriting, 
and the twilight hour least suited of 
the twenty-four for daring deeds. The 
very way the newsboys cried the even- 
ing papers jarred on Wemyss's mood. 
Mrs. Gower had insisted on opening 
the door of their compartment, for air ; 
and he could see his fellow-travellers. 
As Wemyss sat studying them, they 
seemed types too simple even to weave 
imaginations about ; their natures could 
better be taken apart, like a piston from 

its rod, than painted, like a flower. He 
felt that his orbit transcended their 
imagination. Opposite him was a girl 
of twenty or more, but going back to 
school ; attendant on her was a boy of 
nearer thirty, most obviously wishing to 
be contracted to her for matrimony, and 
most probably about to be. When his 
eyes returned from this roving, they 
met Flossie's ; hers were fixed on him, 
and remained so, though she did not 
speak, all the way to Worcester. 
There she alighted for a little walk; 
and so they passed Charlie Clarendon, 
who recognized them and bowed. "Pray 
heaven he does not fasten to us in the 
train," thought Wemyss, devoutly. The 
young girl of twenty had also got out, 
and passed them, walking with her 
adorer, to whose arm she naively clung. 
When they got back to the car, Wemyss 
drew the sliding-door before their com- 
partment, but Mrs. Gower again ob- 
jected; and, as he feared, Clarendon 
was not the man to lose the chance of 
recommending himself to such a social 
shrine as Flossie Gower's. As the train 
drew out of the station, he stood before 
their door, smirking with delight and 
pulling his travelling cap like Hodge 
his forelock. But Wemyss had to curse 
him inaudibly;for Flossie looked up 
with a brighter glance than she had 
worn that day, and a certain gleam of 
her old audacity in her famous eyes. 
"So glad to see you honoring Boston 
in the middle of the season," said Claren- 
don. "Ah--lIr. Gower with you ?" 
"No," said Flossie, "Mr. Wemyss is 
with me. Do you not know each other ? 
Mr. Clarendon, Mr." 
"I have the pleasure of Mr. Claren- 
don's acquaintance," broke in Mr. 
Wemyss, dryly. 
"Er-- Gower too busy to get away, 
I suppose ?" 
"Not at all," said Flossie. "He did 
not know I was coming." 
"Ahmquite so," said Clarendon. "I 
hope you mean to stop some time with 
uS ?" 
"o," said Flossie. "1 leave Boston 
to-morrow for " 
But here Wemyss took the word from 
her. " Mrs. Gower has only come on 
for the bachelors'ball, to-morrow night," 
said he. As he spoke, Flossie looked 
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at him, amazed, as if about to speak; 
then pressed her lips together scorn- 
fully. Clarendon had been congratu- 
lating himself on his success so far ; but 
now he seemed to meet with difficulties. 
For Mrs. Gower became obstinately si- 
lent ; she turned her face to the window, 
though it was little better than a slaty 
square, and looked obstinately out of it. 
Wemyss made no offer to give up his 
seat, and answered mostly by unflatter- 
ing interjections. 
When Clarendon had gone, Mrs. Gow- 
er continued silent. He watched her 
for some minutes; then he ventured a 
remark. "That little Clarendon is the 
greatest gossip in Boston." 
Flossie made no reply; and there was 
silence between them until the train 
reached Boston. Justine made a mo- 
tion to go, as if to prepare herself for 
the arrival; but Mrs. Gower bade her 
stay. "We are here, dearest, at last," 
said he, taking her hand; but Mrs. 
Gower withdrew it without a word. 
They alighted, and Wemyss looked 
about him ; the electric light made the 
faces of a welcoming crowd terribly dis- 
tinct ; but he was inexpressibly relieved 
to find no familiar face among them. 
He engaged the first carriage that he 
found, and put llossie into it with the 
maid; and then went in search of her 
travelling trunks. The coachman put 
them on;and Wemyss began to tell 
him the hotel. 
"I have already told him where to 
go," said Flossie. She shut the door; 
and before Wemyss could find his 
speech, the carriage had driven rapidly 
off and left him standing there, alone, 
in the Boston railway station. 

CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

FLOSSIE DECLINES. 

FLOSSIE had given the driver the ad- 
dress of her only cousin she remem- 
bered; a certain Mrs. Lyman, whose 
husband she believed was some instruc- 
tor or professor at some college, she 
could not remember where. They had 
sent her cards upon their wedding ; but 
Flossie had never been near them in 
her previous trips to Boston. She had 

an idea they might be poor;and did 
not wish to trouble them ; and after all, 
what could there be between her life 
and theirs ? 
So she had some qualms of social 
conscience when the carriage stopped 
at the little brick house ; the first time, 
perhaps, in twenty years that she felt 
the slightest doubt as to her reception. 
But she was determined that she would 
go to no hotel, where Wemyss might 
find her. 
But they proved hospitable people, 
and really glad to see her, if just the 
least bit surprised. Evidently they 
were much afraid of her, and still more 
of her maid; but a room was found 
for Justine too; and in the morning 
Mrs. Gower dismissed her, with her 
wages paid some time ahead. And grad- 
ually Flossie found that they doubted 
not so much their breeding as her own ; 
they were by no means ashamed of the 
little house and its two maid-servants, 
but feared that Flossie might be. And 
they knew people high-placed enough 
in the world to be known, by name, 
even to her. "How different from New 
York !" she said to herself ; perhaps she 
should have said, how different from that 
New York that she had made. They 
had several children, who all came to 
the breakfast-table; and Flossie noted, 
with much compassion, that Mrs. Ly- 
man was her own nurse. She was per- 
suaded to stay with them over the 
next day; their mode of life was a cu- 
rious study to her. She did not envy 
it; possibly she even looked at it with 
horror, for she never lost her essen- 
tial love for wealth; but she was quite 
clever enough to have for it a certain re- 
spect. Her favorite classifications seemed 
to fail; they were not bourgeois, but 
even gentlefolk, such as she had read 
poor rectors' families were in England. 
And such as there are many in America, 
though she did not know it. 
Flossie went back to New York on 
the morning train the next day, the same 
way she had come. She read in the pa- 
per that Mr. Caryl Wemyss was a pas- 
senger in the Parthia for Europe. It 
was the best thing he could do. 
She had given much thought to her 
coming meeting with her husband. 
Would he suspect anything, she won- 
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dered? She hoped not ; and she turned 
about the paper to see what had hap- 
pened in lew York. She had not read 
a newspaper for several days; her own 
news she had made, and she cared for 
no other. A black headline caught her 
eye: Failure of the Starbuclc Oil Com- 
pany. Great heavens ! 
All her fortune was still in that ; save 
only the house upon Fifth Avenue. She 
read it with avidity. The failure ap- 
peared to be complete; and from the 
account she gathered also the facts of 
the great fire. It was believed to be 
incendiary the paper said. How terri- 
ble that people could commit such 
crimes ; what were the laws for, and the 
decalogue ? The house of Townley & 
Tamms had also failed; it was believed 
the assets would not realize ten per 
cent. As most of the loss fell upon 
trusts held for rich private individuals, 
it was thought the failure would have 
no further disastrous consequences upon 
the street, the paper added grimly. Mr. 
Phineas Tamms was known to be in 
Montreal; young Mr. Townley was also 
a fugitive. The Allegheny Central was 
also heavily involved, but it was believed 
this property might recover. Warrants 
were out for the arrest of Ma'. Townley, 
Senior. 
Flossie put the paper down with hor- 
ror. She found it impossible to believe 
that she was ruined; that she could 
really ever be poor. 
And then the thought came-to her, 
what a fortunate escape ; Lucie still had 
money; but what would she have been, 
as his wife, undivorced perhaps, who 
had fled from him with Caryl Wemyss? 
She shuddered at the idea; well she 
knew how her world would have re- 
garded her, poor, no longer able to daz- 
zle her careless court into complaisance, 
no longer materially able to set the 
fashion she could lead so well. I can- 
not say she felt any remorse;women 
like Flossie Gower do not feel remorse; 
but she was at least devoutly thankful 
she had not made a worldly blunder. 
How would Lucie take it ? This was 
her one thought, now. He had been 
absent on his sporting trip; but was 
certain to be back the very day she left. 
How fortunate, after all, had been poor 
Wemyss's cowardice! She had all a 

woman's ignorance of business; and 
she felt, for the first time in her life, 
a need of leaning on her husband. Pov- 
erty was the one thing she dreaded, 
more than death, more even than old 
age; in dishonor she did not much be- 
lieve. But she had never been fright- 
ened in her life before. 
The journey passed much more quick- 
ly than her journey on; and arriving, 
back at the great terminus she had never 
thought to see again, she got nimbly 
into a carriage and drove quickly to her 
house. It was Lucie himself who met 
her at the door. 
"I am so glad to see you again, Flo," 
said he ; and she let him kiss her twice. 
"I have been so terribly anxious!" 
"Tell me, Lucie--is it all gone ,9" 
"All what gone .9" said he ; and he 
took her in his arms again. "You left 
no word where you had gone; and I 
have been almost crying!" .And the 
honest fellow did let drop two big salt 
tears upon her little hand. 
"I have been to Boston--staying with 
my cousin--for a tittle rest. But do 
tell me--have we lost everything .9" 
"Lost .9 Oh, yes, I believe the Star- 
buck Off has pretty well gone up," said 
he. "But what does it matter.9 I've 
got enough for two, you know. My 
dear, I haven't told you, but I've made 
some money lately ! Isn't it a joke that 
I should make money .9 And I can't tell 
you how glad I am that I can give you 
something at last ! Your income shall 
be just what it always was--I'll take care 
of that." Flossie gave a sigh of relief ; 
and actually kissed him, all herself. 
Poor Lucie! He had never been so 
happy in his fife. Not even when they 
had first been married; for though he 
was a simple gentleman, his heart had 
grown, since then ; and hearts do more 
of God's work than intellects, even now 
in the world. And that very day, he 
went down and bought her diamonds, 
even finer than those he had given her 
upon their wedding-day. 
Did Flossie change .9 I think not. It 
is only in novels that such natures 
change at nearly forty;it is only in 
novels, too, that the unrepentant are 
brought up with a round turn, and a 
moral pointed, in a flare of transforma- 
tion-scene blue lights. But Flossie is 
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still rich, and still she leads her set; 
she is still successful, and will doubtless 
be so to the very end. It is true some 
peopld say she is in her decadence. She 
seems to have resigned herself to her 
final place in life;and other younger 
members of her set, Baby Malgam, per- 
haps, or Mrs. Jimmy De Witt, are pass- 
ing her. She will have no catastrophe ; 
and though (perhaps) against all morals 
of romance, it must be said that she is 
making simple Lucie happier than he 
has ever been before. 
She still had one great scare, how- 
ever. It was some weeks or months 
after this, that the servant brought Lucie 
word a lady wished to see him. It was 
in the early afternoon ; and he said that 
it must be for Mrs. Gower ; but no, she 
insisted, the man told him, that it was 
for him. She was a veiled lady, the 
servant said, and he ran to his dressing- 
room and gave orders for her to be 
ushered to the parlor. 
Going down, to his astonishment, he 
met Justine. He commonly took little 
note of his wife's maids; but this one 
he remembered because she had been 
with them so long. "You must wish 
to see Mrs. Gower," he said. "I'll go 
and find her." 
But no, simpered the Frenchwoman, 
her business was with him. 
"Has she not paid you your wages ? 
she told me she had dismissed you-- 
and for cause." 
k black scowl disfigured the hand- 
some face. "Madame has turned me 
out--like a dog. And I have had no 
time to get even the dresses that I left. 
And--" the maid looked at him curious- 
ly. "I do know somesings about Ma- 
dame Monsieur would like to know-- 
and Madame, she would give almost her 
beaux yeux not to have me tell." 
Lucie's eyes opened wide; but in a 
moment their honest wonderment was 
changed to a look that Justine misin- 
terpreted. "If Monsieur will make it 
worth my whfle--je connais la gn- 
osit de Monsieur--I can tell of Ma- 
dame's voyage to Boston--sings zat he 
would like to know!" 

burst; but then he mastered himself. 
I-Ie took her by the wrist, and led her 
forcibly to Mrs. Gower's room. It must 
be confessed that Flossie's color changed 
when she saw the strange pair enter. 
"Has this woman been fully paid ?" 
said he to his wife. 
"Of course," said Flossie. "I had 
to discharge her for insolence to me, 
and she went away vowing revenge." 
"I thought so," said Lucie. "James, 
show this woman the door; and hark 
ye, Pauline, Fifine, whatever your name 
is, if you even ring this door-bell again, 
I'll have you arrested." 
Ah, Miss Flossie, there are some ad- 
vantages you had not understood, in 
marrying a gentleman, though not a 
clever one--are there not ? 
And this scene ended Flossie Gower's 
episode. She lived on, and still went 
to balls, and gave her dinners;some 
people even say that she fell in love 
with her husband. But this the author, 
at least, takes libely to doubt;she 
liked him, in a way, for he made his 
own way hers so good-naturedly. I do 
not even know if she be contented ; but 
she certainly has more than her deserts. 
Perhaps she still hears, with half a sigh, 
of Kitty Farnum's--the Countess of 
Birmingham's--success in England ; and 
casts a glance of envy at that lady's 
varied photographs in the shop win- 
dows, if she ever walks down Broad- 
way. But then her whilom protegee 
had married a peer of the realm; and 
I am sure that she is glad she has not 
married Caryl Wemyss. 
But Mrs. Gower leads no longer. 
She even has little influence for ill; or 
if she has, she does not choose to exert 
it. She is a model no longer ; the d- 
butantes have taken other patterns. I 
am not sure that Mrs. Haviland even 
has not greater influence---but this is 
anticipating. The young men no longer 
cluster round her carriage at the races ; 
poor Arthur's was perhaps the last of 
all the lives she injured. 
Let us turn to others, in whom, as 
may be hoped, the reader takes more 
interest.. But first, we turn one glance 

She stopped; for Mr. Gower was at Mr. Wemyss. One glance will be 
struggling with many words. The sou- enough. o one, of course, ever knew 
brette looked cunningly at the gentle- of his great adventure; he has some- 
man ; and he began with an indignant times wished to tell it, but never wholly 
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dared. Moreover, his honor as a gentle- 
man forbids." Clarendon has sometimes 
spoken of his queer meeting with him 
and llossie Gower ; people wonder idly, 
when they grow scandalous, what has 
been between them; but no one really 
cares. Mr. Wemyss himself, as llossie 
thought, did the best thing possible 
under the circumstances; he went to 
Europe on the Parthia, and has stayed 
there ever since. Let us dismiss him 
from our thoughts; he is surely not a 
hero of romance, nor yet even a man in 
a lrench play, as he fondly fancied; 
nor yet even a real man at all. Per- 
haps there will even be no Dcadence. 
Of his life he made a poor play ; yet 
could not even play it to the end. 

CHAPTER XXX1-X. 

THE FLOWERS IN THE HARVEST. 

No sheriff's warrant was ever served 
on Mr. Townley. Lionel Derwent took 
care of that, and stayed with him (for 
he was childless) for some few weeks, 
until the old man died, of softening of 
the brain. Then Derwent went away 
again; to Asia, I believe, or to Africa, 
or Australia. Before he left, Gracie had 
a very curious call from him. He said 
a word or two to her of Mamie, and 
then a word or two of Arthur, and then 
a word or two of John Haviland; and 
then he took his leave, shaking hands 
with her in his awkward English way, 
and she never saw him more. For he 
never met another woman whom he 
loved. 
He did not ask to take farewell of 
Mamie, and she was very glad when she 
heard that he was gone. She had no 
love for him ; and she had had none even 
for Charlie Townley. But for this young 
man she did now feel a vast pity;he 
was a fugitive from justice, and yet all 
the world admitted he had been inno- 
cent of purposed wrong. Mamie her- 
self could, perhaps, have brought the 
heaviest indictment against him; but it 
had never occurred to her that so great 
a personage as he could have sought 
her out for any worldly reasons. Now, 
perhaps, she measures excellence with 
different eyes; but she was very sorry 

for him, and I know not what might 
have happened had Charlie, in his poor- 
est days, asked her to be his wife. But 
he never did, and the suits against him 
were soon withdrawn, and now he is 
again in business in a small way. 
And soon the glass roof, and the tem- 
pered light, and the parent trees about 
which Mamie's pretty flower had thrived 
so pleasantly, were gone, and her poor 
vanities were rudely stripped away ; for 
Mr. Livingstone did not survive his loss 
of fortune and his oldest friend's dis- 
grace, and his wife soon followed him; 
and Mamie was left--no, not alone; 
with Gracie. It is only Gracie who was 
lonely then. Gracie had little money, 
and Mamie was left almost poor; but 
she grew up to be a very lovely woman, 
and I know two or three good fellows 
who are now in love with her. 
And Arthur, our hero--did I say he 
was our hero ? All the world will still 
tell you, Arthur Holyoke is a successful 
young man. His practicable ambitions 
have all been realized. And, after all, 
which one of us has realized our youth- 
ful dreams ? Arthur has written no 
poem, to be sure, but he is making 
money; enough to pay all his club bills, 
and his salmon fishing, and his trip to 
Europe once a year. And nobody 
blames him for not having written any 
poem ; on the contrary, they praise him 
for his clever head, and his handsome 
face, young looking for his age, and ad- 
mire his faultless style. He is a butter- 
fly, but a butterfly with a bee's brains ; 
he has a head for business; of such is 
the republic of America, not of wan, un- 
practical poets. Will he ever marry ? 
Oh, yes, perhaps he will, at forty ; per- 
haps he will not. But what does it mat- 
ter to the reader ? 
On that snowless winter's day, Gracie 
sitting alone in her one own room had 
bidden him in her heart farewell. She 
was glad to hear that he was doing 
well, and she will be the kinder to his 
sons and daughters, when he has them ; 
they will not know why, but they will 
be fond of her. His friendship with 
Mrs. Gower continued; but he saw 
Gracie less and less. 
When the old people died, Gracie and 
Mamie lived together, as I have said; 
and I wish that I could tell how our 
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friend Haviland went on, and worked, and 
watched for her, and dreamed of her, and 
won her at the last. But that would be 
writing another novel, would it not ? 
It is now three years since the great 
fire. James Starbuck has not been heard 
of since ; not yet, at least. John Havi- 
land and Gracie have been married, and 
Mamie still lives with them. They live 
in a smaller house than Mrs. Gower's, 
to be sure, but they manage to be 

happy;and their sons will be strong- 
souled, large-hearted, to meet the Jem 
Starbucks that are to come; and Gra- 
cie's daughters will be like to her, and 
bear from her the vestal fire, each one 
to her own household, not advertised, 
perhaps, to thousands, but yet a kindly 
warmth to the few that stand within its 
circle of light. 
For on gentle people such as these 
shall the future of our land depend. 

WHERE SHALL WE SPEND OUR WINTER? 

B), A. V. Greely. 

I HE reasons which induce 
travel in winter are quite 
apart from the causes that 
stimulate human migra- 
tions in the summer time. 
The Northern forest, the Western lakes, 
and the Eastern sea-coast furnish forth 
abundant amusement and pleasures to 
summer saunterers, who quit these re- 
sorts and byways just as the fall equi- 
nox brings cool, delightful nights and 
mellow days, while the gorgeous au- 
tumnal colorings of the forest foliage 
and the neutral russet browns along 
the sea-strand harmonize delightfully 
with the grays of rock and beach. 
Beauties of mountain and seaside, and 
the tonic of ocean breezes avail not 
longer. The touch of the first frosts 
and the wine of autumn air have given 
tone and vigor to body and mind, so 
that the tasks and delights of home and 
the serious affairs of life, after summer 
outings, are entered on with a new zeal 
But the frail folk note too soon that the 
late autumn rains have washed from the 
skies the purple haze of Indian summer, 
and when there follow shortening days 
and sharpening frosts, the invalid is 
brought to realize that strength and 
sun are in the south. The bright smmy 

days come less frequently, and in pass- 
ing only sewe to make more keen the 
contrasts of winter's biting blasts. 
The selection of a temporary home for 
the many thousands who cannot with- 
stand the rigors and changes of their 
local winter weather is a hardship which 
is too often aggravated by climatic un- 
suitability, discovered too late, after of- 
ten ill-afforded trouble and expense. 
The proper adviser in such matters is 
the physician, and the writer seeks to 
aid the doctor and patient by simply il- 
lustrating that this country can furnish 
for Americans climatic conditions as ge- 
nial, delightful, and favorable as any in 
the world. 
The elements which constitute a per- 
fect winter climate are not all meteoro- 
logical. While ideal weather is the pre- 
dominating part of a perfect climate, yet 
the physical characteristics of certain 
localities often neutralize the effect of 
blue sky, balmy breezes, and equable 
temperature. A friable ash-like soil, 
which easily lends itself to fill the air 
with fine dust, the presence of low-lying 
swamp and morass to send forth noi- 
some exhalations and poison the other- 
wise pure air with germs of malaria or 
fever, are important elements in win*-e 



WHERE SHALL WE SPEND OUR WINTER? 60,5 

rapid evaporation, which lowers tem- potent factor in determining the fitness 
perature and promotes comfort) depend of any particular climate as a sanatorium. 
largely on the relative humidity, yet The low absolte humidity at _'Nice, 
during the winter season the absolte and other adjacent health-resorts of the 
humidity becomes a most important and Riviera, accounts in part for the ability 
VOL. IV.--i 
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er's Island, the days are substantially of scarcely exceeding two degrees lahren- 
the same temperature, not only through- heir, while in the interior valleys of Cali- 
out January, but the entire winter fornia it barely reaches three legrees. 
months, tim variation from day to day During February the variability of 
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Average velocity of wind at 3 p.m. 

Chart V. 

and February. California is 
supposed by many to have 
continuous rain during the 
winter, but Cha VI. shows 
that Sacramento is favored 
with substantially as many 
rainless days in winter as 
northern Florida, while San 
Francisco has the same as 
Augusta, and less than Char- 
lotte, N.C. Thirty per cent- 
um is about as high a per- 
centage of rainy days as can 
be commended to invalids. 
As one of the ablest and 
most distinguished physi- 
cians of the country has said, 
little or nothing can be done 
to modify the course and pre- 
vent the development of ep- 
idemic diseases dependent 
on atmospheric changes, but 

in December, 18 in January, and 25 in certainly much can be done in determin- 
February. As man)" as 16 cases of strong ing the meteorological conditions which 
winds, or 57 per centum of days in Feb- promote or facilitate the disease, so that 
ruary, have been known to occur at Nice. with an accurate knowledge of the va- 
In connection with the velocity of the tied climatic conditions to be found in 
wind, the tendency is general for winds our vast territory the skilful physician 
to increase in strength from December can ameliorate the conditions, check the 

to 5Iarch, which latter month 
in the United States is mark- 
ed, if not with the lowest and 
most sudden changes of tem- 
perature, yet with the high- 
est winds. At Augusta and ,,,, 
Jacksonville the wind is high- 
er in Iarch than in Febru- 
ary, although at Yuma the 
reverse holds good. This 
emphasizes the fact that 
higher winds are usually to 
be looked for in the opening 
month of spring. 
As regards the number of 
rainy days, including those 
on which snow falls, it will 
probably surprise Americans 
to know that rain or snow 
during the winter months is 
more frequent at Nice than 
from western Texas to Arizona; and 
even as shown by the curve of rain for 
San Diego, the percentages are in favor 
of southern California during January 
VOL. IV.--65 

Probabthty of' Ra|n. 

Chart Vl. 

disease itself, or, better still, forestall it 
by sending in time for prevention those 
most liable to attacks into a favorable 
and proper climate. 
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"'Lay aft all. Haul in the lee braces 
and ease away to windward. That's 
well ; belay. How git yet tarpaulin into 
the mizzen-riggin'. Stand by, you at 
the wheel, and when you git the word 
jump on 'er, d'ye hear ? Wait a minute 
till this big 'un clears us. 
"'Now hard down! hard down! Jam 
'er.'" 
"' Aye, she's hard down, sir.'" 
"Great Lord, and still she hangs, and 
there's a tidal wave makin' to windward! 
' Show the peak of that spanker. Haul 
her out! Haul, you ' 
"Too late ! Too late ! The wave's a- 
top of us, even as we git the word, and 
we be to scamper like rats to git under 
the rail or wherever we could get a line 
to tuke a turn around ourselves with and 
cling for life to it, and so the wave 
sweeps slow across the deck, and the 
screamin' o' that 'ere storm and the sight 
of it is lost in the roaring waters that 
presses us down and a' most crush the 
life out of us." 
As he told the story of the gale the 
sailor became more and more flushed 
and excited uatil he came to tell how 
they vainly tried to get her head to the 
wind. Here he rose up in bed and bel- 
lowed the orders at the top of his voice, 
and struck out with his fists as if driving 
obdurate seamen before him. Then he 
fell back, saying, "too late," and half 
gasped for breath as he told of the crush- 
ing weight of water that bore down on 
the ill-starred ship. 
This done, he stopped talking for a 
time, while the look of anxiety that had 
been on his face slowly gave way to one 
of peace. Closing his eyes for a time he 
opened them with a smile on his face 
and went on with his story. 
"How long we was under that 'ere 
wave is more nor I knows, but it seemed 
like a trick at the wheel in the mid- 
watch. We just hung on to our lashin's 
and held our breath till I was ready to 
give up that the ship had gone down. 
Then all onexpected the wave passed 
away, and the Nucleus was atop agin, but 
I was that beat out I dropped down on 
the deck. 
"While I was a layin' there onable to 
help myself and waiting for Spencer to 
come along and burst in my ribs with 
the toe of his boot, and order all hands 

to jump to that 'ere outhaul again, I feels 
one o' them catspaws on my face what a 
sweetheart o' mine used to call gentle 
seffers. I opened my eyes suddint at 
that ere, and what d'ye think? The 
storm--wind, clouds, and the whole 
smother of it--had passed away with" 
that 'ere tidal wave, and there we was a 
rollin' in as pretty a seaway as ever the 
trades kicked up. I never hear of a 
storm, as lasted like ourn had, goin' 
away that suddint, but there was no 
denyin' what I see with my own eyes 
arter I'd rubbed 'era wery hard to make 
sure on 'em. So I makes shift to git 
on my pins again, and has a severe look 
around to see what them clouds had 
gone, and didn't see nothin' of 'era no- 
where." 
"Wonderful change- of the weather, 
that," remarked the surgeon. 
"True for it, sir ; but strange things 
be to happen in them latitudes, and I 
don't pretend to understand 'em at all, 
hither, sir. I-Iows'ever, there was the 
ship with her top hamper in a ter'ble 
mess--we be to understand that ; there 
was the men, crawlin' from their lashin's 
and what not, as they'd been hangin' on 
to, and nary a one be to lose the number 
of his mess; there was the officers and 
the man at the wheel--all on us more 
nor less used up, in course, but all on 
us oncommon well pleased to find the 
Nucleus on top agin, and the storm 
gone. 
"As I was a sayin', though, sailormen 
on ships as has had their sticks knocked 
outen them don't have no time to go a 
pherloserphizin' about things they don't 
know nothin' about, and you'd a lay yet 
last dollar on that 'ere ef you'd seen the 
mate start for'd the moment he'd got a 
bit over the daze what the weight o" the 
water 'ud give him. 
" ' Here, Kit up, y' lazy dev--' says he ; 
and then he clapped a stopper on to that 
'ere, and didn't finish his remark, while 
a quare sort of a look come over his face. 
So he swallers wery hard like suthin' 
was into his throat, and heads away on 
a different tack, some'at. 
"' Now, then, me bullies,' he says, 
' clap on to them fore and main staysail 
halliards and snake 'era up. Hard down 
with yet wheel thar, Jimmie, and we'll 
have her nose to sothard agin, eh ?'" 
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lost my reckonin' in my bunknor Iwent 
off dreamin' I was carpenter an' cooper 
aboard a whalin' vessel. Hows'ever that's 
hither here nor thar, only I be to dream 
the stuff every watch below. 
"As I was a sayin', so soon as ever we 
gits the new spars on end and the yards 
crossed and the canvas bent, we turns to 
and begins to paint her. Spencer he ex- 
plains that this 'ere breeze from eastard 
and sothard was a liftin' of her across 
the doldrtuns, and we be to make port in 
three or four weeks. So we gits up the 
paint pots, and the second mate he serves 
out white lead and fie--say, ye never see 
the likes of it ; none of yer yellerish fever- 
colored common stuff, mind, but a gen- 
nuin' white like the smother under the 
bows of her, see, and we begins at the 
truck and we paints down, includin' 
doublin's of the masts and the yards and 
the lower masts fit fer a gentleman's 
yatchet. Then, in course, we takes the 
hull in hand and done that likewise, and 
what with a runnin' a belt o' carmine 
around 'er in the wake o' the plankshear, 
and a touchin' up the gold scrolls un- 
der her bowsprit, and a polishin' of the 
bright work, she were gallus. 
"Ho ws'ever, that wasn't all we done. 
When Captain McDonald he comes for'd 
fer to hve a severe look around and says 
as how we'd done him proud, we gives 
him a surprise paly as was a stunner to 
him, and now I comes to think on it, it 
were quare. It was as I be to tell, but 
how it were and the whys and the where- 
fors, as The. may be puttin' in his oar 
for to ask, I can't say." 
He stopped talking for a moment, at 
this, as if considering "the whys and the 
whyfors" but continued shortly. 
"We be for to notice afore we'd been 
puttin' her to rights many days that 
when we done anything it were done to 
stay. There didn't no bright work turn 
yeller and green, nor no iron work as 
was rubbed up ter sparkle get no rust on 
to it no more ; and no scrubbin' of the 
decks arter we done it once, nor no 
chitin' gear wearin' out. So in our trick 
below we turns to unbeknownst to the 
captain and polishes up the anchors till 
you'd a tuk yer dyin' oath they was silver 
plate from shackle pin to crown, and 
didn't the old man's eyes bung out 
some'at, when he see us snatch the tar- 

paulins off as we'd covered 'em up 
with ? 
"With that we says, ' Captain, is it the 
standin' riggin' next ?' and he says, ' It 
be and I'm with ye,' and what does we 
do but turn to and polish them 'ere 
shrouds and stays, every wire and every 
inch on 'em, and the chain-plat;es, until 
I reckon ef any one 'ud been a steerin' 
our way, so as he be to get the glint o' 
the sun on to us, he'd a made sure our 
top-hamper was a blazin' burnin' often 
us. Last of all, one at a time we takes 
the sails down on deck and scrubs 'era 
like snow, and when we gits 'em done 
there we was, sailin' like--sailin' " 
The sailor stopped talking again and 
lay perfectly still, staring at the blank 
wall, trying, perhaps, to think of words 
to fitly describe the ship as she then ap- 
peared to him, but after a moment he 
shook his head and continued- 
"How long was we doin' of it ? Give 
it up. All I knows is I didn't care. 
It were prol)er work for a safiorman 
and couldn't last too long. That 'ere 
evening arter we got it done, and all 
hands be to eat supper in the cabin in 
honor on it, we dresses up in our shore 
togs, and at four bells the starboard 
watch be to eat first. We was all on the 
quarter deck and bein' carpenter I was 
a leadin' the way down into the cuddy 
and the captain standin' at the foot of 
the ladder ready to give us a heart), 
welcome when he look-out as was a 
straddle the fer-r'yal yard sings out- 
"' Sa-a-i-1 ho-o-o ! One pint for'ard 
the stab-bord be-e-am !' 
"With that we all rushes down to the 
stabbord rail. Sure enough, there be the 
r'yals and the to'gallants'Is of a full rig 
ship jest a pokin' across the sun as was 
a droppin' rapid out o' sight, and there 
we stands leanin' out over that rail and 
strainin' our eyes till she crosses the sun 
and gets fogged in by them colored 
hazes and mistses beyand. 
"So we be to have somethin' new ter 
talk about at supper, and we gits that 
'ere strung up over it, not a one of us be 
to sleep a wink that blessed night, only 
tramp the deckand work our jaw tackles. 
In course we'd kept a way a bit, if so be 
we might head her off. 
"With the lust streak in the east 
away we all goes to the r'yal yards and 
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hangs there, a peerin' into the dark and 
waitin'. Our tl-ick on lookout weren't 
fer long, bows'ever, for we soon sees a 
shadder of her as the gray of the mornin' 
was a spreadin', and then, suddin like, 
up comes the sun. Whew ! I e'na'most 
fell often the yard. She were scrubbed 
and painted and polished alow and aloft 
like the Nucleus. 
"While we were a starin' there and a 
never sayin' nothin', only breathin' hard, 
we sees a line a hardenin' above the 
horizon beyand her, which all on us 
recogaaized to oncet, and we hails the 
deck together. 
"'Land ho-o-o !' 
"Ieantime the breeze had been fresh- 
enin' with the risin' sun, and it drives 
us swishing and splashing along and the 
coast arises rapid. While we was waitin' 
for to git a some'at better squint at it 
we notices the shore fishes to be oncom- 
mort plenty--more nor any of us ever see, 
and such flocks of birds as I never hearn 
on afore. In course we don't be to pay 
much attention to them 'ere, only the 
captain, as noticed 'em likewise, says he 
see plenty of birds among'era as he sup- 
posed had been done for long ago, and 
in consequence we be to come to a island 
or coast o' some sort whatnobody didn't 
know much about. 
"So the captain and Mr. Spencer be 
to keep screwin' the binoculars into their 
eyes and goin' down and lookin' at charts 
by tulas, and the more they looked the 
puzzleder they gets, especial when they 
sees a bay or harbor openin' out afore 
them with two headlands of cur'us form 
a guardin' of it. The both on 'era had 
sailed the length of the whole coast of 
Amerca many's the time, and the Nucleus 
were oncommon well found in charts, 
but neither on 'era ever see or hearn of a 
coast and harbor like this, and so the 
capt_in he says we're comin' to a port as 
ain't down in no chart, and if so be it are 
a undiscovered country, all we can do is 
to keep a shm-p lookout. 
"It were soon settled about it bein' a 
country as hadn't been discovered, for 
wery soon arter the captain were sayin' 
of it we begins to sight sails atween 
them headlands, and by and by, as that 
'ere by opens out afore us, we sees that 
a mighty fleet had gathered there. How 
can I tell it to you what I see and make 

you believe it, about the great open 
hulks as had only one mast and was 
rowed with oars and yet could carry 
the Nucleus's cargo; the ships with 
jib-booms and no jibs but squares'Is 
instid; ships with lateen fores'ls and 
others with lateen mizzens, and no end 
of other 1-igs such as no man ever see 
nor no sailorman 'ud have nothin' to 
do with, not to mention the craft rigged 
as we've seen ships rigged aforetime, 
and them as was shipshape, and some as 
I remember of seein' afore. Wherever 
did they all come from .9 whatever were 
they there for .9 How did we happen to 
be sailin' into that ere harbor.9 Why 
did hundreds--aye, hundreds on them 
cur'us hulks, with cur'user flags and 
streamers, and with their sails embroid- 
ered all over with pictur's, and the 
crews playing on no end o' musical 
instruments, come out alongside the 
ship as was ahead of us and give her a 
welcome heartylike, as we could hear a 
mile away, and then bear up to meet us.9" 
"We tumbled down from aloft, and 
standin' on the rail about the quarter- 
deck, right glad as we'd got the ship to 
rights in time, stood by to greet 'era as 
was becomin' in a Yankee ship. I see 
them as they comes veerin' around, I 
sees the smiles on their faces, hears ther 
shouts and their music, notices in par- 
tic'lar that 'ere big side wheeler the 
Atlantic, as was headin' for our lee 
quarter like she would give us a line or 
suthin' ; and then Captain lIcDonald, as 
was a lookin' aft, happens to see a rope- 
yarn a danglin' from the end o' the 
spanker boom as untidy as a cobweb in 
a lady's parlor. Pintin' at it quick he 
whispe to me" 
"' Mister Servenmalet, kindly remove 
it.' 
"I jumped fer to do it, feelin' wery 
much ashamed on account of its bein' 
there, and just as I gets my fingers 
on to it that 'ere Atlantic with her big 
paddlewheels reversed sweeps up along- 
side and the swell bumps her agin our 
stabbord counter, and off I tumbles, 
with the shock. I flounders about for 
a time and then some one grabs me by 
the hair and pulls me out. I opens my 
eyes--alas! I finds mvse--here." 
The Sifter of lum)rs had a copy of 
the Comnercial Bulleti in his pocket. 



FRENCH TRAITSMANNERS. 

B.y l/V. C. Brownell. 

"RENCH manners 
are artistic; they are 
systematized a n d 
uniform ; they are 
not excessive as we 
erroneously imag- 
ine ; they are frank ; 
they are gay and 
gentle, but they are 

our lack of any. Ingrained frivolity, ab- 
solute superiiciality, is invariably our 
verdict--secret or outspoken according 
to the degree of our weakness for seeing 
the charm of purely objective and im- 
personal intercourse illustrated by oth- 
ers in a perfection only consistent, as we 
profoundly, though perfunctorily, be- 
heve, with a lack of deep and large sin- 

above all else xmpersonal. In this sense 
the French are not merely the most po- 
lite nation in the world. They are the 
only people who of the communication 
of man with man distinctly and formally 
make a recognized medium, an objec- 
tive "third somewhat," in metaphysical 
phrase, in which the speech and action 
of each communicant encounter those of 
the other without in any degree involving 
either individuahty behind them--which 
is, on the contrary, left pointedly alone 
in its separate and independent sphere. 
With regard to this last indeed there 
is never, except in violation of the social 
code, any curiosity manifested, unless 
the degree of intimacy is such that man- 
ners themselves are of no importance, 
or the individuality is of so accentuated 
a type as to escape divination--both of 
which contingencies are rare. And it 
is perhaps this indifference that is main- 
ly accountable for the general Anglo- 
Saxon position concerning French po- 
hteness, for our esteeming it incurably 
artificial. We no more like to submit 
to the perfect unconcern as to the sub- 
trier points of our individuahty which we 
cannot fail to remark in the way in 
which the politest Frenchman treats us, 
than we like the persistence with which 
he appears to esteem his own personality 
a matter of no moment to anyone but 
himself. We are as solicitous to im- 
press him with our quahties as he seems 
to be to impress us with his accomplish- 
ments; and we resent what we insist 
on considering his carefulness to con- 
ceal his real opinions, disposition, char- 
acter in the same measure with which 
we are piqued by his concentration 
upon our o superficial graces--or 

cerity of character. It is so difficult 
for us to realize that in manners as the 
French understand them there is no 
more question of character than there 
is in any other fine-art. They illustrate 
the individual's ideal, not himself ; his as- 
pirations, not his qualities ; and his ideal 
and aspirations in an absolutely imper- 
sonal sphere where what serves as stim- 
ulus and all that is at stake are the sense 
of external propriety and the artistic fit- 
ness of things. 
How exquisitely adapted the French 
are to excel in precisely this sphere is 
indicated, I think, by the most summary 
view of tleir most salient characteris- 
tics. The social instinct which subor- 
dinates the individual and suppresses 
eccentricity, the social and tolerant nat- 
ure of a morality which recognizes its 
lack of jurisdiction in questions of man- 
hers, a higlfly developed intelligence and 
the absence of that sentimentality in 
conjunction with which it is impossible 
to find the refinement of manners which 
is based on reason, however it m" in- 
spire that t)olitesse de ccer in which 
Prince Bismarck finds the French lacking, 
afford precisely the conditions for pro- 
ducing in perfection an impersonal, ar- 
tificial, graceful, and efficient medium of 
social intercourse. And, in fact, of man- 
ners as the French understand and illus- 
trate them it may be said that we lack 
even the conception. Of other manifes- 
tations of the artistic spirit we at least 
permit ourselves the luxury of an ideal. 
It does not "cost much anyhow" we 
say ; and indeed it does not, much of it ; 
our painting and sculpttu-e and poetry 
and music have cost as little probably 
as the fine-art of any nation of the world 
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from London to Moscow it is a common- 
place that every stage-manager and every 
dramatic author looks constantly toward 
Paris, where each has learned his trade 
and whence most have borrowed their 
substance. And in the art of conversa- 
tion, which plays in private life the part 
of colloquy on the stage, the nation is 
equally unrivalled. All the French ac- 
tivities are called into exercise, and 
all French qualities are illustrated in 
the conversational crackle and sparkle 
of daily intercourse, in which constant 
practice and ceaseless pleasure lead to a 
marvellous artistic proficiency. At the 
table, in the drawing-room, in the cafes, 
in the open-air public rendezvous which 
abound everywhere and vary in impor- 
tance but hardly in character from the 
Champs Elyses or the potinire of the 
Avenue du Bois do Boulogne to the lit- 
tle place or boulevard extrieur of a vil- 
lage enprovince, at every leisure moment 
in the day--and overflowing into the 
hours of industry, which themselves, in- 
deed, are never, even in their most secret 
recesses, sheltered from its spray--the 
stream of conversation ripples cease- 
lessly on and on. All Frenchmen breathe 
the atmosphere thus affected and, how- 
ever great their differences, are thus sub- 
ject in common to a potent unifying in- 
fluence; so that each individual, even 
supposing him to have no natural bent 
therefor, no Gallic alertness and lingual 
felicity, becomes an educated artist in 
the great French art. To be convinced of 
this, one does not need to remind himself 
of the Hotel lambouillet, of the salons 
which since Richelieu's time have flour- 
ished on every hand, of the society of 
the grand sicle ; one has only to enter 
a cafd or even a cabaret, or chat with an 
omnibus-driver, or one's next neighbor 
in black coat or blouse on a seat in a 
public square. 
About this conversation there are two 
striking peculiarities: It is in the first 
place literally conversation, and in the 
second it is, like any other fine-art, prac- 
tised for its own sake. It need hardly 
be said that in each of these respects 
French conversation differs from our 
own. What in general passes for good 
conversation with us is really monologue 
--sometimes, in fact, so circumscribed 
as to constitute a sort of informal lect- 

ure ; what the French, indeed (who are 
strangers to our lyceum, for which they 
substitute a considerable higher educa- 
tion), call a conference. This is the sense 
in which it is discussed by Dr. Holmes, 
than whom no one has touched the sub- 
ject with a lighter charm. Dr. Holmes's 
view of conversation is extremely auto- 
cmtic, and would be intolerable to a dem- 
ocratic people like the French. In his 
opinion the cardinal offence is interrup- 
tion; the literal and uninaginative in- 
terrupter is the individual he denounces, 
but it is plain that it is the fact of the 
interruption not the interruption of fact, 
as he might say, that really exasperates 
him. French conversation is in great 
part made up of interruptions. Its es- 
sence consists in "give and take." The 
most brilliant conversationalist is he, 
or she (for in France women practise 
this art as well as men) who succeeds 
best in donner la rplique. Hence epi- 
gram and repartee abound. With us 
the analogous triumph is to state some 
truth, sentiment, fact most felicitously 
and to draw from it some apposite con- 
clusion. Hence the little preachments, 
anecdotes, sermonettes which season 
our dinners. As for post-prandial elo- 
quence, in which our prandial conversa- 
tion so often culminates upon the slight- 
est excuse, to which it is merely the 
modest prelude, and toward which it 
tends vith increasing momentum from 
the soup on, it is nearly unknown in 
France. Imagine Mr. Evarts at a French 
dinner. On such an occasion his 
"speech" (for which the French language 
has no word) would, we may be sure, be 
qualified with an epithet for which the 
English tongue has no equivalent; it 
would be pronounced assommant. And 
after the formal speaking at a Delmonico 
dinner, say, is over, and the toasts (an- 
other word which illustrates the poverty 
of the French vocabulary) have all been 
drunk, and what ve understand by gen- 
eral conversation again sets in, con- 
ducted by General Horace Porter, that 
prince of anecdotists, the Frenchman 
would certainly find himself at fault. In 
an analogous position at home he would 
be sure to interrupt. The French 
conteur is, it is true, a well-known type, 
but he is oftener than not, perhaps, a 
bore, owing in great measure to the per- 
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fection to which he has carried his style, 
which tempts him to apply it to the dec- 
orative presentment of wholly trivial 
substance. And in France when a man 
is a bore the fact is discovered with elec- 
tric promptitude. And in any event, 
bore or not, the raconte,ur never enjoys 
the esteem of our "good-story-teller" 
who frequently possesses not merely a 
local but a national reputation, as it is 
called. The introduction of the person- 
al note is distinctly disagreeable. The 
force of our "good-story-teller" though 
always personal is often histrionic, and 
the French have, it is true, a talent and 
a passion for acting. But even in acting 
they care most for the ensemble. On 
the stage an actor who should force his 
part into the foreground would displease, 
however admirable in itself his perform- 
ance might be. And in actual life the 
social comes to the aid of the artistic in- 
stinct in protecting an entire company 
from resolving itself into a lyceum audi- 
ence and an amateur lecturer. 
French conversation thus is social and 
artistic first of all--never personal and 
utilitarian. Communication being its 
end, it is moreover always admirably 
clear. Precision is as eminent a char- 
acteristic of spoken as of written French. 
Each nuance, and nuances abound, is un- 
mistakable. More even than by its grace 
and its vivacity it contrasts with our 
own more serious conversation in abso- 
lute exactness. The exactness is in ex- 
pression merely ; it never becomes literal 
and exacting. When a trivial mistake 
is made, a sophism uttered, a person or 
thing unfairly ridiculed or ridiculously 
praised, the Frenchman does not expe- 
rience the temptation, so irresistible with 
us, to set wrong right at any expense to 
the conversation. The conversation it- 
self is the object of his solicitude. Be- 
sides, he realizes that out of the pulpit 
persiflage is as potent aspreaching. His 
expertness in treating serious subjects 
with the light touch that avoids flip- 
pancy has its moral side as, imitating 
Carlyle's obtuseness about Voltaire, we 
are slow to perceive. With us it is the 
essential levity of the subiect discussed 
rather than a deft and lively treatment 
of it that causes the superficial sparkle. 
We associate the two things so closely 
as to infer one from the presence of the 

other, an error which French clearness 
avoids. Hence French conversation is 
far freer than ours. It not only com- 
promises no personality, and essays no 
ulterior result, but its scope and style 
are in consequence very extensive and 
very varied. It has terms summing up 
phases of social life to characterize which 
we should need long phrases, and em- 
ploys them as counters, as bankers do 
checks and drafts instead of exchanging 
coin. It tends naturally out of its abun- 
dance to include topics with which we 
easily dispense, in mixed company at all 
events. It is very outspoken without 
being brutal. It makes, indeed, such a 
specialty of suggestion for the sake of 
the art itself as sometimes to lose all 
sense of the substance suggested ; other- 
wise at least some allusions are unac- 
countable. And this freedom, which oc- 
casionally no doubt fringes license--but 
probably less often than with us offends 
the proprieties conventionally deter- 
mined--helps to confer the great charm 
of naturalness upon French intercourse. 
One's impulses find themselves less re- 
strained in being more explicitly di- 
rected. The manner is as artificial as 
you choose, the matter is apt to be gen- 
uine and to lack the quality which con- 
stitutes pose. On a high level and in a 
rarefied atmosphere there is far more 
naturalness because there is a far greater 
sense of freedom than in the lower re- 
gions, amid denser air, in which the sense 
of freedom is really the lack of energy 
and to issue out of which demands dis- 
cipline and attention. 
"But are they sincere ?" is the uni- 
versal Anglo-Saxon demand in reply to 
all that one can say in characterization 
of French manners and of their articu- 
late manifestation in the exquisite art 
of French conversation. On this point 
we are, apparently, all agreed. Charm- 
ing, intelligent, graceful, everything else 
you will that is admirable, at that vague 
quality known to us as sincerity we draw 
the line. A recent clever book makes a 
character say that "French sincerity is 
a subject he never cares to enter upon. 
He likes too many French people." 
That is the utmost concession I at least 
have ever seen made. Yet an intelligent 
observer familiar with the French must, 
I think, whether he like them or not, 
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feel disposed to plead weariness when- 
ever the time-honored question of French 
sincerity is mooted anew. One sympa- 
thizes with Hawthorne's exasperation at 
the public curiosity concerning the ears 
of his Donatello. In this instance also 
a delightful and delicate thing is being 
brutally treated. The stupidity is car- 
ried so far as to awaken that sense of 
helpless resentment which one feels in 
the presence of wilful wrong-headedness 
on a large scale among intelligent peo- 
ple. The truth is the French are as 
sincere as any other people, only they 
manifest the virtue in their own way. 
French manners include a great deal of 
compliment, and compliment is taken 
literally only by the savage. To argue 
individual insincerity from the perfec- 
tion which compliment has reached 
among the French is like arguing that 
every American who pays his bills in" 
silver dollars is personally corrupt. 
Compliment is merely the current coin 
of the French social realm. Nor in 
nine cases out of ten is it actually 
debased. Very slight familiarity with 
French compliment is sufficient to en- 
able one to see that the French sense of 
intellectual self-respect almost invari- 
ably prevents them from trusting solely 
to the intelligence of the complimented 
for a complete understanding of the fact 
that the accuracy of compliment is not 
that of algebra. Somewhere in most 
French compliments you are sure to find 
the intellectual corrective of their sen- 
suous charm. Your unfamiliarity with 
this circumstance and your failure to 
notice it may lead you to blush at the 
moment of receiving a genuine French 
compliment yourself, but subsequent re- 
flection is apt to make you blush at hav- 
ing blushed; there was really, you will 
infallibly perceive, less cause for con- 
fusion than you imagined. Take, for 
example, a typical compliment by a 
characteristically courteous and sincere 
Frenchman. During a visit to England 
in 1868 the late Prevost-Paradol was re- 
ceived "avec ces empressements flat- 
teurs," says a French writer, "que la so- 
clot4 anglaise salt si bien prodiguer pour 
peu que l'envie lui en prenno "--" with 
those flattering attentions which Eng- 
lish society knows so well how to lavish 
when it happens to take a notion to do 

so." Ladies contended for the honor of 
being taken down to dinner by the brill- 
iant French journalist. The London 
press commenting on this engouement, 
and on its striking contrast with the 
lack of consideration manifested for 
English jomalists of equal parts, called 
attention anew to the important rSle 
which the esteem of his compatriots 
permits the French journalist personally 
to play in his own country ;--to which 
the Frenchman naturally replied by a 
compliment. "Un Fragais," said he, 
"a rarement une passion r6elle pour le 
v6ritable pouvoir ou pour la fortune. 
Son ambition vise surtout ' la rputa- 
tion, h l'61oge, " l'espoir de donner une 
haute idSe de lui h ses concitoyens, ou 
mme h un cercle 6troit de famfliers; 
il se console aisSment de bien des d6- 
boires s'il peut croire que ceux qui 
l'entourent le considbrent comme supS- 
4eur h sa fortune.. . I1 donne le 
premier rang aux plaisirs e l'esprit ;"-- 
"k Frenchman rarely has a sincere pas- 
sion for real power or for fortune. His 
ambition is above all else to achieve a 
reputation, to win eulogiums, to succeed 
in giving a high idea of himself to his 
fellow-citizens, or even to a narrow circle 
of intimate friends. He is easily con- 
soled for many mortifications if he can 
convince himself that those who sur- 
round him consider him superior to his 
fortune. He gives the first place to the 
pleasures of the mind." Fancy the audi- 
ence to which that compliment was ad- 
dressed speculating as to its sincerity! 
The truth is that the matter of per- 
sonal genuineness is not at all in ques- 
tidn. So far as sincerity in compliment 
is concerned it depends upon the spe- 
cific truth or falsity of the words em- 
ployed and their impersonal suggestion. 
Of course the French do intrude the 
personal equation into this sphere; 
they do occasionally endeavor to make 
one believe they mean what they say in 
a special and intense sense; the phe- 
nomenon is not absolutely unknom. 
But it is far less common than with us; 
and it invariably denotes in the prac- 
titioner a lower grade of person. The 
large part played by the emotions in 
our activities of this kind causes us to 
regard the passage from compliment to 
flattery as venial whenever the heart is 
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nite cafardise of the French has the 
merit of being a frank foe. In France 
a man's valuation of himself is much 
more nearly that which his friends set 
upon him. Even in the French manner 
vhat we mistake for affectation is mere- 
ly intention. To bring all one's physi- 
cal activities into the sphere of culture 
and reason, to suit the gesture to the 
word and the word to the thought, to 
stand and walk and sit decorously, to 
enter a room, to bow to a lady, to carry 
on a t6te-'-t6te, or share a general con- 
velation, to avoid controversy, to attain 
reposemto do all this respectably re- 
quires intention. So far as communi- 
ties are concerned fine natural manners 
are a myth, but this probably does not 
prevent the Sioux and Apaches from 
considering our manners artificial, or us 
from finding affectation in those of the 
French, owing to the distinctness which 
unfamiliulity gives to intention in either 
instance, and to the failure in each case 
to appreciate the importance of inten- 
tion in everything of importance. 
In fine the vulgar mistrust of French 
sincerity is based on nothing more nor 
less than the fact that French manners 
are studied, artificial, conventional, which 
does not of course mean that they are of 
necessity inelastic or excessive or super- 
ficial, but that the French put the same 
intention into manners that all civilized 
peoples do into language, and have sys- 
tematized them with the same care for 
correctness on the one hand and pliabil- 
ity on the other. We have no exactly 
euivalent word for what the French 
call tenue, and if we have exactly the 
thing it is infinitely less developed and 
less nearly universal than in France, 
where it is as characteristic of manners 
as are the impersonal and artistic spirit. 
Tenue means restraint, order, measure, 
style, consciousness, intention in de- 
meanor and bearing. Owing to his nat- 
ural turn for these qualities the French- 
man is rarely tempted to permit himself 
indiscretions. He is not solicited by 
whimsical impulses. He has no desire 
for relaxation, and does not chafe under 
restraint. It is not difficult for him to 
feel at ease in an erect posture ; he sup- 
ports the greater muscular tension in- 
volved with less evident fatigue; his 
hands do not automatically seek his 
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trousers pockets nor his knees cross one 
another. Consciousness and self-con- 
sciousness are not identical terms to 
him. Nor does the artificiality of the 
drawing-room atmosphere oppress him 
and entice him into mistaking buffoon- 
ery for the talismanic touch of thawing 
nature, into spasmodic laughter, into 
long stories, into that amusement of the: 
ensemble, which involves neglect of the: 
members of the company. Of course 
perfect breeding is perfect breeding the 
world over. But the perfectly bred 
man is born, not bred, if the paradox 
may be permitted. The mass of man- 
kind have no more genius for manners 
than for tight-rope dancing, but it is 
easy to see that the mass of Frenchmen 
have a talent for them in adding a talent 
for tenue to the social and the artistic 
instincts. 
It would be difficult to find in any 
bourgeois interior the entire absence of 
form characteristic of many of our own 
average homes. Not that in moments-- 
or hoursmof mutual ennui and common 
dlassement, the average bourgeois inte- 
rior does not, from the point of view of 
pure form, leave something to be de- 
sired. But, in seasons of entire sani- 
ty, the respective shapes expansiveness 
takes in a French home and in one of 
our own differ prodigiously. Take a 
large French family reunion. Few so- 
cial pictures are prettier. There is very 
likely an entire absence of that hearty 
familiarity which characterizes our 
Thanksgiving or Christmas gatherings. 
The children do not romp, the grown 
people do not appear as if at last the 
moment had come when all outward re- 
straint and formality could be thrown 
aside with a clear conscience. The vis- 
itors do not "make themselves perfectly 
at home," the hosts do not invite them 
to do so, or treat them as if such were 
the case. There is everywhere perfectly 
apparent the French veneer of artificial 
courtesy. Children are treated with po- 
hteness and not hugged; babies are 
banished--are generally, in fact, in a 
state of chronic exile ; if at times every- 
one is talking at once it is evidently be- 
cause of the social desire to contribute 
to the conversation, rather than because 
of the unsocial disposition to neglect; 
one's neighbor's appreciations--an abys- 
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of friction secured is incalculably de- 
rightful. The social machinery so scru- 
pulously attended to runs far more 
smoothly than ours, which we imagine 
will quite take care of itself if we fulfil 
the condition that made such a carver 
of men's casques of the sword and such 
a sure-thruster of the lance of the pure- 
hearted Sir Galahad. 1o Frenchman 
to whom you talk punctuates your sen- 
tences with an eager and admonitory 
"yes, yes, yes." Nor does appreciation 
of his own wit or of yours involve dis- 
tracting excursions. Nor does he show 
you plainly how hard it is for him to 
wait till you have finished, or let his at- 
tention wander, or tl-y to save time by 
the surreptitious reading of a letter or 
a glance at a newspaper heading, or in- 
dicate in any way as so many of us do, 
the manner varying with individual 
character, that conversation is not the 
most important affair in the world. He 
knows that for the moment it is. On 
the other hand susceptibilities escape 
wounding with a completeness that 
seems as wonderful as the means by 
which it is secured is seen to be simple. 
In France it is in the first place bad 
manners to be too susceptible; in the 
second place it is a mark of that conceit 
always ascribed to a lack of intelligence ; 
in the third place one's susceptibility is 
justly wounded only when an offence 
has been committed against the code of 
manners. These sound like common- 
places. But they are practically not ac- 
cepted by us. I)ractically we believe in 
"taking no offence where none is in- 
tended ;" and we really think that when 
the social code of the Golden Age comes 
to be discovered this will be found to 
have been its spirit, too. On the con- 
trary giving unintentionally just ground 
for offence is precisely what the French 
find it impossible to support. I)rovided 
with a conventional and uniform code, 
they concentrate their attention upon 
the grossiret$--to them the most re- 
pugnant quality in the world---of the 
offence, and whether or no it is accom- 
panied by design, by malhonntet, is a 
subordinate consideration. Accompan- 
ied by malhonntet$ it may or may not 
be, but aggravated by it or by anything 
it cannot. In this way the French 
avoid the habit so prevalent with us of 

always seeking the motive of everyone's 
speech or behavior and the suspicion, 
the morbid sensitiveness, which is the 
inevitable result of tiffs habit. So long 
as the convenances remain undisturbed 
people's motives are assumed to be 
amiable. It is our notion on the con- 
trary that observance of conventions can 
mean very little, and our own experience, 
in fact, teaches us that they are often ex- 
tremely deceptive indices of both the 
feelings and the character. So long, 
accordingly, as we are sure that a per- 
son is well-disposed and worthy, he may, 
within certain ill-defined limits, say and 
do what he chooses ; so long as we are 
convinced that right feeling presides at 
their sacrifice our solicitude for conven- 
tions ceases. Ve do not in this way 
reach much eminence in what is strictly 
defined as civility, but that is a common- 
place which does not greatly disturb 
us ; we readily reconcile ourselves to the 
impeachment; we easily console our- 
selves with the notion that we possess 
what is far more important and perhaps 
after all inconsistent with that "out- 
ward grace" which Mr. Lowell assures 
us we know to be but "dust." But this 
attitude compels us to be continually 
"making allowances" for people who 
are, though kind, still uncouth or incon- 
siderate;and uncouthness and incon- 
siderateness are, however tolerable, no- 
where agreeable qualities in a positive 
sense. And one cannot continually 
"make allowances" or have them made 
for him without great detment to his 
dignity. Consequently we do feel a 
vague discomfort, which the French 
with their concentration on the dust of 
outward grace are spared, in a hundred 
more or less trifling details of social in- 
tercourse. And occasionally when an 
individual of either of the two great 
branches of our race contemplates such 
an individual of the other as chance 
may be trusted now and then to bring 
into contact with him, in encounters of 
this sort with which every travelled 
American or Englishman is familiar, 
scales seem to fall from his eyes. French 
manners appear transfigured to him. 
Mere "outward grace "rises prodigious- 
ly in his esteem. Few cultivated Eng- 
lishmen probably have escaped a shock 
when subjected for the first time to the 
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unrestrained familiarity and the empty- 
headed effusiveness characteristic of 
many of our compatriots. Few Ameri- 
cans probably have not flushed with a 
sense of outrage at the tactless incivility 
of the worthy but forbidding Briton. 
The American "drummer" narrating 
his experiences and making his "effect" 
at a Continental table d'h6te, and the 
English lady opposite him visibly won- 
dering how he can eat butter with hot 
meats and carefully manifesting an ex- 
aggerated disgust in consequence, tend, 
for example, to excite in each other a 
feeling of toleration for manners as the 
French conceive them--manners which 
in seasons of calmer weather they find 
excessive. 
Nothing, however, could be more erro- 
neous than the popular Anglo-Saxon no- 
tion that French manners are excessive. 
Like all our notions about the French 
this is with us an inheritance. English 
manners are in general reserved, brusque, 
embarrassed perhaps in reality, if you 
choose to examine into the real nature 
of puerilities, but superficially--that is 
to say in the sole sphere of their action 
--splenetic, bald, absurdly uncivilized 
as manifested toward strangers, and 
characterized in intimacy by what Emer- 
son calls "unbuttoned ease." By force 
of contrast French manners are bound 
to appear excessive to Englishmen. 
Positively speaking, of all possible quali- 
ties that of excess is the most foreign to 
French demeanor as it is to the French 
mind. The Italian manner is exces- 
sive, if you choose--and are ill-natured 
enough to mention it. And curiously 
enough our own and that of the English 
--when any value is attached to it, when 
account is really taken of it, when we 
wish to be "especially polite," as the sin- 
gular phrase is--may certainly be thus 
described. But French manners are 
saved from excess by the very fact that 
they are so thoroughly conventional. 
Nowhere is convention more esteemed, 
although nowhere are its terms more 
elastic. Nowhere, as one has occasion 
to remark there at every turn, is a given 
conventio so frankly accepted as the 
formulated opinion of mankind concern- 
ing the subject of it. To dispute it, to 
advance individual notions in modifica- 
tion of it, is clearly regarded as more 

na'/f than even courageous. That "com- 
mon consent of mankind" which certain 
moralists make the arbiter in ethics is in 
France applied to almost every conceiv- 
able act of man with an elaborateness 
and system that rival those of the Code 
Napoldon itself. Nowhere, perhaps, out- 
side the precincts of the Court of Castille, 
is etiquette, that codified system of man- 
ners, carried so far; nowhere is an of- 
fence against it more quickly noticed. 
Violations of it are readily excused if 
justifiable ; there is no pedantry ; there 
is even a special interest exhibited in 
originalit--a word which it is significant 
that we have to render by eccentricity. 
But violations are invariably remarked 
and the proper deduction made there- 
from. levertheless, etiquette itself be- 
ing not a court affair but something 
thoroughly understood and practised by 
everybody, French manners are thereby 
saved from excess, as they are from every 
other form of eccentricity. They strike 
one, rather, as being almost business- 
like ; at any rate their design is clear- 
to remove friction as well as to decorate 
intercourse. In Peking, doubtless, the 
French manner would seem meagre. In 
Virginia, "before the war," the French- 
man would celtainly have found much in 
that courtly and elaborate bearing of 
which we still read in Southern literature 
and of which we observe the majestic 
remains whenever a Southern orator de- 
livers a set speech, which would have 
seemed to him Oriental. The grandiose 
is almost never to be encountered in 
France--except in art or literatm'e where 
it is sought of set purpose and expressly, 
as who should say "let us now intone in- 
stead of simply speaking." On the other 
hand the sincerely familiar manner, that 
manner which is the absolute absence of 
manner, is quite as uncommon. Drop 
into the little stuffy hall in the Boule- 
yard des Capucines of a Thursday even- 
ing, and listen to one of M. Francisque 
Sarcey's charming con]rences on the 
stage, on poetry, on literature. I-Iis 
manner is admirably free from pose of 
any kind ; it passes in Paris for the man- 
ner suited to a bonhomie almost, if not 
quite, bourgeoise. It is familiar in a sense 
unknown to our lyceum; M. Sarcey, 
who is in the first place seated, stops 
over a citation to laugh or admire with 
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his auditors; occasionally one of these 
hazards a suggestion to which the con- 
frencier bows agreement or shrugs dis- 
sent; one is almost enfamille. But the 
family is clearly a French family. There 
is no relaxation, no unbending, no flac- 
cid abandonment. Of familiarity as we 
understand the term and as we illus- 
trate it on the rostrum, as well as in 
the "back-store," there is none at all. 
Quite as watchful a guard is kept over 
the moral muscles as if the occasion were 
a wholly different onc. M. Sarcey and 
his auditors are as much on "dress-pa- 
rade," as we sometimes say of this atti- 
tude, as the soldiers at a Longchamps re- 
view. They have simply, morally speak- 
ing, learned so well to use their faculties 
by the habit which is a second nature 
that that first nature which as lascal 
observed (long before Mr. Darwin) is 
perhaps only a first habit, seems to 
them rudimentary rather than specifi- 
cally natural, as it appears to us. Sup- 
pose--if such a thing can be supposed 
--M. Sarcey forming one of the late 
Mr. Beecher's audience at llymouth 
Church on a Sunday morning. The 
time, the place, the theme are sacred, 
but he would be certain to find a lack 
of correspondence between this fact 
and the manners of the occasion--he 
would be sure to esteem unfair any crit- 
icism of French manners as excessive 
which should be based on the standard 
there confronting and surrounding him. 
He would be sure, on the other hand, 
to find excess in the occasion's absence 
of tenue. He would reflect : "Our man- 
ner is business-like rather than Ital- 
ian, it is direct rather than rococo. We 
are familiar, we are free, we are frank, 
we are gay; but we are not gay like 
that." 
Finally, French manners are gentle. 
A certain mildness of demeanor, which 
is among us mainly confined to such in- 
dividuals as do not fear the conse- 
quences of failure in self-assertion, is 
everywhere observable. The fiercely 
mustachioed concierge shares it with 
the bland academician. It is the rarest 
imaginable chance to hear an oath. 
There is something feeble and inefficient, 
an acknowledgment of inarticulateness, 
about the intenser sort of expletives, 
which are wholly foreign to the French 

temper, accustomed to perfect facility 
and adequacy of expression. Similarly 
with slang. French argot is almost a 
language by itself. Slang as we compre- 
hend the term, and as Walt Whitman 
eulogizes and employs it---namely, as the 
riotous medium of the under-languaged, 
is unknown. One may in a week hear 
more oaths and more slang of the coarse 
and stupid sort in Wall Street, at the sea- 
side, in the hotel corridors and street-cars 
and along the sidewalks of New York 
and Philadelphia, say, and in public 
generally among us than in the length 
and breadth of France in a year. There 
is not the same burlesque of "hearti- 
ness," the same slapping on the back, 
the same insistent invitations to drink, 
the same brutalit$ ; in fine there is in- 
finitely more gentleness. Their occa- 
sional savagery strikes us as ineffective 
aud amateur, their fur)-seems fustian. 
The "rapier-thrusts " of sarcasm, the 
kind of writing and talking to which 
some of our newspapers apply their 
most eulogistic epithet, "scathing," the 
bitter banter to whic,h not a few of the 
best bred of our young girls seem just 
now especially addicted would excite 
amazement in France. Persiflage, there, 
is never personal when it is not also 
good-natured. In any event there is 
far less of it than of compliment; and 
this compliment is less factitious than 
are our personalities of the uncompli- 
mentary kind. The difference shovs an 
important temperamental distinction as 
well as anything can. The French are 
as inclined to the amiable, the agreeable, 
the social, the impersonal as we are to 
avoid being the dupe of these qualities ; 
perhaps they are less duped than we are, 
and at any rate the amount of fruitless 
friction which they save over us is very 
great. Indeed with us this friction 
grows by natural selection ; it is popular 
because, conscious of immense kindliness 
at bottom and our own withers being 
for the moment unwrung, we like to see 
the galled jade wince. The Chamber of 
Deputies is sometimes a bear garden, 
and the air is thick with denunciation, 
but such a speech as Mr. Blaine's famous 
characterization of Mr. Conkling or Mr. 
Conkling's of ]Ir. Curtis was never 
heard there. In private life there is more 
refined malice, more gayety, and more 
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gossip--if possible--in a laris salon 
than in a Fifth Avenue drawing-room or 
on a qewport piazza : but there is noth- 
ing of what we have come to know as 
personal "rallying," and the gossip is 
about the absent. 
We, on the other hand, are all familiar, 
Mr. Arnold reminds us, with the notion 
of "hewing Agag in pieces," and our un- 
gentleness of manners proceeds largely 
from the astonishing way in which this 
Teutonic and Puritan passion has pene- 
trated our very nature. How English 
literature witnesses this from the time 
of Milton to the very latest number of 
the Saturday Review we all know. The 
greatest and kindliest natures are not 
exempt from it on the other side of the 
water. Not only does Macaulay riot in 
it, but such a good-natured soul as Mr. 
James Yellowplush indulges in many a 
swing of the axe--when Agag is for the 
moment personated by Bulwer, let us 
sy. qot only is the hewing done with 
the grandiose strokes of Carlylean bru- 
tality, but it is amiably and dexterously 
performed by the advocate par excellence 
of "sweet reasonableness " and the chief 
critic of the custom, Mr. Matthew Ar- 
nold himself. Carlyle's description of 
Mr. Swinburne as "sitting in a sewer 
an'2 adding to it" differs mainly by its 
outrageousness from the implacable way 
in which a long catalogue of saints and 
sinners is subjected at the hands of M_r. 
Arnold to an illumination as indiscreet 
as it is discriminating. There is much 
discussion as to whether it is as a critic 
or a poet that he will appeal to "the 
next ages," but there is a side of his ad- 
mirable and elevated genius in virtue of 
which it is not difficult occasionally to 
fancy him gracing the Pantheon of the 
future in the harmonious guise of Apol- 
lo flaying Marsyas. qo Anglo-Saxon 
would wish Mr. Arnold different, but it 
is worth pointing out that the respect- 
ably sized and felicitously executed 
"Dunciad" which might be collected 
from his works is incontestably due 
to the personal attitude, the personal 
way of looking at many questions and 
discussing many subjects. His gen- 
tleness in consequence is rather ex- 
press than ingrained and now and then 
has something feline in its velvety 
caress. 

In this country, I think, we are less 
disposed to censoriousness. At any rate 
our more refined spirits are--from the 
various reasons which spring from the 
American differentiation of the race. 
We have more room, and more equality. 
Our manners are affected by our greater 
amenity. But we do not need the abun- 
dant testimony of the daily joulaals to 
assure us how thoroughly personal is, 
in general, our point of view, how in- 
stinctive is our protest against the im- 
personal and artistic way of discussing 
and deciding any serious problem, how 
distrustful we are of the earnestness of 
whatever bears no personal indorse- 
ment. "It makes a great difference to a 
sentence," says Emerson somewhere, 
"whether or no there be a man behind 
it." That is our universal feeling. It is 
impossible to conceive the serene and 
charitable Emerson finding the flaying of 
Marsyas work so congenial as robe worthy 
his best and most vivacious effort, but it 
cannot be doubted that the operation 
would awaken his interest and, if neatly 
performed, win his approval. To the most 
malicious Frenchman on the other hand, 
the flaying of Marsyas by Apollo would 
seem awork of supererogation. qeither 
in literatm-e nor in life does he practise 
it. "That is a fine legend, a most sig- 
nificant myth," he would remark to us, 
"but you materialize it atrociously. The 
only part of it with which we are di- 
rectly and actively concerned is the con- 
test--that part which Raphael painted 
with a real personal feeling, as you may 
see in the Louvre. The consequences 
to incompetence of its insolence are, as 
he has conventionalized them in the Vat- 
ican, natural and necessaxT ; they follow 
without the interposition of the god, who 
was born for higher things. Agag is 
sure to be satisfactorily hewn in pieces, 
and the work is accomplished by the 
matter-of-course operation of impersonal 
forces. Individually and socially we are 
only concerned with recognizing Agag 
when we see him and with showing our- 
selves superior to him. He is so little 
liked among us, his following is so en- 
tirely inconsiderable compared with that 
he can boast among you that his fate, 
indeed, is sealed from the beginning. 
To denounce him would be to utter 
platitudes." 



BARUM WEST'S EXTRAVAGANZA. 

Bv ,4rlo Bates. 

ARIYSI WEST threw 
down his pen and 
looked about his at- 
tic with a gloomy face. 
The light from his one 
window, a dormer, 
facing the east, was 
too faint to permit his 
writing any longer, even had he been in 
the mood; and how far he was from de- 
siring to go on with his work was shown 
by his seizing the sheets which were the 
result of his afternoon's labor and an- 
grily tearing them into bits. 
The room was not unlike the tradi- 
tional abode of that melancholy thing, a 
poor devil author. The roof sloped from 
the middle of the ceiling almost to the 
floor--the niche of the dormer-window 
where his writing-table stood being the 
only part of the eastern side of the 
chamber where one could stand upright. 
In the corner on the opposite side stood 
an old-fashioned high-posted bedstead; 
a bureau, over which hung a tarnished 
mirror of antique frame, was placed op- 
posite the tall stove, in which was care- 
fully cherished a frugal coal fire ; a black 
trunk was pushed under the eaves; 
while some pine shelves held the young 
man's unimposing library. Both carpet 
and wall-paper were dingy and faded, 
and in the darkening winter twilight 
the attic was gloomy enough to depress 
the spirits of one in a far more cheerful 
frame of mind than that in which West 
found himself. 
Most authors are too unhappily fa- 
miliar with the fact that a financial 
crisis is apt to be so desperately unpro- 
ductive of marketable ideas that even 
the excitement of a definite order is 
likely at such a time to beget in the 
brain rather a confused sense of impo- 
tence than a creative inspiration. One 
must be well seasoned in the vicissitudes 
of a literary career to be able to do his 
best under the combined pressure of 
sore need and the necessity of seizing at 
once an unusual opportunity. West was 
still young in his profession as well as in 

years, and the wild exhilaration of re- 
ceiving a conditional commission had 
given place to an awful feeling of de- 
spairing helplessness. A friend who had 
considerable confidence in him, and, what 
was more to the purpose, some acquaint- 
ance and influence in theatrical circles, 
had persuaded a manager to promise to 
consider an extravaganza from the pen 
of the would-be playwright, and Barum 
felt as if his whole future depended upon 
his success. 
He had started upon his task with the 
utmost hope and confidence. He had 
for a couple of years been studying stage 
work, writing plays that nobody would 
touch, and serving that dreary appren- 
ticeship which comes before literary 
success, but which is, unhappily, not al- 
ways followed by it. He had pinned 
above his writing-table a sentence from 
"Earl's Dene," which had afforded him 
a sombre support often enough: "The 
only road to the skies, Mademoiselle, isup 
the garret stairs. Mozart climbed them, 
Moretti climbed them, . . . everybody 
who has ever done anything has had to 
climb them; and you, Mademoiselle, 
are one whose duty for the present is to 
starve." It may be because he secretly 
felt that he had starved long enough, or it 
may have been from the buoyant hope 
pathetically natural to youth, that Ves 
was convinced that his time had come ; 
but at least he had no doubt of that fact. 
When, however, he sat down to write, 
in place of valuable ideas he found his 
brain teeming with the notion that this 
time he must succeed ; instead of a plot, 
his mind spun visions of coming great- 
ness; and in place of elaborating witti- 
cisms his thoughts turned alternately to 
dismal memories and yet more gloomy 
forebodings. To-day ended a week of 
futile endeavor, and the unlucky writer 
was forced to confess to himself that, so 
far from being farther on in his work 
than he was seven days earlier, he was 
where he set out, and encumbered with 
the fatal hindrance of a self-distrust 
which benumbed all his powers. 
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It grew quickly darker as he brooded, 
the brief _February twilight shooting 
dowa rapidly. It was so dark when at 
last he got heavily upon his feet that he 
was obliged to fumble about for his 
shabby hat and coat in the shallow closet 
which held his scant wardrobe. 
muttered to himself as he did so a quo- 
tation from Octave teuillet, tie could 
hardly have been an aspirant for literary 
honors and not be crammed to the throat 
with quotations. 
" Ce n'est donc pas un vain mot, la 
faim ?" he said aloud, with so much 
bitterness that a hearer, had there been 
one, might have forgiven his sentimen- 
tality. "I1 y a donc vraiment une mao 
ladie de ce nom-l." 
I-Ie went down the three flights of 
stairs which lay between his chamber 
and the sordid street, taking his way 
to a cheap restaurant, which his soul 
loathed, but to which the narrowness of 
his purse constrained him. The wait- 
er girls, gossiping together, knew his 
shabby figure too well to hasten to 
serve him with any alacrity born of ex- 
pectation of tips; but one of them came 
to stand, leaning by one hand upon the 
table, while he studied the bill of fare 
in a vain attempt to discover some dish 
which would be alike satisfactory to his 
appetite and his finances. There were 
stains of coffee and of soup upon the 
card, which gave him a feeling of dis- 
gust as if his food had been served in 
an unwashed dish ; but he repressed his 
feelings and made his meagre order. 
The damsel filled him the usual glass of 
ice-water, gave him an evening paper, 
and betook herself to cry the supper he 
ha[ called for into the mouth of a rub- 
ber tube, which hung flabbily out of 
the wall. West could hear the voice of 
somebody underground repeating the 
order, and he was peevishly half in- 
cline to fling a plate at the head of a 
man at the next table on the supposition 
that that individual might have been 
listening to this double disclosure of 
the straitness of diet to which his pov- 
erty constrained him. 
I-Ie tried to interest himself in the 
paper which had been given him. He 
picked out the smallest paragraphs with 
a feeling of being so much at variance 
with the world in general that noth- 

ing could possibly interest him which 
was not held to be of no especial mo- 
ment to the majority. Suddenly he 
felt that little thrill with which a man 
always comes upon his name in print. 
Among a lot of brief jottings was the 
statement that a man in Chicago had 
left $200,000 to Barum West. For a 
moment his heart seemed to stand still, 
but instantly his common-sense reassert- 
ed itself and he smiled with the bitter but 
fleeting cynicism of youth at the impos- 
sibility that a fortune should come to 
him by any lucky throw of tortune's 
dice. The name was sufficiently uncom- 
mon, however, to make the coincidence 
striking, and what artistic youth, so 
placed, with his wits more or less dis- 
concerted by the unevenness of life, 
could fail to make the paragraph the 
starting-point for a thousand dreams. 
All that night, when he should have 
been sleeping, and when he really was 
under the influence of slumber, Barum 
West's thoughts, which should have 
been devising stage situations, droll 
dialogue, and popular allusions, occu- 
pied themselves with that illusive fort- 
une. He considered what he would 
do, how he would enjoy it, what de- 
fights he would purchase and what 
miseries escape. In dreams his fancy 
wove a gorgeous tissue of enchantment, 
at which he smiled when he waked, al- 
though in reality it was little more ex- 
travagant than the airy fabric of his 
waking fancies. When once an imagina- 
tive youth gives rein to his fancy, espe- 
cially if hope and need prick the tricky 
steed forward, there is no telling to what 
lengths the race run may not stretch. 
West certainly did not believe that the 
legacy of which he had seen mention 
was really intended for his pocket, and 
yet the coincidence of the name seemed 
to him so good proof that it went far 
toward persuading him that he was in 
truth the legatee, tor the rest, he per- 
haps not unconsciously humored a little 
a dream which at least amused for the 
time being a life all too little lightened 
by frivolity of any sort. 
It was not until the following evening 
that it occurred to West that, having a 
fortune in hand, it would be necessary 
for him to invest it. He was once more 
at the eating-house, which to-night he 
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regarded with less bitterness than hith- 
erto, so strong was the effect of hisdream 
in putting him in better temper toward 
life and the world. As he scanned the 
paper in the hope that he might come 
upon some further information in regard 
to Barum West's fortune, his eye lighted 
on the stock reports, and with a sudden 
sense of importance he reflected that 
with $200,000 to take care of, it be- 
hooved him to furbish up whatever 
knowledge he possessed of stocks. The 
unintelligibility of the stock reports was 
sufficient proof that he had little knowl- 
edge to furbish, but this only aroused 
his combativeness, and made him deter- 
mined to learn. 
When he left the restaurant he bought 
a paper of his own, and, taking it to his 
room, he passed the evening in studying 
finance as represented in the columns of 
the daily journal. There was something 
amusing or pathetic about the absol"p- 
tion with which he gave himself to the 
occupation of deciding what he should 
do with $200,000 if he had it. He re- 
flected shrewdly that it were wise not 
to invest his whole capital in a single 
stock, and he tried to recall whatever he 
had heard of the relative safety of differ- 
ent classes of security. He guessed at 
the amount of commission he would be 
obliged to pay a broker, his guide being 
a confused remembrance that in a play 
he had heard a certain rate mentioned. 
He carefully tabulated his investments, 
and retired at length the possessor of 
an income of something over 11,000, 
all commissions having been paid. 
It was perhaps not strange that 
Barum was in absolute ignorance of the 
fact, since the vagaries of the stock mar- 
ket were decidedly outside of his world, 
but the truth was that he had begun to 
manage his fancied fortunes on a falling 
market when the bears were raging in 
Wall Street. Vhfle he slept that night 
a combination was being completed 
which was the next day to run down 
twenty-five per cent. the conservative 
railroad stock in which West had felt it 
safe to put half his fairy gold. When 
Barum took up the paper at the restau- 
rant on the the third evening he had 
lost about $40,000: a fact which could 
hardly have caused him more chagrin 
had he really possessed the money to 

lose. The game he was playing inter- 
ested him like a new novel. His quick 
imagination had taken fire, and this de- 
feat spurred him to a fresh endeavor. 
He felt himself in honor bound to re- 
gain what he had lost ; and this evening 
went like the last, in complicated and 
decidedly amateurish efforts to bring his 
imaginary finances into a satisfactory 
condition. The writing of the play of 
which he was to read the skeleton to the 
manager in a fortnight advanced not at 
all. He took his pen to write, and laid 
it down to refresh his memory on the 
latest quotation on some stock ; he tried 
to think of his plot, and found himself 
reflecting concerning debenture bonds 
and second mortgages, with the vaguest 
possible notion of what either might be. 
The strange possession which a vivid 
fancy may take of a lonely and imagina- 
tive mind is a phenomenon not unfamil- 
iar to those who have studied the lives 
of men of fervid temperament ; and the 
whim to which West now gave himself 
up was no more extravagant than many 
another which has had consequences far 
more serious. For days he went on, be- 
coming more and more completely en- 
grossed by the folly he was follo:ing. 
His writing-table was covered with pa- 
pers upon which he had memoranda of 
stocks, of sales, of investments, calcula- 
tions of commissions, and all the rest 
of it. He even thought of going don 
town to watch the bulletin boards at 
some broker's, but he would hardly have 
been the fanciful dreamer he was, had 
he not shrunk from actually coming in 
contact with men and the reality of the 
business at which he played. 
For a week this absurdity continued. 
Sometimes West gained a little in his 
visionary speculations, and this inspired 
him with new courage, although whether 
he won or lost he was still possessed 
with the fatal gambling mania. I-]is 
work meanwhile was not advancing. It 
is true that he sat for hours at tfis table 
nominally at work upon his play, but he 
interrupted himself constantly to con- 
sider whether there were not some way 
of recovering the money he had lost. 
Vhen Saturday night came he looked 
back over his week with regret and 
shame. The date fixed for his pre- 
senting his sketch to the manager was 
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now only eight days off, and he was 
practically no further advanced in his 
preparation than on the day when his 
friend brought him the delightful news 
that that elusive personage had con- 
sented to make the appointment. I-Ie 
had wasted the past week in a foolish 
day-dream, as profitless as it was ab- 
surd. Yet he smiled to himself at the 
reflection that his day-dream had at 
least been amusing. It had been like 
creating a story or the plot for a play ; 
and with a characteristically bachelor 
thought, he added to himself that it was 
at least less dangerous to play with vis- 
ions of fortune than of love, and quite 
as sensible. 
I-Ie could not, on the whole, however, 
be satisfied with the result of his week, 
and he determined to have no more of 
this folly. I-Ie must set to work in ear- 
nest, and he resented the consciousness 
which forced itself upon him that his 
lonely life and imaginative turn made 
it possible for him to fall into vagaries 
which to the practical common-sense of 
mankind in general would be held to in- 
dicate anything but a sound mind. I-Ie 
sturted up suddenly and gathered all 
the papers upon which were recorded 
his unlucky stock transactions, and be- 
gan to thrust them into the stove, tte 
would make an end of the whole foolish 
business. And yet, so far from entirely 
burning his ships, he at least left for 
himself a little boat in which to continue 
his explorations into the delusive re- 
gions of financial fairy-land, since he 
saved the one slip which contained the 
statement of the present condition of 
his much-diminished fortune. I-Ie con- 
descended to the weak, but eminently 
human trick of attempting to humbug 
himself in regard to his reasons for do- 
ing so. I-Ie said to himself, exactly as 
if he were explaining to another person, 
that the bit of paper would serve as 
a warning to him, should he ever be 
tmpted.to indulge in so idiotic a diver- 
slon again; and he added, as if to quiet 
the least suspicion that he meant to use 
the memorandum, that the morrow be- 
ing Sunday there would be no market 
with which he could play. 
And yet, so weak is human resolution, 
such a rope of sand is it to fetter the re- 
sistless progress of character which is 

destiny, that the next evening found 
West with the Sunday paper spread be- 
fore him, carefully studying the finan- 
cial article, and elaborating his plans 
for a grand coup, by which he should 
regain all the thousands he had lost. 
I-Ie had become very canny during the 
week's study of the market reports, and 
he felt this Sunday evening all the 
pleasant satisfaction of one who, out of 
sight, cunningly devises the overthrow 
of clever enemies. On Monday morn- 
ing he would--in imagination, of course 
--go into the field with a shrewdly de- 
vised scheme of buying and selling 
which should result in the triumphant 
re-establishment of his financial stand- 
ing. When one is dealing with life in 
imagination merely, there is, of come, 
no limit to the extent to which one may 
make himself master of events, and 
partly from a keen fancy, partly from 
pure na'ivet$, West's plan involved oth- 
ing less than bulling the market him- 
self, upon his visionary capital, now 
shrunken to some 70,000. 
All day Vlonday West was in a state 
of excitement absurd when one consid- 
ers that the course was wholly fancy. 
When a drunkard returns to his cups 
he is notoriously more intemperate than 
before, and in delivering himself up for 
a second time to the intoxication of his 
vagaries Barum plunged more reck- 
lessly than ever into its extravagances. 
On Tuesday he was once more to be 
rich, and then he would speculate no 
more. Safe mortgages and government 
bonds should suffice him as investments, 
even though the rate of interest they 
paid was low. He would not again ex- 
pose himself to the chances of such fe- 
verish excitement as that in which he 
had spent the past week. So real had 
the whole business become to him, that 
while he smiled at his own folly as he 
took up the Tuesday evening paper, he 
actually felt a pang of disappointment 
to discover that his imaginary opera- 
tions had produced no effect on the 
stock market. So far from rising, 
stocks had thut day gone almost out of 
sight, so great had been the fall in the 
price of securities of all sorts. A feeling 
almost of despair came over the young 
man as he read. I-Ie had gone out into 
the street to buy the earliest edition 
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which would contain the account of the 
sales that day, and as he walked toward 
his attic he experienced almost as sharp 
a pang as if the absolute wreck which he 
found had overtaken his imaginary fort- 
une had befallen a genuine bank-account. 
That unreasonable youthful disappoint- 
ment which arises from a sense of fail- 
ure per se, with little reference to the 
real importance of the stake, stung him 
keenly; and he was one of those men 
who cannot but confound real and 
esthetic grievances. 
He returned to his attic and figured 
it out. He was absolutely and hope- 
lessly ruined. He had not only lost 
eve1T dollar of his imaginary fortune 
but he wasmon paper--some seven or 
eight hundred dollars in debt to his 
brokers for commissions. He was so 
overwhelmed by this catastrophe that he 
sat brooding over it in the darkness of 
the February twilight and gathering 
night, until it was far past the hour 
when he usually took his apology for a 
dinner. He was not without a sense of 
humor sufficiently vivid to make him 
laugh at himself, and mentally mock at 
the vexation which the result of his ail T 
speculations caused him; but this did 
not prevent his being vexed or take his 
thoughts from laborious calculations 
how a different result might have been 
reached. He went off to dinner at last 
with a sober and abstracted mien, or- 
dering a repast even more economical 
than usual, as befitted one .who had just 
lost his whole fortune in ill-starred spec- 
ulation. 
It was his custom to time his visit to 
the restaurant so as to dine before the 
crowd of customers came for their even- 
ing meal. To-night, however, he was 
behind them. The place was no fuller 
than he usually found it, but it bore 
signs of the recent crush. The cloth of 
the table was crumpled and soiled, the 
glass in which the inevitable ice-water 
was poured was yet warm from being 
washed, while the evening paper the 
waiter gave him was adorned with an 
irregular stain of coffee. In the midst 
of the brown blotch of this stain was a 

patch undiscolored; and by an odd co- 
incidence, in the midst of this spot of 
dingy white Barum West once more 
caught sight of his own name. The 
whilnsical fate which had started the 
fantastic train of thought in his mind 
ten days before now finished its work 
by a paragraph stating that the will by 
which $200,000 had been bequeathed to 
Barum West by lichard Granger, of 
Chicago, was now found to antedate a 
second testament by which the money 
was left to Harvard College. 
Barum West went home with the hght 
step of a boy. A great responsibility 
seemed suddenly lifted from his shoul- 
ders. The capricious fancy which had 
insisted that he should be depressed be- 
cause he had lost an imaginary fortune 
had apparently been willing to accept 
the fact that even in hypothesis the pos- 
session of the money had been a mis- 
take, and the unlucky speculator was 
formally acquitted at the bar of his inner 
consciousness. He ht his lamp and his 
pipe, seated himself in his chintz-cov- 
ered rocking-chair, with his heels on the 
top of the coal stove, and ruminated. 
He reflected upon the fact that it was 
only five days before he was to meet the 
manager, and nothing was done in the 
way of a play which he could for an 
instant regard as at all satisfactory. 
"Instead of writing an extravaganza," 
he thought, with mingled amusement 
and self-reproach, "I have been living 
one." 
The form of the thought struck him 
instantly. His feet came down to the 
floor with a crash, and in his excitement 
his pipe went smashing down beside 
them. 
"By Jove ! " he cried aloud, "I have 
it!" 
And the plot of the extravaganza, 
which everybody will remember as be- 
ing so successful the following winter, 
"A Speculator in fair," and which set 
Barum West on his feet financially, was 
only a properly modified version of the 
vagaries in which the author had in- 
dulged in the handling and the losing 
of his imaginary fortune. 
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IIOllE llANDOhl ME]IOllIES. 

Bv Robert Louis Stewenson. 

lqSTRUTHER is a 
place sacred to the 
Muse ; she inspired 
(really to a consid- 
erab!e extent) Ten- 
nants vernacular 
poem Anst'er Fair; 
and I have there 
waited on her my- 

my one genuine pre-occupation lay else- 
where, and my only industry was in the 
hours when I was not on duty. I 
lodged with a certain Bailie Brown, a 
carpenter by trade ; and there as soon as 
dinner was despatched, in a chamber 
scented with dry rose-leaves, drew in 
my chair to the table and proceeded to 
pour forth literature, at such a speed 

self dth much devotion. This was and with such intimations of early death 
when I came as a young man to glean and immortality, as I now look back 
engqmeering experience from the build- upon with wonder. Then it was that I 
ing of the breakwater. Vhat I glean- wrote Voces .Fidelium, a series of dram- 
ed, I am sure I do not know; but atic monologues in verse; then that I 
indeed I had already my own private indited the bulk of a covenanting novel 
determination to be an author; I loved --like so many others, never finished. 
the art of words and the appearances Late I sat into the night, toiling (as I 
of life; and travellers, and headers, and thought) under the very dart of death, 
rubble, and polished ashlar, and pierres toiling to leave a memory behind me. 
perdues, and even the thrilling ques- I feel moved to thrust aside the curtain 
tion of the string-course, interested me of the years, to hail that poor feverish 
only (if they interested me at all) as idiot, to bid him go to bed and clap 
properties for some possible romance Voces .Fidelium on the fire before he 
or as words to add to my vocabulary, goes; so clear does he appear before 
To grow a little catholic is the corn- me, sitting there between his candles 
pensation of years; youth is one-eyed; in the rose-scented room and the late 
and in those days, though I haunt- night;so ridiculous a picture (to my 
ed the breakwater by day, and even elderly wisdom)does the fool present! 
loved the place for the sake of the sun- But he was driven to his bed at last 
shine, the thrilling sea-side air, the wash without miraculous intelwention ; and 
of waves on the sea-face, the green glim- the manner of his driving sets the last 
mer of the divers' helmets far below, touch upon this eminentlyyouthful busi- 
and the musical chinking of the masons, ness. The weather was then so warm 



THE EDUCATION OF AN ENGINEER. 637 

that I must keep the windows open; the 
night without was populous with moths. 
As the late darkness deepened, my liter- 
ary tapers beaconed forth more bright- 
ly; thicker and thicker came the dusty 
night-fliers, to gyrate for one brilliant 
instant round the flame and fall in ago- 
nies upon my paper. Flesh and blood 
could not endure the spectacle ; to capt- 
ure immortality was doubtless a noble 
enterprise, but not to capture it at such 
a cost of suffering; and out would go 
the candles, and off would I go to bed 
in the darkness, raging to think that the 
blow might fall on the morrow, and 
there was Voces Fidelium still incom- 
plete. Well, the moths are all gone, 
and Votes Fidelium along with them; 
only the fool is still on hand and prac- 
tises new follies. 
Only one thing in connection with the 
harbor tempted me; and that was the 
diving, an experience I burned to taste 
of. But this was not to be, at least in 
Anstruther; and the subject involves a 
change of scene to the sub-arctic town 
of Wick. You can never have dwelt in 
a countrv more unsightly than that part 
of Caithness, the land faintly swelling, 
faintly falling, not a tree, not a hedgerow, 
the fields divided by single slate stones 
set upon their edge, the wind always 
singing in your ears and (down the long 
road that led nowhere) thrumming in 
the telegraph wires. Only as you ap- 
proached the coast, was there anything 
to stir the heart. The plateau broke 
down to the North Sea in formidable 
cliffs, the tall out-stacks rose like pillars 
ringed about with surf, the coves were 
over-brimmed with clamorous froth, the 
sea-birds screamed, the wind sang in 
the thyme on the cliff's edge ; here and 
there, small ancient castles toppled on 
the brim;here and there, it was pos- 
sible to dip into a dell of shelter, where 
you might lie and tell yourself you were 
a little warm, and hear (near at hand) 
the whin-pods bursting in the afteloon 
sun, and (further off) the rumor of the 
turbulent sea. As for Wick itself, it is 
one of the meanest of man's towns, and 
situate certainly on the baldest of God's 
bays. It lives for herring, and a strange 
sight it is to see (of an afternoon)the 
heights of Pulteney blackened by sea- 
ward-looking fishers, as when a city 

crowds to a review--or, as when bees 
have swarmed, the ground is horrible 
with lumps and clusters ;. and a strange 
sight, and a beautiful, to see the fleet 
put silently out against a rising moon, 
the sea-line rough as a wood with sails, 
and ever and again and one after another, 
a boat flitting swiftly by the silver disk. 
This mass of fishers, this great fleet of 
boats, is out of all proportion to the 
town itself ; and the oars are manned and 
the nets hauled by immigrants from the 
Long Island (as we call the outer Heb- 
rides), who come for that season only 
and depart again, if "the take" be poor, 
leaving debts behind them. In a bad 
year, the end of the herring fishery is 
therefore an exciting time;fights are 
common, riots often possible ; an apple 
knocked from a child's hand was once 
the signal for something like a war; 
and even when I was there, a gunboat 
lay in the bay to assist the authorities. 
To contrary interests, it should be ob- 
served, the curse of Babel is here added ; 
the Lews men are Gaelic speakers. 
Caithness has adopted English ; an odd 
circumstance, if you reflect that both 
must be largely Norsemen by descent. 
I remember seeing one of the strong- 
est instances of this division: a thing 
like a Punch-and-Judy box erected on 
the flat grave-stones of the churchyard ; 
from the hutch or prosceniumnI know 
not what to call itan eldritch looking 
preacher laying down the law in Gaelic 
about some one of the name of Powl, 
whom I at last divined to be the apostle 
to the gentiles; a large congregation of 
the Lews men very devoutly listening; 
and on the outskirts of the crowd, some 
of the town's children (to whom the 
whole affair was Greek and Hebrew) 
profanely playing tigg. The same de- 
scent, the same country, the same narrow 
sect of the same religion, and all these 
bonds made very largely nugatory by an 
accidental difference of dialect ! 
Into the bay of Wick stretched the 
dark length of the unfinished break- 
water, in its cage of open staging ; the 
travellers (like frames of churches) over- 
plumbing all ; and away at the extreme 
end, the divers toiling unseen on the 
foundation. On a platform of loose 
planks, the assistants turned their air- 
mills; a stone might be swinging be- 
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a little in front, the sea-wall, like an un- 
finished rampart. And presently, in our 
upward progress, Bob motioned me to 
leap upon a stone ; I looked to see if he 
were possibly in earnest, and he only 
signed to me the more imperiously. 
Now the block stood six feet high; it 
would have been quite a leap to me un- 
encumbered; with the breast and back 
weights, and the twenty pounds upon 
each foot, and the staggering load of the 
helmet, the thing was out of reason. I 
laughed aloud in my tomb; and to 
prove to Bob how far he was astray, 
I gave a little impulse from my toes. 
Up I soared like a bird, my companion 
soaring at my side. As high as to the 
stone, and then higher, I pursued my im- 
potent and empty flight. Even when 
the strong arm of Bob had checked my 
shoulders, my heels continued their as- 
cent; so that I blew out sideways like 
an autumn leaf, and must be hauled in, 
hand over hand, as sailors haul in the 
slack of a sail, and propped upon my 
feet again like an intoxicated sparrow. 
Yet a little higher on the foundation, 
and we began to be affected by the bot- 
tom of the swell, running there like a 
strong breeze of wind. Or so I must 
suppose ; for, safe in my cushion of air, 
I was conscious of no impact; only 
swayed idly like a weed, and was now 
borne helplessly abroad, and now swiftly 
--and yet with dream-like gentleness-- 
impelled against my guide. So does a 
child's balloon divagate upon the cur- 
rents of the air, and touch and slide o 
again from every obstacle. So must 
have ineffectually swung, so resented 
their inefficiency, those "light crowds" 
that followed the Star of Hades and ut- 
tered "exiguous voices" in the land be- 
yond Cocytus. 
There was something strangely exas- 
perating, as well as strangely wearying, 
in these uncommanded evolutions. It 
is bitter to return to infancy, to be sup- 
ported, and directed, and perpetually 
set upon your feet, by the hand of 
someone else. The air besides, as it is 
supplied to you by the busy millers on 
the platform, closes the eustachian tubes 
and keeps the neophyte pea]oetually swal- 
lowing, till his throat is grown so dry 
that he can swallow no longer. And 
for all these reasons--although I had a 

fine, dizzy, muddle-headed joy in my 
surroundings, and longed, and tried, 
and always failed, to lay hands on the 
fish that darted here and there about 
me, swift as humming-birds--yet I fancy 
I was rather relieved than otherwise 
when Bain brought me back to the lad- 
der and signed to me to mount. And 
there was one more experience before 
me even then. Of a sudden, my ascend- 
ing head passed into the trough of a 
swell. Out of the green, I shot at once 
into a glory of rosy, almost of sanguine 
light--the multitudinous seas incarna- 
dined, the heaven above a vault of crim- 
son. And then the glory faded into the 
hard, ugly daylight of a Caithness au- 
tumn, with a low sky, a gray sea, and a 
whistling wind. 
Bob Bain had five shillings for his 
trouble, and I had done what I desired. 
It was one of the best things I got from 
my education as an engineer : of which 
however, as a way of life, I wish to speak 
with sympathy. It takes a man into 
the open air; it keeps him hanging 
about harbor-sides, which is the rich- 
est form of idling; it carries him to 
wild islands ; it gives him a taste of the 
genial dangers of the sea; it supplies 
him with dexterities to exercise; it 
makes demands upon his ingenuity; 
it will go far to cure him of any taste 
(if ever he had one) for the miserable 
life of cities. And when it has done so, 
it carries him back and shuts him in an 
office! From the roaring skerry and 
the wet thwart of the tossing boat, he 
passes to the stool and desk ; and with 
a memory full of ships, and seas, and 
perilous headlands, and the shining 
pharos, he must apply his long-sighted 
eyes to the petty niceties of drawing, 
or measure his inaccurate mind with 
several pages of consecutive figures. 
He is a wise youth, to be sure, who 
can balance one part of genuine life 
against two parts of drudgery between 
four walls, and for the sake of the one, 
manfully accept the other. 
Vick was scarce an eligible place of 
stay. But how much better it was to 
hang in the cold wind upon the pier, 
to go down with Bob Bain among the 
roots of the staging, to be all day in a 
boat coiling a wet rope and shouting 
orders--not always very wise--than to 
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be warm and dry, and dull, and dead- 
alive, in the most comfortable office. 
And Wick itself had in those days a 
note of originality. It may have still, 
but I misdoubt it much. The old minis- 
ter of Keiss would not preach, in these 
degenerate times, for an hour and a half 
upon the clock. The gipsies must be 
gone from their cavern; where you 
might see, from the mouth, the women 
tending their fire, like Meg Merrilies, 
and the men sleeping off their coarse 
potations; and where in winter gales, 
the surf would beleaguer them closely, 
bursting in their very door. A traveller 
to-day upon the Thurso coach would 
scarce observe a little cloud of smoke 
among the moorlands, and be told, 
quite openly, it marked a private still. 
He would not indeed make that journey, 
for there is now no Thurso coach. And 
even if he could, one little thing that 
happened to me could never happen to 
him, or not with the same trenchancy of 
contrast. 
We had been upon the road all even- 
ing; the coach top was crowded with 
Lews fishers going home, scarce any- 
thing but Gaelic had sounded in my 
ears; and our way had lain through- 
out over a moorish country very northern 
to behold. Latish at night, though it 
was still broad day in our subarctic 
latitude, ve came down upon the shores 
of the roaring Pentland Firth, that 
grave of mariners; on one hand, the 
cliffs of Dunnet Head ran seaward ; in 
front was the little bare, white town of 
Castleton, its streets full of blowing 
sand; nothing beyond, but the North 
Islands, the great deep, and the peren- 
nial ice-fields of the Pole. And here, in 
the last imaginable place, there sprang 
up young outlandish voices and a chat- 
ter of some foreign speech ; and I saw, 
pursuing the coach with its load of 
Hebridean fishers--as they had pursued 
vetturini up the passes of the Apennines 
or perhaps along the grotto under Vir- 

gil's tomb--two little dark-eyed, white- 
toothed Italian vagabonds, of twelve to 
fourteen years of age, one with a hurdy- 
gurdy, the other with a cage of white 
mice. The coach passed on, and their 
small Italian chatter died in the distance ; 
and I was left to malwel how they had 
wandered into that country, and how 
they fared in it, and what they thought 
of it, and when (if ever) they should see 
again the silver wind-breaks run among 
the olives, and the stone pine stand 
guard upon Etruscan sepulchres. 
Upon any American, the strangeness 
of this incident is somewhat lost. For 
as far back as he goes in his own land, 
he will find some alien camping there ; 
the Cornish miner, the French or Mexi- 
can half-blood, the negro in the South, 
these are deep in the woods and far 
among the mountains. But in an old, 
cold and rugged country such as mine, 
the days of immigration are long at an 
end; and away up there, which was at 
that time far beyond the northernmost 
extreme of railways, hard upon the 
shore of that ill-omened strait of whirl- 
pools, in a land of moors where no 
stranger came, unless it should be a 
sportsman to shoot grouse or an anti- 
quary to decipher runes, the presence 
of these small pedestrians struck the 
mind as though a bird-of-paradise had 
risen from the heather or an albatross 
come fishing in the bay of Wick. They 
were as strange to their surroundings 
as my lordly evangelist or the old Span- 
ish grandee on the Fair Isle. Years 
after, I read in the papers that some de- 
faulting banker had been picked up by 
a yacht upon the coast of Wales ; the 
two vagabonds of Castleton (I know not 
why) rose instantly before my fancy; 
and that same night I had made the 
framework of a blood-and-thunder tale, 
which perhaps the reader may have 
dipped through under the name of The 
Pavilion on the Links. But how far 
more picturesque is the plain fact! 



NEAR THE FOOT OF MT. WHITEFACE. 
(From a drawing by Bruce Crane, engraved by Fillebrown.) 



SCRIBNER'S 

MAGAZINE. 

Vow,. IV. 

DECEMBER, 1888. 

No. 6. 

WINTER IN THE ADIRONDACKS. 

By Hamilton FVrigbt Mabie. 

HE easy self-confi- 
dence and unaffect- 
ed air of superiority 
which the woods- 
man always wears in 
his intercourse with 
persons less fortu- 
nate in early sur- 
roundings and 

training is not without substantial basis 
in fact ; knowledge of nature acquired at 
first hand, and mastery of the arts and re- 
sources of out-of-door life confer a dis- 
tinction which, although not academic, is 
much more readily recognized and much 
more immediately available. The educa- 
tion which familiarity with the woods 
confers is distinctly fundamental; and 
he who possesses it may justly challenge 
every comer to disclose a kindred train- 
ing or acknowledge his inferiority. The 
wise man who finds himself in this di- 
lemma will frankly confess his lack of 
early advantages, and promptly begin to 
supply his defective education by the 
use of such poxvers of observation and 
imitation as nature h,s given him. In 
this endeavor he will feel the spur of a 
certain sense of humiliation- no sensi- 
tive man ever walks through the voods 
without feeling that every tree ought to 
be familiar to him, and that every sound 
ought instantly to suggest to his mind 
the form and habit of life from which it 
issues. There is always in the con- 
sciousness of such a man an instinctive 
recognition that this knowledge from 
which he is debarred is not a depart- 

merit of science, which one educated to him, as to Burke, a finality. 
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along other lines can well afford to leave 
untouched on some principle of selec- 
tion, but that it is elemental and essen- 
tial ; that no man is really trained with- 
out it. It is a kind of knowledge which 
does not go to the making of special 
skills and dexterities, but to the making 
ofaman. To be without it is not to 
know hmv to use the eye and the hand, 
not to know how to form instantly a 
general impression from the reports 
of all the senses, and to focus every 
power of body and mind in a swift 
and unerring decision. To be without 
this knowledge is to be a stranger in 
one's ancestral home and to miss the 
unfailing joy of intimacy with one's 
mother. It is to lose one of the finest 
results of that long and painful process 
of education which we call heredity : for 
no person .of imagination ever fails to 
recognize n the spell which the woods 
throw over him the subtile potency of 
centuries of earlier and more intimate 
association between man and the forest. 
It is such a great piece of good fortune 
to have had a sound, healthy, vigorous, 
barbarian ancestry that one ought to 
revive and conserve those normal in- 
stincts which long identification with 
forest life developed. Out of the woods 
we came, and t.) the woods we must re- 
turn, at frequent intervals, if we would 
redeem ourselves from the vanities of 
civilization. Emerson says somewhere 
th,t the defect in Webster- was his ina- 
bility to go behind the Constitution: 
the social order as he found it was 
Every 



642 WINTER IN THE ADIRONDACKS. 

vigorous life needs a retreat and a play- 
ground outside the bounds of organized 
society, a place where no images of the 
god Terminus are ever set up. Fortu- 
nately, the advance of civilization has not 
yet destroyed these places of antique sim- 
plicity and manliness. Nature has still 
room enough to dispense her boundless 
hospitality; we may go to her, as Tho- 
reau says, for "a place beyond the ju- 
risdiction of human govermnents." "I 
love nature partly because she is not a 

man, but a retreat from him; none of 
his institutions control or pervade her." 
Those who feel the friction of the 
game laws will probably dissent from 
the statement that the Adirondacks 
supply one of these play-grounds for 
suppressed activity and undeveloped 
sentiment; society is never nore ob- 
noxious than when it steps in between 
a man's skill and its natural prey. But 
the spolsmen are a snall and fortunate 
class, to whom the railroads have opened 



IThe snow, lodged in every crevice, caught by every 
branch." 

up the most remote hunting-grounds, 
and whose exceptional felicity ought to 
be teml)ered by a little self-denial. It 
is also true that the fnnctions of nature 
as a healer of the wounds which the sen- 
sitive spirit suffers at the hands of so- 
ciety are seriously disarranged 1)y the 
throngs of people who traverse the re- 
gion during the summer months, carry- 
tng from hotel to hotel, and from lake 
to lake, arsenals of ornate and costly 

persons, whose murderous inten- 
tions to,yard fish, fowl, and quadru- 
ped are rarely put into effect. Every 
cup of wholesome pleasure contains at 
least a drop of sacrifice, and the lover of 
nature ought to find some consolation 
for the loss of solitude in the thought 
that the beneficence of that noble coun- 
try is bestowed with royal generosity. 
Tmt which gives the Adirondacks their 
peculiar charm is inviolable;tourists 
cannot stain a sky visible always from 
horizon to horizon; nor despoil those 
countless lakes in which another sky 
floats responsive to e+ery wind and wave ; 
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nor blur the vision of the great hills, in 
which the silence and solitude of the 
woods seem to be sublimely visible. 
This noble count1 T, vhose value as a 
means of sane and wholesome living we 
have hardly begun as yet to understand, 
is in imminent danger; not from the 
throngs who visit it, but from rapacious 
land speculators, from selfish lumber- 
men, and from the aggressions of the 
railroads. If the woods can be secured 
and kept for public uses ; if the destruc- 
tive axe of the lumberman is restrained, 
and the extension of the railroads re- 
sisted, the Adirondacks may be safely 
committed to the custody of the people, 
whom they will educate to the proper 
care of so noble a possession. 
There is one season, however, when 
the most jealous lover of nature will find 
himself in undisturbed possession of the 
landscape and all its resources. In sum- 
mer the crack of the rifle may break the 
stillness of the most remote woods, or 
the plash of the oar disturb the tranquil- 
lity of the most secluded lake ; at every 
carry one may meet adventurers press- 
ing on to the heart of the wildeness, or 
returning from their novel voyaging; 
but in winter the crowds have vanished, 
and no trace of their coming and going 
remains save the deserted hotels, given 
over to utter silence, or to those delib- 
erate and long-continued repairs which 
are sometimes made in the Adirondacks. 
Nowhere is there a broader or more ef- 
fective contrast between winter and 
summer than in the North Woods ; no- 
where are the divergent sentiments and 
aspects of the two seasons more sharply 
accented. Not only is the population 
vastly reduced in winter, but its charac- 
ter is entirely changed ; not only are the 
activities of life immensely restricted in 
volume and variety, but they suffer a 
notable change of direction ; not only is 
one aspect of nature substituted for an- 
other, but the whole appearance of things 
is completely transformed. So radical 
is the change that takes place that one 
cannot lay claim to real knowledge of 
the woods until he has seen them when 
the hand of winter, like a more spiritual 
artist, has struck into sudden promi- 
nence the structure of the landscape 
by disrobing it, and, discarding all the 
tricks of color, has substituted for end- 

less variety of hue and tint the stainless 
purity of the most delicate monochrome, 
and the exquisite beauty of pure form. 
If the figure were permissible, one might 
say that in summer one sees the woods 
under the spell of the romantic mood ; 
while in winter one looks upon them 
with the clear vision of the classical 
spirit; in summer affluence of color, 
splendor and variety of Verdure com- 
pose the charm of eve T landscape; in 
winter flawless perfection of form, deli- 
cate precision of outline, exquisite tra- 
cery of bough and twig, imposing dis- 
closure of mass create a different and 
more complex impression. In summer 
the senses are fed by a series of charm- 
ing aspects ; in winter the mind receives 
more directly an image of the harmony 
and completeness of a world whose bare 
structure stands out in naked majesty. 
The summer life of the Adirondacks 
is diffused over a vast tract of country, 
heavily wooded for the most part, and 
thickly strewn with lakes and ponds. In 
winter this volume of life contracts, the 
wilderness is practically deserted, and 
only a few outposts are held as bases of 
supplies and activity. Chief among 
these winter retreats, and, indeed, the 
only community in the heart of the 
woods, is the village of Saranac., The 
Saranac region is the most beautiful 
and healthful section of the wilderness. 
Commanding at numerous points the 
noblest views of the mountain groups 
dominated by Marcy and Whiteface, in- 
cluding, within a comparatively small 
territory, lakes of such diverse beauty as 
St. Regis, Ioon, Placid, the Upper and 
Iower Saranac, it offers the sportsman 
and nature-lover an inexhaustible vari- 
ety of resources and attractions. Its 
elevation, its sandy soil, its vast envi- 
ronment of forest, full of spruce and 
pine, and the dr.'ness of its atmosphere 
make this region a natural sanatorium, 
to which the victims of lung and throat 
diseases are drawn in increasing num- 
bers. The village of Saranac is the only 
resort which the wilderness offers to in- 
valids and semi-invalids in winter, al- 
though one or two of the larger hotels 
keep cottages open for guests during 
the same season. 
Before the extension of the Chateau- 
gay Railroad, a year ago, the long stage- 



At the Entrance of a Carry. 
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troubles of this kind. Four or five 
hours a day in the open air, in all kinds 
of weather, serve the double purpose of 
securing an abundance of pure air and 
stimulating a vigorous appetite. The 
temperature is often very low, but the 
dryness of the atlnosphere takes the 
sting out of the cold. Those who have 
not had the opportunity of comparing 
a moist with a dry atmosphere in winter 
can hardly understand how little physi- 
cal comfort depends on the mercury, 
and how much it depends on the pres- 
ence or absence of humidity. One may 
feel far more discomfort on the coast, 
with the mercury at twenty degrees 
above zero, than in the Adirondacks 
with the mercury at ten or even twenty 
degrees below zero. On a clear day 
without wind, a lov temperature has no 
terrors in a dry air; it necessitates a 
certain amount of vigilance in the sur- 
veillance of ears and nose, but it means 
pure exhilaration. Fatigue is an un- 
known sensation on such days; one 
walks miles without any sense of weari- 
ness, and without any consciousness of 
unusual cold. In the crystalline air the 
mountains stand out in startling dis- 
tinctness; every tree is individualized; 
the dark masses of spruce or pine ac- 
centuate the whiteness of the snowy and 
the blue of the sky; and one walks on 
and on with a sense of buoyancy and 
vitality which are a physical inspiration. 
On such a day no task seems too great 
to be accomplished, so powerfully does 
nature reinforce one with the tonic of 
dry mountain air. Returning from a 
three hours' ramble through the woods 
one can hardly accept the statement of 
the thermometer, which reports twenty- 
three degrees belov zero. 
The tonic quality of the air during 
the periods of lov temperature is by no 
means the only delightful effect. The 
landscape assumes a distinctness vhich 
is a revelation to one unfamiliar with it; 
there is a splendor of light, a delicacy 
and softness of color in the morning 
and evening skies, which are unknown 
to balmier days. The little village, seen 
by moonlight, becomes ahnost poetic in 
its suggestion of domesticity under a 
marvellously brilliant sky, and encircled 
by hills whose covering of snow fairly 
shines in the radiancy of a night so still 

that nature seems to be waiting, in her 
most brilliant mood, for the coming of 
some favored guest. One lingers in the 
prosaic streets, and walks again and 
again from bridge to bridge, under the 
spell of a new enchantment; the soft- 
ness and mystery of the moonlight of 
summer nights has yielded to the spell 
of an almost overpovering brilliancy. 
Within doors generous open fires keep 
the cold at bay, although the thick in- 
crustation on the window-panes shows 
how sharp the struggle is, and by how 
fragile a line the summer within is sep- 
arated from the winter without. Dur- 
ing the night the mercury falls rapidly, 
and one is awakened at intervals by 
sharp explosions. If he happens to be 
a reader of Thoreau he recalls certain 
records in which the Concord naturalist 
reports similar experiences. On the 
llth day of January, 1859, the mercury 
having fallen to twenty-two degrees be- 
low zero, he writes: "Going to Boston 
to-day I find that the cracking of the 
ground last night is the subject of con- 
versation in the cars, and that it was 
quite general. I see many cracks in 
Concord and Cambridge. t would ap- 
pear, then, that the ground cracks on 
the advent of very severe cold weather. 
I had not heard it before this winter." 
Domestic architecture suffers not a little 
from the same cause, and in the spring 
naris that have been drawn by the in- 
visible fingers of the frost must be 
driven into place. 
lature is not to be trifled with in 
very low temperatures; ceaseless vigil- 
ance is the price of comfort and safety. 
To insure both in the open air, coats of 
buffalo or coon skin are worn, with felt 
boots, and fur caps of many kinds and 
shapes to complete the outfit. Add to 
these a pair of fur gloves, and one is 
armed cap-a-pie against all the assaults 
of the enemy. Indeed, the appearance 
of a sleighing party in the Adirondacks 
would fill the uninitiated with nameless 
terror ; so lost is all human resemblance 
in a mass of skins, furs, and uncouth 
apparel of ingenious design. 
Those who have had large experience 
of the delights and discomforts of sleigh- 
ing know that the pleasure which it may 
yield depends on a nice adjustment of 
road, scenery, weather, temperature, and 
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panionship, in which the imagination secures the 
It is, at most nost complete satisfaction. A pleas- 
times and under ure which finds its way to the mind 
most circum- through a quickening f the senses is 
stances a purely speculative venture; generally of that high order which 
but like all speculative ventures it some- leaves no sting in the memory. Cer- 
times yields very large returns. In the t,inly no physical delight cat harvest 
Adirondacks, on a brilli,nt day, it comes so many lasting impressions of color 
as near perfect enjoyment of sense and and form and beautiful grouping as 
soul as anything which the narrow re- sleighing through the winter woods. It 
sources of our pl,net afford. For pure is not an incidental pastime with the 
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Saranac colon), ; it is a serious business, 
seriously undertaken. The outfit is as 
complete as the exigencies of the coun- 
try and the climate demand, and the 
best hours of each day are given up to 
this flying pursuit of health along the 
woodland roads or on the surface of the 
frozen lakes. One leaves no cares be- 
hind to steal after and ride with him; 
one forebodes no unwelcome engage- 
ments when the horses are turned home- 
ward. To clear one's mind of care is a 
Saranac injunction as often and as vig- 
orously repeated by the lips of author- 
ity as Dr. Johnson's famous addce about 
cant. One starts with a free and open 
mind ; "black care" is shaken off with 
the civilization which has done so much 
to increase its weight and deepen its 
hue. 
It is a clear, brilliant morning, with a 
temperature a little below the zero-point. 
The snow lies fresh and stainless over 
the fields and woods as one turns into the 
road to Lake Placid, leaves the little 
village behind him, and is soon speeding 
through a solitary world. The hea-, 
sandy road of bitter memory on hot 
summer days is now barely definable 
across the level reaches of snow. Two 
narrow tracks afford the only evidence 
that other adventurers have penetrated 
these remote and silent woods. The 
sense of isolation is fed by every 
turn of the road and by every vista 
through the forest; one feels alone with 
n.ture. Cities and the arts of men 
seem not only remote, but unreal The 
road winds aong the base of a low hill, 
whose crown of spruce and pine is 
dark and green amid the universal mon- 
otone of white; it climbs the upland, 
bare but beautififl now that its unsight- 
ly logs and stumps have been tras- 
formed by the magic of frost; it runs 
through an occasional clearing, where 
the drifts lie so deep that a catastrophe 
is only avoided by extreme care and 
skill. On either side there is a succes- 
sion of winter landscapes, a series of 
winter incidents, which make one obliv- 
ious of time and distance. It is a silent, 
deserted world, and yet how much goes 
on within it ! The snow, lodged in ever)- 
crevice, caught by every branch, inter- 
rupted by ever)- leaf, has wrought upon 
the landscape with flat unconscious art 

which holds the most magical spell of 
beauty. In all that wilderness there is 
nothig common or unclean. The un- 
sightly dbris of dead trees has now a 
plastic purity of form and color, and 
ever)" boulder shows some sculptur- 
esque effect. Through the woods the 
road ahnost ceases to be definable; in 
advance or behind, the trees close up in 
apparently unbroken ranks, and one 
wonders whence he came or how he is 
to find his way out. The long aisles 
through which one passes noiselessly 
seem to lead into the very heart of a 
sanctuary--so silent, so solitary, so pro- 
foundly impressive to sense and thought 
are the snow-covered woods. The great 
trees, in their vigorous life, are not 
more beautiful than the dead, which have 
fallen against them and caught the snow 
in outspread branches. The trunks that 
lie prone among their more fortunate 
fellows have lost all trace of scars and 
decay; and the under-brush fills in the 
pictm-e with a free and careless grace 
of outline and grouping which hints at 
nature's prodigality of beauty r-hen she 
turns artist. Abovg all shines the deli- 
cate blue of the wintry sky. 
hIeanwhile the mountains have come 
into clear view, and lure one on to their 
fastnesses. To the east rises the noble 
mass of Whiteface, to the south the 
peak of Marcy overtops all its aspiring 
compamons. The White Iountains 
show no more impressive grouping of 
hills. The sleigh suddenly leaves the 
road, descends a steep hill, and glides 
out onto the smooth surface of Mirror 
Lake. The ice-cutters are at work, and 
the blue tint of the great pieces piled 
about them suggest that last season's 
reflections of sky have been frost-bound 
and frozen in wth the waters which re- 
ceived them. The lake is an open plain, 
through which one may take his own 
course; the snow is so light and dry 
that the horses pass through it without 
difficulty, and a light wind obliterates 
all trace of travel. The circuit of the 
lake is soon made, and in the meantime 
the sky is dimmed by a gathering haze 
which portends snow. A short drive 
through the woods, by a rough and un- 
certain road, brings one to Lake Placid, 
never so beautiful as now when it lies 
snow-bound among the mountains. To- 
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dav it is a virgin solitude, and following 
swiftly the lines of its wooded shores, 
one feels that here the genius of winter 
is incarnated. The sky has become 
gray, the lake is a stainless plain, the 
clustering hills show their green masses 
touched with snow, while Whiteface 
rises from the shore, as noble a pile, 
seen from the surface of the lake, as 
stars ever rested upon in their long 
jomeying. It is the hour of enthrone- 
merit, and a few fortunate persons are 
present at the very moment when winter 
takes its seat and puts on its crown. A 
great wreath of snow gathers about the 
summit of the mountain and slowly de- 
scends, expanding as it sinks; the sky 
becomes more and more indistinct ; snow- 
flakes begin to fall, slowly at first, but 
with increasing rapidity, until the land- 
scape is folded out of sight and the 
whole world is given up to the silent 
mystery of the stolzn. 
The Lower Saranac offers a driving- 
track of a unique kind on a clear, cold 
day, when its surface is an unbroken 
stretch of snow, and one passes swiftly 
from island to island over the frozen 
waters, through which his fragile boat 
may have carried him under the en- 
chantment of summer skies. I was so 
fortunate as to make the circuit of this 
charming lake during a driving storm, 
wb_en all traces of travel were instantly 
obliterated, all landmarks concealed, and 
nothing remained but the whirling snow. 
The silent fur)" of the storm, the remote- 
ness and solitude of the scene recalled 
those studies of winter life and scenery 
with which the genius of Schreyer has 
made the world familiar. Another novel 
experience awaited me when for the first 
time I left the road and followed the 
winding course of the Saranac River. 
The lumber sledges had made a smooth, 
narrow track on the ice, but not suffi- 
ciently marked to make it distinguish- 
able at a distance from the level white- 
hess of the surface. The river is narrow 
and full of curves, trees line the shores in 
many places, and to the east there is a 
noble background of mountains. One 
charming bit of scenery gives place to an- 
other in a long succession of winter pict- 
ures, touched with a refinement of form 
and a delicacy of color denied the riper 
and more affluent beauty of summer. As 

one returns the sun is sinking and the 
mountains are passing through that 
magical transfoznation of light by 
which their massive outlines are softened 
and spiritualized. Instead of flat sur- 
faces of dead white, each tree is indi- 
vidualized and stands out in marvellous 
distinctness, with every branch and leaf 
outlined in exquisite frost-work. While 
the light of the western sky falls on 
those rich masses of frost-tracery a vis- 
ion of evanescent loveliness passes be- 
fore one, the flush of the rose slowly 
fading into the light of the first star. 
But there are pleasures afoot in the 
wintry woods, and one of the nost ex- 
hilarating is associated with the snow- 
shoe. This ingenious device of the 
higher latitudes adjusts man to a win- 
ter environment which would otherwise 
narrowly circumscribe his activity. 
When the snow lies deep along the 
woodland roads or in the depths of the 
forest, the pedestrian is practically im- 
prisoned ; walking through snow-drifts 
is a form of exercise from which even 
the most vigorous shrink. But the 
snow-shoe, by diffusing one's weight over 
a larger surface, makes the heaviest 
snow tributary to a new kind of pleas- 
ure. There is no at which is learned 
with so much personal humiliation as 
the art of putting the snow-shoe to its 
normal use; the novice invariably dis- 
covers a marvellous inventiveness in 
trueing it to other and more calamitous 
uses. Once mastered, the snow-shoe 
puts the whole country into one's pos- 
session; road and field, hill and wood 
offer no obstacles which cannot be over- 
come. There is, indeed, no other way 
in which one may really see all there is 
to be seen, and do al there is to be 
done. The charm of the winter woods 
can only be felt when one seeks the very 
heart of their solitude, and the key of 
these remote recesses is the snow-shoe. 
The stimulatiug air, the consciousness 
of freedom to scale all heights and to 
storm the very citadel in which winter 
has intrenched itself give the man on 
snow-shoes a feeling of superiority over 
his fellows which only the noblest nat- 
ures can bear with equanimity. One 
comes back from such an exploration of 
the woods enriched beyond his deserts ; 
he recalls the exquisitely etched branches 
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of the tree that stands solitary on some 
snowy upland ; he recalls the silence of 
the mountain gorge, the music of whose 
summer brook still lingers softly ca- 
denced in the ear of memory ; he recalls 
a whole world of impressions so per- 
sonal, so intimately related to his own 
imagination, that f he ventured to set 

them down he would be accused of roo 
mancing. Add to these out-of-door oc- 
cupations the excitement of the toboggan 
slide, when nature acts as architect and 
constructor ; coasting, skating, and walk- 
ing, and it is evident that time need 
hang heavy on no man's hands in the 
Adirondacks during the winter. 
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The game laws conspire with the cli- 
mate to limit the activity of the sports- 
man from December to May. During 
this period the cunning trout and the 
retiring deer are constructively secure 
from the hand of the spoiler. It is 
generally believed, however, that both 
venison and trout are sometimes served 
on Adirondack tables, and numbers of 
innocent persons are made accessories 
after the fact to flagrant violations of 
the law. When trout are caught during 
these months they suffer a change of 
name and are known as "chubs." Un- 
der various names venison also appears 
during the same period. The legitimate 
sport of the season, however, is the hunt- 
ing of the fox and rabbit; an occupa- 
tion full of zest and excitement for those 
whose love of the chase makes them in- 
different to long tramps and extreme 
cold. To the uninitiated the lion's share 
of the excitement of fox and rabbit hunt- 
ing seems appropriated by the dogs, who 
discover the scent, follow the game, and 
are engrossed in the absorbing interest 
of purmfit, while the hunter warms his 
hands, keeps up his spirits, and waits as 
patiently as he can for the chance of a 
shot. It not unfrequently happens that 
the fox takes a course of his own and 
disappears early in the day with the 
dogs on his track, leaving the hunter to 
cultivate that philosophy which So- 
crates is reputed to have domesticated 
among men. On the other hand, there 
are clear, bracing days when the game 
comes within range with the most con- 
siderate promptness, and the brush is 
the symbol of an experience whose zest 
none but the lover of sport can ade- 
quately appreciate. 
There is a large class of men in the 
Adirondacks to whom the winter months 
bring the real work of the year, a work 
of much hardship even under the most 
favorable circumstances. As one drives 
along the roads in some sections of the 
woods he comes not unfrequently upon 
the deserted log-houses that have se-ed 
as lumber camps. In winter these rude 
but warmly built huts are centres of the 
greatest activity. A camp generally 
numbers from twenty to thiy men, 
mostly French-Canadi/ms, with some ad- 
mixture of the native woodsmen. The 
season of work begins earl)-in the au- 

tumn, when the trees are felled and cut 
into logs of uniform length. In this 
part of his work the. Adirondack woods- 
man has exchanged the picturesque axe 
for the more manageable saw. The logs 
are then "skidded" by horses or oxen 
into skidways, which hold from one to 
two hundred. In the meantime, wood 
roads are made, and preparations are 
completed for the coming of snow. In 
December winter sets in, the 'oads are 
broken, and the logs are drawn to the 
nearest river, where they are piled in 
great roll-ways either on the ice or on a 
high bank, there to remain until the 
spring floods launch them and carry 
them to the various mills. The timber 
is often cut on the mountain sides, and 
the logs are shot down substantial slides 
built for that purpose. The descending 
logs in long slides attain such velocity 
that they sometimes shoot hundreds of 
feet through the air with the impetus of 
a cannon-ball. The life of the wood-cut- 
ters, although a hard one, is not without 
its enlivening features ; indeed a vein of 
gayet: runs through it. The French 
Canadians retain something of the cheer- 
fulness of the Latin temperament, and 
in point of general good feeling and 
light-heartedness the lumber camp dif- 
fers very sharply from the mining camp. 
Every hut contains at least one self- 
instrcted fiddler, and when the pipes 
are lighted for the after-supper smoke 
Kanuck songs shorten the long winter 
evenings. Hard work in the intense 
cold naturally promotes early retiring, 
and the twenty or thirty men are in 
their bunks at an hour when the evening 
has hardly begun for social purposes in 
more luxurious circles. One does not 
care to dwell even in thought on the 
quality of the air in those huts, hermet- 
ically shut against cold, and shared by 
such a company of sleepers. The wages 
earned by the wood-cutters vary from 
eighteen to twenty-five dollars a month, 
and in spite of their narrow quarters and 
coarse fare the health of the men is said 
to be uniformly good. The impression 
prevails that all cutting of timber is in- 
jurious to the forest; as a matter of 
fact, much of it is highly beneficial. 
There are lumbermen whose rapacity 
spares nothing and leaves behind it 
barrenness and devastation; there are 
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others whose intelligent management of 
their business conserves the voods by 
removing superfluous and dying trees. 
Some of these far-seeing men have stud- 
ied the systems of forestry abroad, and 
are adapting them to the very different 
conditions of timber-cutting in our own 
forests. The spruce in the Adirondacks 
is dying rapidly, and its removal is a 
matter of the highest importance to the 
preservation of the woods. Proper leg- 
islative restrictions, with intelligence 
and vigilance on the part of the lumber- 
men, would make the business of wood- 
cutting conservative of the public inter- 
ests in this noble park. 
Thoreau says that a broad margin of 

leisure is as beautiful in a man's life as 
in a book. It is perhaps the most pene- 
trating charm of winter life in the Adi- 
rondacks that it conveys a sense of the 
amplitude of nature and of man's life en- 
folded in it. One feels himself continu- 
ally in the presence of a power so deep 
anal great that all its processes are 
hushed into silence, and something of 
its own beautiful security enters into 
the soul. The stillness of the woods on 
a winter day, the vastness of the sky, 
the spaciousness of a snow-bound world 
allay the fever of life, calm the pulses of 
its unrest, and assure one that he too is 
part of this eternal order which nature 
keeps inviolate. 

THE MADONNA. 

B.y Ellen Burroughs. 

THE years may enter not her shrine; 
Forever fair and young she stands, 
And with her gracious, girlish hands 
Folds tenderly the child divine. 

Her lips are warm with mother-love 
And blessedness, and from her eyes 
Looks the mute, questioning surprise 
Of one who hears a voice above 

Life's voices,--from the throng apart, 
Listens to God's low-whispered word 
(Strange message by no other heard) 
And keeps his secret in her heart. 

Sweet maiden-mother, years have fled 
Since the great painter dropped his brush, 
Left earth's loud praise for heaven's kind hush, 
While men bewailed him, early dead, 
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gen.tlema.n who helped me in my civil- 
engineering. 
Myndert Gerrit came from Schenec- 
tady to found the place. He was a rich 
man by inheritance, and he had more- 

" That was the f, rst time Squire Five-Fathom spoke to 
me, J 

over inherited pride, ambition, and a 
high temper--a mental and spiritual 
outfit which put him sadly out of place 
in a conservative old midland town. I 
do not know just what was his quarrel 
with Schenectady ; but I know he bought 
his square mile of "military lots" on 
the shore of Lake Ontario with the 
avowed intention of bldlding up a town 
that should be to Schenectady as a 
mountain to a hill--and that should in- 
cidentally outrival Rochester and Oswe- 
go. He said, and indeed it seemed, 
that the finger of heaven had pointed 
out the place. 
As he stood on the hill to the south- 
west of his new purchase, Myndert 
Gerrit saw before him three wooded 
promontories stretching out into the 
lake--Near Point to the east, 'ar Point 
to the west, and Middle Point, shorter 
by half than its neighbors, nestling be- 
tween them, and dividing a large bay 
into two snug harbors. Middle Point 
must have been, centuries ago, as long 

as the others, but it had been fighting a 
slowly losing battle with the mighty cur- 
rent from the west that swept inward 
from Far and out again past the end 
of Near Point. This current made 
entrance to the western harbor difficult 
meven dangerous--but the eastern it 
was an easier matter to reach, and, once 
in, the largest ship on the lake could 
lie in safe water while the northwester 
went by Far and Near and the current 
hammered away at Middle, making a 
poor foot a year out of the firm, root- 
bound soil. And at the head of this 
little haven the land lay in a low plateau, 
forming a natural levee. 
Here came Myndert Gerrit, in 1822, 
with his only son (he was a widower) 
and his whole household, including ten 
free negroes, formerly his slaves. The 
son vas then a man of thirty, unmarried 
and devoted in all things to his father. 
They were constant companions, and 
as far as I could learn, they cared little 
for other society. Gerrit reserved the 
high eastern promontory for his own 
mansion. He laid the foundation that 
year, while he and his people lived in 
log-cabins. During the summer he sur- 
veyed the level land, and staked it out 
for streets. In the fall he went to New 
York, and he returned the next spring, 
leading a caravan of some twenty fam- 
ilies, and bringing with him the machin- 
ery for a saw-mill and a grist-mill. It 
was a long and tiresome journey : a great 
labor of transportation; but, by water 
and by wagon, they made it in about a 
month. 
Laborers came from neighboring vil- 
lages (or rather settlements) and ground 
was broken without delay. They cut a 
good road running two miles to the 
eastward, where it opened up a branch 
of Gravelly River, which gave them flat- 
boat navigation to the line of the Grand 
Canal, as they called the Erie, at that 
time within a year or two of completion. 
The mansion on Near Point was finish- 
ed in-September, and the two Gerrits 
went to live in it. Standing at his west 
window late one afternoon, he looked out 
and saw a sight that tilled him with 
pride. Middle Point was shorn of every 
tree, and bristled only with surveyor's 
stakes. Only the great gaps in the 
earth showed where the twisted roots 



SQUIRE FIUE-FA THOM. 659 

" Myndert Gerrit saw before him three wooded promontories stretching out into the lake." 

had been, and these were growing into 
larger holes, that marked the sites of 
houses to be. Up in the streets back of 
the levee a few light structures had 
already arisen. Two or three tempo- 
rary docks stretched out into the quiet 
blue waters of the harbor. Myndert 
Gerrit looked longest at Middle 1)oint, 
now a low table of land with water on 
both sides. A street--or what was to 
be a street--ran down its middle, from 
the water to where, at the mainland, it 
joined the great road that stretched 
away through the woods to the river--to 
the great world--to trade and life and 
fortune. 
"Now," he said to his son, "my part 
is done. I have made all ready for them. 
Now we may begin to look for returns." 
Ay, lIyndert Gerrit, your part is 
done, and it was done when you uproot- 
ed the first tree and dug the first well 
on Middle 1)oint. Look from yore-win- 
dow to-day in the red fall sunset, and 
see if you can, in your fancy, the town 
of your love and hope. See the glister 
of the evening sun on the low roofs of 
houses, on steeple and spire rising se- 
renely above them! See it redden the 
chimneys of homes and set its dazzling 
blaze in the window-panes. Hear, if 
you can, in your thought, the sound of 
people moving about the streets, of chil- 
dren's voices at play, of clanking anvils, 
of horses' feet on he roadways, of 
creaking cordage and flapping canvas 
where your laden ships lie at their docks 
with their white sails emblazoned by the 
warm light of the west ! See it--hear it 
--be glad of it in the pride of your 
heart : rejoice in the town in which you 
have sunk all your wealth and the heri- 
tage of your son ! For when you wake 
to-morrow you will awake from a dream, 
your returns shall be water and the 

wind of the north; your house shall be 
taken from you, and in a little while 
you shall have no part or lot in this 
home of your o-n choosing--save in 
six feet of earth above your face. 
That night lIyndert Gerrit heard the 
northwester come roaring down from 
the Canada forests ; but he paid no heed 
to it. I-Ie had heard it many a night 
before. It might knock at his headland 
gates till it wearied, for all he cared. 
But the next morning at five o'clock, 
his son, looking pale and frightened, 
came to his bedside, and told him he 
must go at once to the town--so they 
called it already. He dressed himself 
and hastened to )iiddle 1)oint, and there 
he found all the towns-people gathered. 
They stood in little knots, or wandered 
about trying to make out the full ex- 
tent of the damage. Their faces were 
pale, and showed ghastly in the gray 
and doubtful light. A chill of alaska 
and apprehension had seized them. They 
looked suspiciously and almost resent- 
fully at the old man and his son. What 
had these two men brought them to ? 
Mynde Gerrit saw his great mistake 
with his eyes, but his heart at first re- 
fused to accept the truth. I-Ie was like 
a man who sees death for the first time, 
knows it is death, and yet cannot make 
it real to his own mind that the blood 
will no more flow in the cold veins, that 
the heart shall not beat again; that 
breath and life have gone out together. 
At first he went about bravely, showing 
the people how a jetty here, and a dyke 
there, and a sea-wall in a third place 
would put all to rights; but even before 
his hearers had seen that the remedy 
was far beyond any means that they 
possessed, he himself knew that the 
danger to come was not to be met by 
any scheme of his devising. The greater 
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have seen him going from shop to shop, 
and even wandering in search of street 
stands, tha.t he might buy the one ap- 
ple that seemed to him best worth a 
"penn.v." 
Thus I worshipped, for a long time, 
in silence and at a distance. Then came 
a dull, cloudy, summer 8aturdav after- 
noon, when my p,rents went to (atullus 
Corners, a town some miles down our lit- 
tle branch r,ilroa.l, for the funeral of some 
aunt or cousin, and I was left alone, in 
charge of an Irish handmaiden, who 
presently swore me to secrecy, and her- 
self went off to a christening. She told 
me, as she departed, that if I stirred "off 
the block "---my usual limits of solitary 
excursion, set by paternal decreethe 
banshee of the family would catch me. 
But, ah ! I was beyond the day of faith in 
Voz.. IV.69 

the banshee, and the Celtic wraith had 
lo terrors for me. I hung awhile on the 
gate, waiting for some wandering boy, 
that I might lure him in to play with ne ; 
but no boy cmue. As I look back now, 
it seems to me that boys must have been 
very scarce at Gerl'it's Gate. Perhaps 
they were all fishing on that day, for it 
was cloudy and still. AllI know is, they 
came not. I looked up and down the 
road. I walked to the east corner and 
bck, and then to the west corner, and 
then temptation seized me. It was only 
a couple of hundred yards dovn the 
dusty high-road to the head of the lane 
that led down to the inlet. There, in 
the mysterious, enchanting thickets by 
the water's edge lkv the dwelling of the 
one human being of my acquaintance 
who looked as though he had come out 



662 SQUIRE FIUE-FA THOM. 

of one of those books which were far 
more real to me then than real life. 
Far off, the clock in ore- kitchen struck 
three. Three long hours before my fa- 
ther and mother should return! Three 
long hours of a lonely summer aftenoon 

"Three minutes later I was running down that bough- 
roofed avenue," 

--and only a feeble and inadequate con- 
science of eight years' growth to stiffen 
my moral backbone and nerve me to 
heroism and renunciation! One stray, 
momentary glimmer of sunlight flashed 
through the clouds, and lit up the leaf)- 
entrance to the lane. 
Three minutes later I was framing 
down that bough-roofed avenue, my pace 
gradually slowing, for the gleam of sun- 
light was gone, and it was dismally dim 
under the trees. But the delicious thrill 
of illicit adventure was in all my small 
body, and by and by I was out of the 
dim shade and on the broad open path 
that the pot-htmters had trodden 
around the inlet. Then I saw below me 
its shallow reaches of water, paved 4th 
round stones, and bordered with bushes. 
Then, Mmost before I knew where I was, 
the log-cabin lay almost under my feet, 
between the path and the edge of the 
inlet. 
There were bushes all about it, except 
for a little space in front. A motmtain- 

ash, at one end, towered above it, and 
tossed high in the air its bunches of 
reddening berries. In any memory of 
that guilty hour, the smell of the moun- 
tain-ash is stronger than the picture of 
the dark cabin, the dull sky, and, to the 
northward, the gray, uneasy lake, rest- 
less even in that heavy, storm-breeding 
cahn. 
I stole cautiously down into the little 
clearing, and viewed my field of explo- 
ration. Smoke rose from the chimney ; 
a smell of broth on the fire overcame 
the rank, raw smell of the ash-berries. 
I was too deeply steeped in crime to at- 
tempt to resist an irrational impulse 
which came over me, and I walked up to 
the door and knocked loudly. Then I 
stood there with my heart beting hard, 
like a repeated echo of mv knock. Would 
he come to the door ? Vhat would he 
say? What should I say? Would he 
speak pleasantly to me ? Would he talk 
to me of his strange history ? Should we 
stray into delightful confidences ? Could 
I trust him with certain speculations 
which I had long nursed concerning the 
treasures of Captain Kidd ? What was 
before me--the magi c vista of romance, 
or the bitter ignominy of a snub ? 
The door opened, and the tall figure 
of Squire Five-Fathom leaned over me. 
Between his legs I saw the fire on the 
cabin hearth. All else was a smoky 
darkness. He looked down at me, and 
his great dark eyes stared, startled, ques- 
tioning, out of their deep sockets. 5Iy 
hand was in all hmnan probability the 
first that had knocked at his door in 
quarter of a century. Even the tax-col- 
lector left him alone. 
"Vhat do you want, little bog ?" he 
asked, in a vice that seemed to come 
from the ground tmderneath him. 
Inwardly I was something dashed ; but 
the spirit of my impulse was not to be 
overconle. 
"I have coane to call," I said, and I 
said it firmly. 
His eyes, still troubled with. the won- 
der of lonely old age at an 5 - unusual 
thing, looked me all over. Slowly he 
seemed to comprehend that I was but a 
natural, mortal bov. His voice had lost 
its startled tone o depth and had come 
back to the quaver of old age when 
he spoke again, asking my name. 
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of the last home of the Gerrits. Odd 
bits of make-shift fishing-tackle were all 
about ; some nets hung on the wall over 
a mahogany sideboard with great claw- 
feet, on the top of which stood a brush 
and comb, and a poor little square of 
looking-glass. Opposite these things a 
pair of oars, wound with twine to cover 
many breaks, leaned against a lady's 
wor-stand, with its faded green silk 
bag all in shreds and tatters. 
Two miniatures, rimmed with thin 
bands of gold, hung over the Squire's 
bed, which was a hospital cot. The 
white spread was clean, but there were 
holes in it. and the edges were frayed. 
On this bed the Squire sat down, by 
the side of a heap of old clothes. We 
looked shyly at each other for nearly a 
minute before we began a formal and 
elegant conversation. 
"It was very kind of vou to call--very 
kind, indeed, said tl'e Squire ; "but 
unexpected--quite unexpected." 
"Yes, sir," I replied, in all sincerity ; 
"it was very unexpected indeed. I 
only made up my mind when I heard 
the clock strike three." 
The Squire looked puzzled. 
'" Do you--do you make ninny calls ?" 
he inqtired.   
".No, sir, " I replied. Then, after re- 
flection and self-ex'_-tmination, I added- 
"I think this is the first one I ever made." 
The Squire somehov brightened up 
at this. 
"I nmke very few calls myself," he 
said; "ve-ry few. In fact," he continued, 
in a burst of confidence like my own, 
"I don't think I've made a call in twen- 
ty-five years--twen-ty-five ),ears!" 
He had a habit of repeating words, by 
way of giving a gentle emphasis to his 
speech. Thnt is a trick that rather be- 
longs to old ladies than to old men. 
He had, in truth, something of an old 
lady's manner of talking, with an occa- 
sional hesitancy, as though he were not 
much in the way of usint" his tongue. 
"It must be" lonely for you, sir," I 
ventured. 
"Lonely !" he repeated, in surprise, 
"why, no! Oh, dear me, not at all." 
Then he reflected. "Perhaps it is, 
though. I am not sure but that you 
are right. Yes, I suppose it is lonely. 
I had not thought of it, however." 

He mused over this nev idea for some 
monents. 
"You see," he began again, "one has 
so much to think of--so many things to 
think of, tlmt there is really no time 
to think of being lonely--aha!"he 

 ' It's Abe,' said the Squire." 
laughed a crack]in, pleased little laugh 
" d'ye see ? no time to think of it-- 
aha !" 
He smiled over his little ghost of a 
joke, and I laughed too, for I saw he ex- 
pected it. That broke the ice, and we 
became more frien.dly. 
"Why," he said, "there's many a night 
--many and many a night--vhen I don't 
get to bed before half-past eight or nine. 
But then, you know, I lie awake a good 
deal, in the course of the night--think- 
ing, too. I suppose that's what keeps 
me awake. It's wonderful what a deal 
of thinking there is in this life!" 
He stopped to think over this, and I 
hastily took up the conversation, lest he 
should give over talking altogether. 
"I suppose, mr," "I said, "you are a 
great sportsman ?" and I glanced at the 
gun on the wall. 
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"Oh, no !" he returned, hastily, "I 
was fond of my gun, at one time ; but I 
have lost the fancy. I have so much 
else to dora" Here his hand wandered 
involuntarily to the heap of clothes by 
his side---then it went quickly back to 
his lap. (I thought he colored faintly.) 
He looked at me and then at the clothes 
in irresolute hesitation, and at last said, 
anxiously: 
"Would it disttu-b you ff I were to 
continue my work ? It need not inter- 
rupt our conversation in the least, I as- 
sure you." 
"Oh, please don't stop for me, sir," I 
cried, much shocked at the idea. (It is 
within the memory of the present gen- 
eration that it was once held improper 
for little boys to disturb the occupations 
of their elders.) 
"Thank you," he said, gravely, and, 
lifting a faded coat from the heap, he 
laid it across his lap, and began sewing 
a worn velvet collar upon it. 
"I must have it ready for Sunday," 
he said ; "pray converse." 
I stared at him and forgot my man- 
ners. 
"Is it your coat, sir ?" I asked. 
"It was my father's coat," he replied ; 
"but I have cut it over for myself, and 
it fits me very well--very well indeed." 
Every child is something of a snob, 
and I do not think we can fairly blame 
the child. We must consider that he 
has only material standards of compari- 
son; that a fine coat is to him clearly 
and naturally an object of admiration, 
while it may take a life-time to learn the 
beauty of an ethical virtue ; that, more- 
over, he is, by the necessity of his con- 
dition, a dependent, a pauper, who has 
not yet worked for his freedom and his 
self-respect. I felt ashamed of my hero 
when I saw him making over his father's 
old clothes for himself. 
But he was unconscious of my secret 
condemnation, and he went on cheer- 
fully: 
"I should prefer to patronize the 
tailor in the townDthe little tailor from 
Germany, I mean---he is a worthy man, 
and it is our duty, of course, to encour- 
age the industries of the place ; but my 
income--owing to circumstances which 
occurred very long agoDvery long ago 
--is limited, yes, quite limited." 
VOL. IV.--70 

Whatever I may have felt in my small 
secret heart, I was mannerly enough to 
keep it to myself, and even to feign an 
interest in the old gentleman's confi- 
dences-for he went on to tell me with 
some pride of his achievements in taft- 
oring, and of the almost inexhaustible 
stock of galznents which his father had 
left behind himmgmznents, he assured 
me, much finer, in fabric and workman- 
ship, than anything that later days could 
produce. The interest at last became 
real, in spite of myself, and although I 
felt that my sympathies were low and 
reprehensible, when the Squire (with 
grave apologies for the infonality of 
the act) took off his old coat and tried 
on his new-old coat, I helped him with 
conscientious criticism on the set of the 
back and the fulness of the skirts. 
We got to be quite easy and friendly 
with all this, and when we heard a knock 
at the door, I hastened to save my host 
the trouble of opening it. 
"It's only an Indian, sir," I reported, 
with easy contempt. 
This may sound like a startling an- 
nouncement; but it was no painted 
brave who stood before me. It was only 
a very old Reservation Indian, hideous 
and wrinkled. Yet he was no darker, 
no more coarse of hair, and but little 
dirtier than any one of the French Ca- 
nadians who lived on the outskirts of 
the town. I knew him for an Indian 
only by his high cheek-bones and his tall 
hat. I regarded him with scornful dis- 
gust; but it was only because I con- 
ceived that to be the feeling which an 
American boy ought to bear toward a 
colored person who could not speak 
English, and who lived by selling bas- 
kets and feather fans and bunches of 
Seneca grass. 
"It's Abe," said the Squire;" come 
in, Abe." 
Abe came in, thrust an empty basket 
into the Squire's hand, and stood still 
and silent, regarding me. One of his 
eyes was wholly blinded by a cataract; 
the other, as if it were uncomfortably 
conscious of having to do double duty, 
rolled about in a gruesome way. With 
this eye Abe examined me; and there 
was no friendship in his look. 
The Squire took the basket, and put 
into it some packages -hich he took 
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away from me and fell on his knees by parents might be anxious--so we will 
the side of the bed, burying his face in postpone that pleasuremwe will post- 
his faded coat. pone it." 
....... As we walked along, he held my hand, 
He knelt there so long that I was and occasionally patted it gently. He 
frightened, and after a while I touched kept his face lifted somewhat toward the 
him gently on the shoulder. He arose sky, although the rain beat on it. I 

" He knelt there so long that I was frightened." 

with a start, and I saw that he hardly 
knew where he was. Then his look fell 
upon me, and an expression of compunc- 
tion came over his face. 
"My poor boy !" he said ; "I have 
been shamefully careless m shamefully 
careless. You should have been at home 
long ago. How have I treated the mes- 
senger of good tidings !" He smiled 
again, and this time not only with his 
tips. There was a tight in his eyes that 
almost made me think him young. 
"You cannot go home by yourself," 
he said; "you must let me go with 
you." With this he bustled about and 
brought from a corner a great mohair 
cloak, with a cape to it. The cape he 
took off, and fastened over my shoul- 
ders. Then he put on the cloak, and we 
set forth. 
"I would ask you to stay and sup 
with me," he said, "but I fear your 

thought it must be unpleasant for him ; 
but when he glanced down at me I saw 
that he was smiling. 
We came soon to the dark lane, and 
here he gently insisted upon carrj4ng 
me. I made some protest; but he 
lifted me up, and I felt the muscles of 
his arm like a bar of iron under my 
thighs. His tall figure swayed a tittle ; 
but he set a firm foot upon the stippery 
ground under the trees, and in a little 
while we were in the high-road. I got 
down then, and we walked together to 
my father's door. My heart wasbeating 
hard--harder than when I set out. 
I am afraid it would have gone hard 
with me, for it was past six, and the 
maid was discharged, and my mother 
wellnigh in hysterics, and my father 
just setting out with a lantern to call 
the neighbors, when we arrived. But 
the Squire took so much blame upon 
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himself, and pleaded for me with such 
com'tly and gentle grace, that my par- 
ents contented themselves with harrow- 
ing my feelings, which were sore enough 
already, and so when my mother and I 
had wept enough, I was forgiven, and 
the Squire went back down the dark 
highway. He would not be persuaded 
to stay to supper. "His own was wait- 
ing," he said. Perhaps he found in his 
thoughts better company than we could 
offer him. 
That evening I told my tale, and it 
excited interest enough to satisfy even a 
boy. When I came to the part about 
the tailoring, my mother drew in her 
breath as though she were in pain. 
"Oh," she cried ; "I wish we could do 
something for him--but I suppose--" 
My father shook his head. 
"We could only wound him." 
The comments of my parents on the 
whole story cleared my infant mind of 
one set of snobbish ideas, and I perceived 
that even old coats and Indians were en- 
titled to respectful consideration from a 
vhite American boy who was still walk- 
ing around in the clothes his parents had 
bought for him. 
Nor was it long before Abe and I were 
friends. This friendship came as a cor- 
ollary to my greater friendship for his 
patron. I was allowed to visit the Squire 
at all proper times and seasons, and 
there grew up between us a strong at- 
tachment. This association was of in- 
finite value to me, and I humbly tlst 
that it brought some pleasure into the 
dear old gentleman's life. It certainly 
drew him somewhat nearer to his fellow- 
men. On dark evenings he would walk 
home with me, and stay to chat with my 
father for a half-hour. Never could he 
be prevailed upon to share our evening 
meal, save on a formal invitation, de- 
livered the day before. Then he would 
come i.n his best black satin stock and 
his favorite coat, and would hand my 
mother in to the dining-room with pomp 
and circumstance. 
On one of these occasions we had a 
Distinguished Guest, a Travelled Celeb- 
rity at the house, who fell in love with the 
Squire's sweet and simple courtliness. 
"Madam," said the Celebrity to my 
mother, after Mr. Gerrit was gone ; "I 
need no inducement to avail myself 

of the chance of accepting your hospi- 
tality ; but were I invited to meet that 
gentleman who has just left, in the hovel 
of a Pawnee Indian, I would come, if I 
had to come from the Cape of Geod 
Hope." This praise of my idol so filled 
my boyish heart that I ly awake half 
the night, thinking of it. 
As the years went on the Squire and 
Abe took me into their united lives, and 
we formed a triple alliance. Poor Abe's 
part in this was but small. I-Ie lived on 
the Squire's slender bounty, and the only 
"help " he could give in retm was a 
lively sympathy with his benefactor's 
ambition. Of this he knew more than I 
had thought possible. As I grew older, 
and acquired an intelligent comprehen- 
sion of the hope that was the old Squire's 
life, I found that Abe had concentrated 
all the mental powers he possessed on 
that one subject. 
When I was fourteen, the great pier 
was nearing completion. It ran north- 
eastward from Far Point, and was to be 
supplemented by a similar structure ex- 
tending due north from the eastward 
end of the town. From the mouth of 
the inlet we watched its daily growth, 
expectant of an end unforeseen by the 
builders. 
It was the first warm day in June, and 
the three of us sat on the shore. Abe, 
with his head cocked on one side, so as 
to bring his work within the range of his 
good eye, was making a fleet of toy ships 
out of the chips washed to our beach 
from the distant lumber-yard. We 
watched him intently. 
He launched eleven ships, and was 
setting the twelfth in the water when, of 
a sudden, he turned his one eye toward 
the lake, and with his trembling thin 
brown fingers pointed to a stake set 
amid heavy stones, a hundred feet from 
the shore. There the flint ship of his 
fleet danced in the breeze--danced out 
to the stake--beyond it--into how many 
feet of smooth water I know not, for it 
had not gone two yards before the Squh'e 
was laughing and crying at once, I 
was shouting with all the strength of my 
lungs, and even the old Indian had raised 
his stiff arms above his head, and stood 
swaying them from side to side, thank- 
ing his Indian God after his Indian 
fashion. 
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The great pier on Far Point had 
crawled out till it stemmed the current 
and turned it off from the shore. With 
every stone that should be laid, with 
every day's work, that terrible stream 
would be forced further and further out 
--further and further away from our 
level shore. Our day had come. 
The engineers had builded better than 
they knew. The old Gerrit site had 
been such a thing of tradition, such a 
futile memory of the past, that it had 
been left out of the towns-people's calcu- 
lations, and no one, save the Squire, had 
considered that the removal of the cur- 
rent from its low shore must bring it 
once more into usefulness. But Gerrit's 
site spoke for itself. The pier crawled 
out fifty feet further, that summer, and 
the water in the inle* began to sink. 
1o longer fed by the resistless current, 
it fell away in scattered pools. In Sep- 
tember I walked dry-shod where I had 
waded ankle-deep in June. 
"Our time has come," the Squire 
said, his face beaming; "we'll buy the 
old house back, and when you come to 
pass the night with me, my boy, remem- 
ber that your room is the little one over 
the front entrymyou won't forgetm 
eh ?--you won't forget ?" 
It was true enough. Something that 
looked like fortune lay close ahead. 
The ship-captains brought the news of 
the shifted channel ; the towns-folk 
came out to look at "the flats a-dlTin' 
up;" hard-featured men of business 
discussed the ways and means of drain- 
ing and filling in. By September there 
was no talk of building the second pier 
between the Squire's land and Gerrit's 
Gatei was to go westward from the 
extremity of Near Point, and there was 
to be a Gerrit's Gate in very deed 
between the two breakwaters, where- 
through Prosperity should come from 
the North, scattering plenty from full 
hands. 
Of course the lands should have been 
sold for taxes, over and over again; 
the Squire had but the simplest notions 
of business, and altogether he would 
have reaped little good of his fortune 
had not my father and a few of the older 
residents made a friendly league to pro- 
tect him. He was deeply grateful to 
them, although he had not the slightest 

comprehension of what they did for him. 
They secured his property to him, and 
he sold his first lot in October, and 
marked it off on his father's map. He 
would recognize no later survey. 
He sold one or two more lots, and 
then the sale stopped, lobody was 
willing to invest money where it could 
only lie idle until the completion of 
the harbor-works gave the new port 
a positive value. This grieved the old 
gentleman's soul. He had begun to 
look upon his father's old house as his 
own; it seemed a hardship to be kept 
out of it another year just for the want 
of a few beggarly thousands of ready 
money. That was all that he needed. 
The present owner was ready and will- 
ing to sell He was a prosperous West- 
erner, who had brought an ailing wife to 
Gerrit's Gate in the hope that the strong 
lake winds might strengthen her. They 
had, however, availed only to keep her 
within doors and make her fretful. 
Mr. Garbutt, for himself, was disgusted 
with the whole town. He despised its 
petty hopes, he laughed at its modest 
future; he called it old-fashioned and 
behind-the-times, and he openly express- 
ed his desire to sell out at cost and go 
to some region where, as he expressed 
it, things was alive. 
Fifteen thousand dollars would buy 
the whole Point, and the Squire made 
several attempts to get this money at a 
ruinous sacrifice. The friends who had 
saved him before stepped in and drove 
off the sharpers who would have taken 
advantage of him, and for the first time 
I saw the old man bitterly and unjustly 
angry. He was kept out of his house, 
he cried---why were they keeping him 
out of his house ? . 
By lovember the Squire had become 
so fretful and unreasonable that his 
friends decided upon raising the money 
for him at their own risk. This took some 
time. Money was not plentiful in the 
town, and it was hard to negotiate a 
loan that must wait a year or eighteen 
months for its interest and arrears of 
interest. During the week required for 
this piece of financiering, I was deputed 
to keep an eye on my old friend, and I 
passed most of my time, out of school- 
hours, in the little cabin which the 
Squire had declared he would not quit 
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butt," cried the Squire ; "your word is 
quite enough for me !" 
"Ef I sh'd die to-night," said Mr. Gar- 
butt, impressively ; "my word ain't wuth 
shucks to my executors, without papers 
to back it. I know them, 'n' you don't. 
Now, you jest dror up to that little desk 
there, an' you write me a little sort of a 
letter, makin' me an offer for the prop'ty, 
an' I21 write a letter acceptin' your offer. 
Then I can stow your money away 'n' 
feel that ali's business-like 'n' right. 
How's that ?" 
The Squire sat down at the gaudy 
little desk, and tried to write; but his 
hand trembled so that what he wrote (I 
have the sheet now)was but a tremu- 
lous scrawl that no man could read. 
Meanwhile, Mr. Garbutt was address- 
ing me in my capacity of guardian. 
"Know your pa, don't I?" he said. 
"You kinder look after the old man, eh ? 
Got sorter crazy on this business, ain't 
he ? Well, you tell your pa that I'll lock 
the old man's money up safe for the 
night, an' he can call 'n' get it when he 
wants to. Oughter have some one ap- 
pointed to take charge of him. Heard 
he sold out his whole water-front to-day 
to them swindlin' speculators from Buf- 
falo. Well, I21 fix him up somehow to- 
night, and quiet him down a bit. Can 
you git him home ?" 
Mr. Garbutt kept his promise, and he 
managed matters with a skill at which I 
marvel as I look back upon it. When 
the Squire had finished his poor pre- 
tence of writing, the Westerner took the 
scrawled sheet, made an effective pre- 
tense of reading it slowly and critically, 
and then sat down at the desk and wrote 
a business-like acceptance, which he 
made me read, after the Squire had 
looked at it. He examined the drafts 
which the Squire tendered him, and laid 
them away in a gorgeously bedizened 
safe in the wall. 
"There," he said, "that's settled. 
lossession in May, as per my letter. But 
if you don't conclude to close, Mr. Ger- 
rit, it ain't no more than an option. Suit 
yourself. Anyways, we 21 wet the trans- 
action." 
He rang for a servant, and had a de- 
canter of sherry and tlu-ee heavy cut- 
glasses set on the table. We must each 
take a drink, to bind the bargain, he said. 

We filled our glasses and lifted them. 
Mr. Garbutt and I were about to drink, 
when we saw that the Squire held his 
glass poised before his lips, and that he 
looked expectantly toward us. I did 
not understand what this meant; but 
Mr. Garbutt did. 
"Thinks he's at home," he whispered 
to me, with a chuckle. Then he inclined 
his head toward the Squire. 
"Your health, Mr. Gerrit," he said; 
and we both drank, and the Squire after 
us, bowing courteously. 
"I don't blame you, Mr. Gerrit," said 
Mr. Garbutt, lolling back in a great vel- 
vet easy-chair, "for buying this piece of 
prop'ty, as a matter of fancy. It's a first- 
rate house, an' a good bit of land, I'll 
say that for it. But as for me, this town 
ain't live enough for me. Mxs. Garbutt, 
she mostly goes to bed long about eight 
or ha'-pas'-eight, an' I set here 'n' read 
1)atent Office Reports till I go to sleep. 
If there's any society here, it ain't took 
the trouble to root me out." 
Here he noticed that the Squire's 
glance was wandering about the room. 
The old man was looking at the unfa- 
miliar furniture in a puzzled way. 
"Things seem a kinder new, eh ?" 
suggested Mr. Garbutt. "Well, I put 
some money into this here set. Rose- 
wood, the hull of it. Good stuff the 
best there was when I bought it. Maybe 
you'd like to take it off my hands?-- 
well, no, I s'pose not. Come pretty high. 
Well, now! I hadn't thought of that. 
There's all your old traps up garret. 
Found 'era here when I come here, an' 
couldn't quite get a straight title to 'era 
with the house, so I packed up these. 
1)lenty of room, says I--might's well be 
filled's not. I didn't jest feel safe to give 
'era away--don't know as anybody 'd 
want 'era. First-rate fm'cher, too; but 
mahogany--old's the hills--out 'f fash- 
ion. No sort of good to me." 
"Did you say, sir," asked the Squire, 
with a suppressed earnestness that sug- 
gested a return of his earlier excitement, 
"that my father's furniture is now in 
the attic story ? I should greatlylike to 
see it, sir, I should greatly like to see 
it." 
"Why, cert'nly," said Mr. Garbutt, 
rising, with an uneasy glance at me; 
"glad to have you see it if you want to ; 
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Byzantine bud. Well on in the thir- 
teenth century the Italian glass had ac- 
complished more than the sister art of 
fresco, and the designs for the windows 
in the I)uomo at Florence made ly Tad- 
deo o1' Agnolo Gaddi seem nmch more 
modern than their painting. The glass 
of this and the following century, much 
of which still exists, is notable for the 
subdued splendor of its color, and is 
almost (in the earlier specimens entirely) 
without 'painting. In fact it was not 
until the fifteenth century that elabor- 
ate glass painting was attempted, and 
from that period ensues a decadence in 
which the French and Germans, and to 
a great extent the English, still remain. 
For it is from the period of Raphael, 
when men began to paint freely and 
became high-priests at the altar of art 
instead of humble worshil)pers, that the 
mosaic of glass began to disappear and 
that transparent painting usurped its 
place. 
Before this, the windows depending 
upon the actual color of the glass were 
made in a manner not unlike the com- 
mon dissected map of our childhood. To 
make a window, a design was made, gen- 
erally the simple figure of a saint, with a 
purely decorative background; piece' of 
glass of varying and appropriate colors 
were cut and placed in their proper 
places, and it only remained to bind 
these pieces firmly together by a ribbon 
of lead with a groove on either side, 
which was soldered at the junction of 
the pieces, and to place the whole in an 
iron frame, crossed at intervals by thin 
lars placed horizontally, to which the 
leads were fastened by wires. The re- 
sult would be a stained-glass window 
somewhat resembling that of the thir- 
teenth century, or, so little have meth- 
ods changed, that of the present time. 
When this frame, filled with glass, was 
placed in the opening of the wall for 
which it was destined, it would be seen 
that the light coming through the trans- 
parent glass brought into dark relief the 
lead-lines, which thus served as the out- 
lines of the various forms represented. 
This was the earliest development of 
stained glass. 
In the two centuries that followed, 
painting with vitrifiable colors was re- 
sorted to in order to represent modelled 

surfaces, and commencing from rude 
and timid outlines to define the features 
of the face or the division of the fingers, 
painting was at last used with little dis- 
crimination on all portions of the win- 
dow. Another of the limitations of the 
early glass-stainer, which was a blessing 
in disguise, was also to disappear with 
the mechanical improv6ment in the man- 
ufacture of glass. At first his glass was 
blown, not cast or rolled (indeed the 
latter method of fabrication is of late 
date), and therefore the glass came to 
him in small pieces, and as the mixture 
of the ingredients or the intensity of 
the fire would vary, so would the qual- 
ity of the color. This gave him great 
vm'ietv of tint from which to choose, al- 
thoug] it occasionally entailed arbitrary 
leading, such as, to take a common in- 
stance, a lead-line crossing the neck of a 
figure between the chiu and shouhlers, 
and thereby giving the saint a decapitat- 
ed look. But by improvements in the 
fabrication of glass, lrger pieces were 
obtainable, and always it would appear 
as though the makers had an ideal only 
admirable in a plate-glass window man- 
ufacturer, of making a sheet of glass 
uniform in color and texture. On these 
large sheets of glass the painter had full 
swing; more and more vitrifiable colors 
vere invented ; a process of cutting away 
the surface so as to make a design ap- 
pear in light upon the darker body of 
the glass was devised ; the colors became 
more and more uniform, until, proceed- 
ing rapidly, we reach this century 
though in taking this arbitrary step, 
which the limits of n article such as 
this comnand, we must pass by much 
that is admirable. 
Anyone who has lingered in the aisles 
of th old cathedrals, moved by the col- 
or of the glass, which is glowing and 
jewel-like, never garish or harsh, and 
then has turned, as we can do in some 
cathedral towns, to the modern fabric, 
and has seen how crude in color, how 
small in treatment, how uniform in text- 
ure, how manufactured, turned out by 
the mtre carr it all issuch an one is 
apt to count glass-staining as one of the 
lost arts. The Continent is full of such 
places, where literally acres of stained 
glass are made each year. The designs 
are sometimes admirably drawn, though 
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Stained-Elass Window, " A Sprin E Scene "--desiEned by Louis C. Tiffany. 
(In the residence of Win. A. Slater at Norwich, Conn.) 

cries are generally overloaded vith paint- 
ing, the painting being universally done 
on a flat piece of glass, of which the orig- 
inal color remains for the hig'h lights, 
the half-tones and shadows being ob- 
tained by vitrifiable pigments. Eng- 
land has profited rather more than 
France or Germany by the study of old 
examples, for while in the latter coun- 
tries such study has resulted apparently 
in nothing more than a retention of cer- 

signed windows in which the sentiment 
expressed is more pelonal, while they 
respect the limitations of their material 
more than the designers of the Conti- 
nent. The English, also, by a system- 
atic employment of semi-neutral tones, 
avoid the harsh primary reds, yellows, 
and blues of the German and French 
makers, and their glass, although unfit- 
ted for the strong light prevalent in 
our climate, has nevertheless a subdued 
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Central Panel of Chancel Window, designed by Francis Lathrop. 
(In Bethemla Chttrch, Saratoga, New York. Spencer Trask, donor.) 
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charm of its own. All of these coun- 
tries, it is needless to say, have, until 
a comparatively recent date, furnished 
our churches with their windows, and 
opportunities to judge them are not 
lacking. 
But a change was at hand, and if the 
result had been less good than we main- 
rain it to be, the attempt at making 
stained glass in this country would still 
have been interesting from the spontane- 
ity of its growth, from its resemblance 
to the manner in which, in the old days, 
painting sprung full-blossolned from the 
Florentine soil. It came about the Cen- 
tennial year, the date from which our 
future Vasari, if we ever deserve one, 
will trace the first concerted art nove- 
ment in this country. Before that time 
we had in more or less isolationmen who 
perhaps under happier auspices would 
have developed more, who at any rate, in 
a community that was more in sympathy 
with them, would have found more em- 
ployment for certain of their faculties. 
To such a man, Mr. John La Farge, 
who had been known for years as a 
painter possessed of a deep-seated feel- 
ing for color and a largeness of senti- 
merit in composition which had found 
expression only in easel pictures, was 
given, in the year 1876, the task of deco- 
rating Trinity Church, Boston. From 
this building, the work of Richardson 
by which he is best known, and which 
i perhaps the most cathedral-like of 
our churches, the transition to stained 
glass seems to have been a natural one ; 
or possibly the moment was propitious, 
for no sooner was Mr. La Farge engaged 
in his first experimental glass than Mr. 
Louis C. Tiffany, vho, like Mr. La Farge, 
was a painter by profession, became in- 
terested in the same direction. Under 
the impetus a'iven by these two men-- 
working in different waysMr. Tiffany's 
sense of color and feeling for ornament 
leading him rather toward the Orient, 
and Mr. La Farge remaining more true 
to classic influencethe first steps of 
glass-making vere taken. 
I say first steps advisedly, for at the 
commencement everything had to be 
done anew. The rays from the lamp 
of convention by wlich the makers of 
glass in Europe had guided their steps 
did not reach across the Atlantic, and 

the first windows were made by virtually 
reinventing the whole process. Makers 
of the commoner kinds of stained glass 
had long been established here, and the 
genius of the American mechanic had 
devised or adapted machines by which 
large sheets of colored glass could be 
rolled, sheets both broad and long, and 
of uniform color and depth throughout. 
These were admirable results of me- 
chanical skill, but essentially inartistic. 
They furnished the first glss, but as 
they proved inadequate and as other 
colors and textures were imperatively 
demanded, the proprietor of a large 
glass-making establishment, I think in 
Brooklyn, grudgingl S conceded the use 
of some of his material and men who, un- 
der the direction of our pioneer glass- 
stainers, made glass that was slightly bet- 
ter in quality. And then the interesting 
discovery was made that glass made by 
the one-man power, as we may say, in 
small quantities, of uneven thickness, 
and undoubtedly improved by happy 
accident (as when by a failure to make 
one color another, and perhaps better 
one, was obtained) was greatly more 
varied in tone and color than that made 
by modern improved processes. By this 
discovery, and by the consequent de'hand 
for such glass, a new field was opened for 
ambitious men, who from workmen be- 
came masters on a small scale, and it is 
fronl men such as these, constantl S ex- 
perimenting and working with a small 
force and by hand-power, that the best 
glass is still obtained. As uniformity 
had been the criterion of excellence, 
now variety obtained the palm, and it has 
kept it, ultil to-day the larger stained- 
glass-window manufacturers carry a 
stock of glass that in its variety of hue 
and shade far exceeds the range of the 
painter's palette. 
Soon after the commencement of the 
new-old art came the introduction of the 
opalescent glass. The credit of its in- 
troduction has been a matter of contro- 
versy which need not enter here, and 
the claim has also been made that it 
was known to the old glass-makers, but, 
as far as I know, this claim is supported 
by little proof. The opalescent glass, 
vhich has formed so large an element in 
the beauty of American glass, is by itself 
somewhat porcelain-like in appearance; 



Memorial Window in the Church of the Heavenly Rest, New York, representing Christ and the Four Evangelists. 
(Erected to the memory of the Rev. Robert Shaw Howland. D.D., by his successor, the Rev. D. Parker Morgan, and sev- 
eral members of the congregation ; made by thc Tiffany Glass Company from a cartoon by LYELL (JAItIt.) 
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merit to create large decorative work 
has been more or less engaged in de- 
signing for or making stained glass. In 
addition to ]Ir. La Farge and Mr. Tif- 
fany, we have had Mr. F. D. Millet, Mr. 
Francis Lathrop, lIr. E. H. Blashfield, 
)Ir. Elihu Vedder, Mr. G. W. lIaynard, 
lIr. Robert Blum, and Mr. Kenyon Cox, 
--to name a few of our foremost figure- 
painters. 
Given the extreme vriety and rich- 
ness of our glass, it has been possible to 
attempt subjects of such complexity of 
effect that we have gone beyond the 
limit by which the European glass-maker 
is restricted. Herein lies the ground 
for a reproach which is often aimed at 
our glass, generally by men of strict ad- 
herence to ecclesiastical formulm. The 
reproach, which affects only glass for 
church purposes, is, in sum, that it is too 
vivid, too realistic, and has too great 
similarity to mere decoration, irrespect- 
ive of the sacred character of the place 
for which it is destined. While the 
same reproach could be applied with 
equal justice to the whole Venetian 
school of painting--to which our glass is 
somewhat allied--there is a foundation 
for it in the fact that, from the limi- 
tations which restriction in the manu- 
facture of glass imposed upon the old 
makers of church windows, a more 
conventional treatment and greater au- 
sterity of effect was usual with them. 
But as Viollet le Duc has pointed out, 
in the thirteenth century glass, where 
perspective is often grossly violated, this 
was not done in order to keep the 
window within the limits of mural 
decoration, but through sheer igno- 
rance of the laws of perspective. In 
a similar vein, we may remark that in 
coming from the glowing windows of 
Santa Croce, in Florence, it is hard to 
believe that a thirteenth century glass- 
stainer would have willingly resig-ned 
the opportunities which come with the 
curious and beautifully variegated glass 
which we have at our command, and 
which enable us to approach somewhat 
nearer to the glories of sun and shadow, 
of tinted cloud or far-reaching horizon. 
The sad-colored harmonies of our Eng- 
lish cousins seem too arbitrarily re- 
strained, as does their deliberate ar- 
chaism in making a lead-line--which 
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is purposely kept as heavy as those in 
the old glass, although a lead-line al- 
ways makes itself evident enough, and 
we have to-day much lighter lead at 
our service--cut across an arm or  
fold of drapery where no actual need 
of construction calls for it. 
To take an instance near at hand : in 
the city of Boston, in Trinity Church, 
we have some of the best English win- 
dows that have come to this countT, de- 
signed by Ir. Burne Jones, and made in 
a nearly avowed competition with the 
glass by ]Ir. La Farge, in the same 
church. In the English work we have, 
undoubtedly, elements of beauty, such 
as go with the design of Mr. Burne 
Jones, but little else. Considered as 
colors, they hardly exist, while by 
their side the work of the American 
artist has a depth and richness which 
adds to the dignity and beauty of the 
design. That these English windows 
are more in the character of old work, 
as regards superficial features, such as 
the archaism referred to above, is 
true enough; but as old work has, as 
its most essential characteristic, great 
beauty of color, which is almost always 
absent in English work, there seems 
but little ground for a marked pref- 
erence which certain of the clergy have 
for English glass. There is in this a 
question of desio-a made in obedience 
to conventional law, which, with the 
freedom of men who feel called to do 
individual work, we upon this side 
of the water have neglected; but lat- 
terly attempts have been made, with 
success, to combine, in a design which 
is cognizant of ecclesiastical require- 
ments, the elements of color inherent to 
American glass, and the skill which we 
have acquired in its use. 
An example of such a design is given 
herewith, that of a window made by the 
Tiffany Glass Company for the Church 
of the Heavenly Rest of New York. It 
is of the familiar Gothic description, the 
design of which, while studiously con- 
ventional, is rendered interesting by a 
certain personality in the character of 
the figures, which were designed by liIr. 
Lyell Ca,a-. This is as i+ should be, the 
windows by Mr. Burne Jones, for in- 
stance, being full of the characteristics 
of their designer while fulfilling the re- 
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quirements of the church. But although 
adherence to convention is common to 
the German and French glass-stainers, 
there has not, to my knowledge, come to 
this country any window by them which is 
above the level of good mediocrity ; nor, 
indeed, are there men in these countries 
of the same relative artistic importance 
as the Americans who are engaged in de- 
signing and making stained glass. 
But it is as a means of expression of 
artistic qualities which could hardly find 
their vent in any other direction, that 
our stained glass rises to the height of 
a definite achievement. The windows 
by Mr. La Farge in Trinity, that in the 
Ames Memorial at North Easton, and 
the sumptuous windows adorning the 
hall and stairway in the residence of 
the late William H. Yanderbilt, could 
only have been done by the fortuitous 
possession by a gifted artist of a mate- 
rial of surprising richness. In like 
manner the design by Mr. Tiffany which 
graces these pages was carried out much 
us a painter working with color made 
by pulverizing gems might have done 
it. This exceeding wealth of color, aid- 
ed by the network of the lead-lines, car- 
ries with it, moreover, a certain solidity 
of impression that keeps our most au- 
dacious experiments thoroughly within 
the realm of mural decoration ; so that, 
despite the lamentations of our pseudo- 
archaic critics that we occasionally rep- 
resent too much distance, our glass 
seems more on the plane of the wall into 
which it is set than most of the thinner 
and clearer glass of foreign manufacture. 
But this plea for greater public rec- 

ognition of our most truly national 
achievement in the arts of design must 
draw to a close. While it is not in- 
tended to call attention to individual 
works in general, brief mention may be 
made of Mr. Francis Lathrop's dignified 
figure of Christ in the window in Be- 
thesda Church, Saratoga, of Mr. Maitland 
Armstrong's window in Grace Church, 
lrovidence, characterized, as is all Mr. 
Armstrong's work, by good taste and a 
somewhat more strict adherence to ap- 
proved methods than some of his brother 
artists, though the designs reproduced 
here tell their own story. Excellent 
work has also been done by Mr. Fred- 
eric Crowninshield, Mr. John Johnston, 
Mr. lrentice Treadwell, Mr. Frank Hill 
Smith, and others, mere registration 
of this fact must suffice. But in con- 
clusion I may say, as I commenced, that 
here is to-day an art practised with 
much of that originality which our 
foreign critics call for as a manifesta- 
tion of the American spirit. That this 
should be fostered and encouraged 
would appear to go without saying ; that 
it is properly so encouraged is not as yet 
the case; but if anyone of those inter- 
ested in the actual erection of a stained- 
glass window will dispassionately study 
the subject, and learn what is being 
done here and elsewhere, the conclusion 
will be forced upon him that here is an 
art that is native, and that has taken 
root from a small beginning ; that even 
now the vigorous young trunk spreads 
forth its blossoming branches to delight 
and make proud the land where the arid 
waste has become the fair garden. 
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solemnly wagging his head and winking 
his bleared eyes; "but Aunt Dilly is 
the jokingest and most agreeable of her 
sex in this part of Cahliny, to my think- 
in'." 
"Yes," Squire Barr would answer, 
nodding gravely. "And how any hu- 
man fiend can lay the devil's look on 
her, passes me !" 
When the attack was over she would 
come down, pale and pinched about the 
jaws, but smiling, kissing and shaking 
hands all round as if she had come back 
from a long journey. 
The Squire invariubly addressed her 
with ponderous gravity, after this fash- 
ion : 
"Ef it be so, Aunt Dilly, 's you think 
goin' back to yer home on th' Old Black 
'd give you ease, say the wohd. I cahn't 
pay you rent in money, fob Godamity 
knows, I've got none. But in traffic, 
tobacco, cohn, an' millet---it'll be all sent 
up reg'lar. Though what we'd do with- 
out you all, passes me !" 
At which Mrs. Missouri Barr wouhl 
look at Miss Dilly with tears on her 
gaunt cheeks, and the girls would hang 
about her, patting her, and the Colonel 
would declare with an oath that "the 
whole clarin' had been powerful inter- 
rupted while you all was gone." 
These were the happiest moments of 
Miss Dilly's happy life. She would ex- 
plain carefully to them, for the thou- 
sandth time, her feeling on the matter. 
"'T seems to me ef I was in the old 
place, facin' Old Craggy, 'n the Swan- 
annoa a-runnin' past the door, 'n could 
go set by father'n mother every mornin', 
whar they're lyin' among the rowan 
trees, I'd get young agin 'n lose this 
torment. But then, what 'd James 
think ef he'd come back hya2 ready to 
cahry me to his home in Colorado or 
them furrin countries ? Me gone, after 
my promise to wait ? 'N it would go 
hard too to leave you, lreston, 'n Mis- 
soury, 'n the girls, 'n Sam, 'n all very 
hard ! " 
The girls always surprised Miss Dilly 
with a good supper on these recoveries, 
and the Colonel and Squire lreston felt 
it their duty to go to bed drunker than 
usual, in sign of joy. 
At other times, life at Sevier Station 
was stagnant enough. Miss Dilly sewed 

or knit in her own room, sitting at the 
window where she could see the six men 
of the village sitting in a row in the gal- 
lery of the inn, smoking. She called 
them her boys, and when one chanced to 
have the rheumatism or tooth-ache or a 
snake-bite, clucked about him like an 
old hen over an ailing chick. All the 
children in the hamlet were free of her 
room: there was always one at least 
with her, listening to her old Bible 
stories. Neither they nor Miss Dilly 
were at all sure how far exactly lalestine 
was from Carolina ; indeed, Dilly had a 
dim conviction that the mountains on 
which her Lord walked and suffered and 
died as man were part of the mountains 
yonder, which were all the world that 
she knew. 
There was no church near the sta- 
tion;there were not even the monthly 
"pra'ars" which keep up the religious 
and social life of the mountains. Miss 
Dilly with her Bible and her incessant 
innocent talk of "the good Lord" was 
all the pope or preacher known to these 
people, the only messenger sent to show 
them how to live or to die. 
In the morning the train passed the 
station, going up to Henry's ; in the af- 
ternoon it came down ; it halted for five 
or ten minutes each time. These brief 
pauses were the end of life for the popu- 
lation of Sevier Station ; the whole twen- 
ty-four hours merely led up to them. 
When the train came in sight, the six 
men, the women, children, pigs, and 
chickens dropped the work they had in 
hand and waited, breathless. It came 
up out of the great busy world and 
swept down into it againma pe'petual 
miracle---leaving them in silence and 
solitude. Miss Dilly was always at her 
post by the window to see it go by. The 
conductor and engineer had learned to 
watch for the wondering old baby face, 
and often threw to her a little package 
of candy or a newspaper. Her heart 
thumped with rector and delight as the 
wonderful thing rushed past her. If she 
could only ride on the cars once, only 
for a mile! This was the one secret am- 
bition of her life. 
Sometimes, but very rarely, the train 
was belated and stopped long enough 
for the passengers to take supper. Then 
-excitement rose to fever height. Mrs 
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asked Judson in a tone which made Cap- 
tain Foulke turn and look at him cu- 
-riously. 
"Miss Dilly. She resides with the 
Squire. Colonel James Hohnes, he's gone 

or any other gentleman ho was in" 
difficulty. 
The engine gave a shriek. The con- 
ductor, who had been dozing near the 
stove, got up, yawning. 

" I cahn't get out hyah ! Thah--thah are folks in thet house thet know me." 

out West thataway. I hear as he's 
made a fortin out thah. So I've heered. 
I never knowed Colonel J,mes myself. 
I belong down in the piny woods ken- 
try. I've heered, though, s he was a pow- 
erful agreeable entleman. Very free 
an' friendly. The folks hyahbouts think 
a heap of the Colonel yet, though he's 
bin gone a good mny year." 
" Do they ? "' said Judson, with a queer 
intonation. 
"Friend of yours, may be ?" asked 
the Captain, curiously. Judson's back 
was turned toward him; he was staring 
out into the darkening fields. He did 
not answer for a moment. 
"No. He was no friend of mine," he 
said at lst in a tone which made Cap- 
tain Foulke keep silent. He was the 
last man in the world to annoy or sug- 
gest unpleasant subjects to Mr. Judson, 

"Svier Station, gentlemen," he sug- 
gested, mildly. " Train stops h'ah foh 
supper." 
The train ran bumping along the 
track nd stopped. The passengers rose 
and made their way out leisurely. In 
the noise," they did not hear an alterca- 
tion that was going on at the back of 
the car. Judson had stiffened himself 
back in his seat. 
"My God! I cahn't get out hyah! 
Thuh---thah are folks in thet house thet 
know me." He panted for breath with 
sheer terror; his eye gleamed danger- 
ously. Foulke and the conductor stood 
over him anxiously. For the first time 
the conductor sw that he was hand- 
cuffed. 
"Yes," explained, Foulke rapidly, in a 
whisper. "Bringin him to Raleig from 
Tennessee, on riquisition from Governor 



694 A T THE S TA TION. 

of imprisonment. The day he received 
his discharge, the warden of the prison, 
as usual, spoke a few kind words of 
warning and counsel to him at parting. 
He was startled when Judson, who was 
noted as a reticent, glff man, answered 
him formally : 
"Sah, yoh're quite right. I'd been 
runnin' down, steady for ten year. Down. 
Sudden, one day, like a flash of lightnin' 
across my path, I was made to know of 
a woman--who shall be nameless hyah-- 
who hed loved me an' believed in me all 
my life. Thet has made a different man 
of me. Sah, she's kep' a holt on me! 
She's tied me to God with her pra'ars ! 
I cahn't get loose ! " he cried with a ner- 
vous gulp in his throat. 
"Sah, I thank yoh foh yoh words. I'm 
goin' to her to try to be the man yoh 
say. I'm goin' to trust to her an' God to 
pull me through !" 
Before he left, the warden gave him 
more advice. "Take your own name, 
Judson," he said. "I suspect you are 
now under an alias. Say nothing to this 
woman of your past life. Begin afresh 
where it is not known, and may God 
bless you, sah." 
This was in October. 
Christmas, that year, brought, as 
usual, a stir of delightful excitement to 
the inn. Sevier Station knew nothing 
of the high significance which modern 
thought attaches to the great festival of 
the Christian Year. It was the day, 
however, on which Colonel Royall sent, 
before breakfast, a bumper of foaming 
egg-nog to every white man and woman 
in the clarin'. Every "negro who asked 
for it had "a warmin'" of whiskey, at 
the Colonel's expense. It was the day, 
too, on which Squire Barr gave his an- 
nual tremenjous dinner of turkey and 
chicken pie, at which the six families of 
the village all sate down together. 
Mrs. Missoury Barr, also, made a prac- 
tice of sending dishes of roast pork and 
hominy, or 'possum stewed in rice and 
molasses, or some such delicacy, to every 
negro cabin. There was a general in- 
terchange of gifts: brier-wood pipes, or 
pinchbeck scarf-pins, or cakes of soap 
m the shape of dog's heads, all of which 
elegant trifles had been purchased from 
travelling peddlers, months before, and 
stored away for the great occasion. 

Miss Dills', you may be sure, was quite 
ready for Christmas. Her locked draw- 
er was full of socks and mufflers knitted 
by herself, all of bright red, as "bein' 
more cheerin'." Nobody was forgotten 
in that drawer, from the Squire to the 
least pickaninny in the quarters. 
There was a vague idea throughout 
the clarin' that the day was one in which 
to be friendly and to give old gldges 
the go-by: the Lord (with whom Aunt 
Dill s , was better acquainted than the 
rest) was supposed, for some reason, to 
be nearer at hand on that day than 
usual, though not so near as to make 
anybody uncomfortable. 
Father Ruggles, the jolly old Metho- 
dist itinerant, was up in the mountains, 
and had sent word he was coming down 
for his Christmas dinner. 
"He'll ask a blessin' on the meal, 
thank Heaven !" said Mrs. Missoury 
with a devout sigh. 
The Squire hurried with the news to 
find the Colonel. 
"Iffll be a big occasion," he said, 
triumphantly. "Father Ruggles 'll be 
equal to a turkey himself. I depend 
on you fob makin' de coffee, Colonel. 
Sam's that eggsited now he doan know 
what he's about." 
"Suhtenly, suhtenly ! But really, Mrs. 
Missoury 'd better double de supply 
of mince-pie," he suggested, anxiously. 
"Father Ruggles is tahrible fond of 
mince." 
Preparations went on with increasing 
force and vigor. They reached full com- 
pletion the day before Christmas. Then 
the station paused to take breath before 
the great event. 
Father Ruggles arrived at noon, and 
in five minutes had shaken hands with 
everybody, black and white, and put 
them all in good humor with him, them- 
selves, and each other. 
"A doan like Miss Dilly's looks," he 
said, lowe4ng his voice, when he and the 
Colonel and Squire were seated together 
in high conclave on the gallery. "She's 
blue 'n peaked about the jaws. Old age, 
heh ?" 
"Not a bit of it ! " rejoined Preston, 
quickly. "She's a young woman, com- 
paratively. It's Jem. Colonel James. 
She's done tired out waitin' on that man. 
These last two year she's took to expect- 
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in' him every day. She watches the "What ails Jabez?" wondered the Col- 
train night 'n mornin'. It 'ud make onel. "Somethin's happened." 
yoh sick to see her old face when it goes Tutt hurried up the steps. "Mail's in, 
by." gentlemen. Two circulars an' this let- 
"Natuhlly," the Colonel struck in ter. Foh Miss Dilly. I just run over 
pompously, "we want to make Miss with it;I thought-" 

" When she saw the writing on the envelope she turned and went to her own room and shut the door." 

Dilly happy to-morrow, long o' the rest. 
She doan forget none of us in her knit- 
tin's an buyin's' I'll warrant ! I says to 
the Squire hyah, 'suppose de clarin' 
com-bine, 'n buy somethin' wuth whflem 
a cheer or new calico or somethin'.' But 
he says, ' Whah's de use ?' he says, ' she 
wants nothin' but her brother. Kin we 
give her her brother ?' So thahs how it 
is!" 611hg his pipe, with a gloomy nod. 
The men glanced fm'tively at Miss 
Dilly, who, in her blue gown and white 
apron, stood in the yard below feeding a 
noisy flock of chickens. 
The sun going down through a frosty 
sky threw red lights upon the vast white 
plains and the cluster of little gray 
houses huddled closely together. Their 
hoods of feathered, crusted snow made 
them almost pictm'esque, 
Across the road came a black, paunchy 
figtu'e. It was Nutt the carpenter, who 
kept the post-office in a box in his shop. 

"Quite right, quite right !" exclaimed 
Father Ruggles. "It may be" 
The men all rose in their excitement. 
"Do you give it to her, Squh'e," said the 
old minister. "You've been her best 
friend." 
Miss Dilly came up the steps. The 
Squire handed her the letter without a 
word. His red, pudgy face fell into 
queer gzimaces as he watched her. 
"Foh me ! A letter ! Foh ?" 
The blood stopped in her old body as 
she took it, smiling but very pale. 
When she saw the writing on the envel- 
ope she tmed and went to her own 
room and shut the door. 
The news spread. In ten minutes the 
whole clarin' was gathered on the gallery. 
"It may not be from Colonel James 
at all," suggested Jabez. "It may be on 
business." 
"Business! Doan be an ss, Jabez 
Nutt," said the Colonel. 
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The station waited breathless. 
She came out at last, her face shining 
with a great inward peace. 
"Jem," she said to them in a low, 
quiet voice, "has gone back to our house 
on the Old Black, an' put it an' the farm 
to rights, and him an' me is to live thah to- 
gether. He's comin' to-night on the train." 
Nobody spoke. The tremendous tid- 
ings took their breath. 
"An'--an' when is yoh a-goin', Miss 
Dilly ?" gasped Sam, who was the first 
to recover. 
"Not jest rightaway. He21stay hyah 
a week, to see his old friends," she said. 
"An'--thah's the train !" Then she 
broke down and began to tremble and 
cry. The women gathered about her 
and cried too, while they smoothed her 
hair and re-pinned her handkerchiefs. 
The men hurried down to meet the 
train. 
"What an occasion to-morrow']1 be!" 
panted Squire Barr. "It's nothin' short 

of providential that the Colonel shud 
come on this Christmas. Father Rug- 
gles hyah 'n all. The station kin give 
him a suitable reception. Ef the tur- 
keys only hold out! I count on you fob 
the coffee, Royall." 
"You kin. But it isn't victuals I'm 
keerin' fob, sah," said the Colonel, with a 
quaver of genuine feeling in his voice. 
"It's thet pore soul yonder. Goda- 
mighty hes sent her her Christmas gift, 
shore, ttyar's the train, gentlemen!" 
It rolled up the track, stopped. 
A short, heavy man, with gray hair 
and a kind, resolute face, came out on 
the platform. 
" Thet's him ! Thet's Jem !" shouted 
the Colonel. Then they all broke into a 
rousing cheer, pressing round him, wav- 
ing their hats, and shaking his hand, 
after the hearty Southern fashion. 
"She's up thah, Colonel," said the 
Squire. "Go right away up, sah. She's 
been waitin' a long time." 

TELL ME SOME WAY. 

By Lizette I/IZoodworth Reese. 

O, you who love me not, tell me some way 
Whereby I may forget you for a space; 
Nay, clean forget you and your lovely fce-- 
Yet well I know how vain this prayer I pray. 
All weathers hold you. Can I make the May 
Forbid her boughs blow white in every place ? 
Or rob June of her rose that comes apace ? 
Cheat of their charm the elder months and gray ? 
Aye, were you dead, you could not be forgot; 
So sparse the bloom along the lanes would be; 
Such sweetness out the briery hedges fled; 
My tears would fall that you had loved me not; 
And bitterer tears that you had gone from me; 
Living you break my heart, so would you dead! 
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By Robert Louis Stevenson. 

N that da35 I was sit- 
ring in my room a 
little before supper, 
when John Paul burst 
open the door with no 
civility of knocking, 
and told me there was 
one below that wish- 
ed to speak with the steward; sneering 
at the name of my office. 
I asked what manner of man, and 
what his name was; and this disclosed 
the cause of John's ill humor ; for it ap- 
peared the visitor refused to name him- 
self except to me, a sore affront to the 
major-dome's consequence. 
"Well," said I, smiling a little, "I 
will see what he wants." 
I found in the entrance hall a big man 
very plainly habited and wrapped in a 
seal cloak, like one new landed, as in- 
deed he was. Not far off Macconochie 
was standing, with his tongue out of his 
mouth and his hand upon his chin, like 
a dull fellow thinking hard; and the 
stranger, who had brought his cloak 
about his face, appeared uneasy. He 
had no sooner seen me coming than he 
went to meet me with an effusive man- 
ner. 
"My dear man," said he, "a thousand 
apologies for disturbing you, but rm in 
the most awkward position. And there's 
a son of a ramrod there that I should 
know the looks of, and more by token I 
believe that he knows mine. Being in 
this family, sir, and in a place of some 
responsibility (which was the cause I 
took the liberty to send for you) you 
are doubtless of the .honest party .9" 
"You may be sure at least," says I, 
"that all of that party are quite safe in 
Durrisdeer." 
"lIy dear man, it is my very thought," 
says he. "You see I have just been set 
on shore here by a very honest man, 
whose name I cannot remember, and 
who is to stand off and on for me till 
morning, at some danger to himself; 

and to be dear with you, I am a little 
concerned lest it should be at some to 
me. I have saved my life so often, Mr. 
--I forget your name, which is a very 
good one--that faith, I would be very 
loath to lose it after all. And the son 
of a ramrod, whom I believe I saw be- 
fore Carlisle . . ." 
"O, sir," said I, "you can trust hlac- 
conochie until to-morrow." 
"Well, and it's a delight to hear you 
say so," says the stranger. "The truth 
is that my name is not a very suitable 
one in this country of Scotland. With 
a gentleman like you, my dear man, I 
would have no concealments, of course ; 
and by your leave, Iq_l just breathe it in 
your ear. They call me 'rancis Burke : 
Colonel 'rancis Burke; and I am here 
at a most damnable risk to myself, to 
see your masters--if you'll excuse me, 
my good man, for giving them the name, 
for I'm sure it's a circumstance I would 
never have guessed from your appear- 
ance. And if you would just be so very 
obliging as to take my name to them, 
you might say that I come bearing let- 
ters which I am sure they will be very 
rejoiced to have the reading of." 
Colonel 'rancis Burke was one of the 
Prince's Irishmen, that did his cause 
such an infinity of hurt and were so 
much distasted of the Scots at the time 
of the rebellion; and it came at once 
into the mind, how the Master of Bal- 
lantrae had astonished all men by going 
with that party. In the same moment, 
a strong foreboding of the trnth pos- 
sessed my soul. 
"If you will step in here," said I open- 
ing a chamber door, "I will let my lord 
know." 
"And I am sure it is very good of 
you, Mr. What is your name," says the 
Colonel. 
Up to the hall I went, slow footed. 
There they were all three, my old lord 
in his place, Mrs. Henry at work by the 
window, Mr. Henry (as was much his 
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custom) pacing the low end. In the 
midst was the table laid for supper. I 
told them briefly what I had to say. 
My old lord lay back in his seat. Mrs. 
Henry sprang up standing with a me- 
chanical motion, and she and her hus- 
band stared in each other's eyes across 
the room; it was the strangest, chal- 
lenging look these two exchanged, and 
as they looked, the color faded in their 
faces. Then Mr. I-Ienry turned to me ; 
not to speak, only to sign with his fin- 
ger; but that was enough, and I went 
down again for the Colonel. 
When we returned, these three were 
in much the same position I had left 
them in ; I believe no word had passed. 
" My lord Durrisdeer no doubt?" 
says the Colonel, bowing, and my lord 
bowed in answer. "And this," contin- 
ues the Colonel, "should be the Master 
of Ba]]antrae ?" 
"I have never taken that name," said 
Mr. Henry; "but I am Henry Durie at 
your service." 
Then the Colonel turns to Mrs. I-Ienry, 
bowing with his hat upon his heart 
and the most killing airs of gallantry. 
"There can be no mistake about so fine 
a figure of a lady," says he. "I address 
the seductive Miss Alison, of whom I 
have so often heard ?" 
Once more husband and wife ex- 
changed a look. 
"I am Mrs. I-Ienry Durie," said she; 
"but before my marriage my name was 
Alison Graeme." 
Then my lord spoke up. "I am an 
old man, Colonel Burke," said he, "and 
a frail one. It will be mercy on your 
part to be expeditious. Do you bring 
me news of--of----" he hesitated, and 
then the words broke from him with a 
singular change of voice--" my son ?" 
"My dear lord, I will be round with 
you like a soldier," said the Colonel. 
"I do." , 
My lord held out a wavering hand; 
he seemed to wave a signal, but whether 
it was to give him time or to speak on 
was more than we could guess. At 
length, he got out the one word-- 
"good ?" 
"Why, the very best in the creation !" 
cries the Colonel. "For my good friend 
and admired comrade is at this hour in 
the fine city of Paris, and as like as not, 

if I know anything of his habits, he will 
be drawing in his chair to a piece 
of dinner.--Bedad, I believe the lady's 
fainting." 
Mrs. I-Ienry was indeed the color of 
death, and drooped against the window 
frame. But when Mr. Henry made a 
movement as if to run to her, she 
straightened with a sort of shiver. "I 
am well," she said, with her white lips. 
Mr. Henry stopped, and his face had 
a strong twitch of anger. The next 
moment he had turned to the Colonel. 
"You must not blame yourself," says he, 
"for this effect on Mrs. Durie. It is 
only natural; we were all brought up 
like brother and sister." 
Mrs. Henry looked at her husband with 
something like relief or even gratitude. 
In my way of thinking, that speech was 
the first step he made in her good 
graces. 
"You must try to forgive me, Mrs. 
Durie, for indeed and I am just an Irish 
savage," said the Colonel; "and I de- 
serve to be shot for not breaking the 
matter more artistically to a lady. But 
here are the Master's own letters; one 
for each of the three of you ; and tc be 
sure (if I know anything of my friend's 
genius) he will tell his own story with a 
better grace." 
I-Ie brought the three letters forth as 
he spoke, arranged them by their super- 
scriptions, presented the first to my lord, 
who took it greedily, and advanced to- 
wards /Irs. I-Ienry holding out the sec- 
ond. 
But the lady waved it back. "To 
my husband," says she, with a choked 
voice. 
The Colonel was a quick man, but at 
this he was somewhat nonplussed. "To 
be sure," says he, "how very dull of me ! 
To be sure." But he still held the 
letter. 
At last Mr. Henry reached forth his 
hand, and there was nothing to be done 
but give it up. Mr. Henry took the let- 
ters (both hers and his own) and looked 
upon their outside, with his brows knit 
hard as if he were thinking. I-Ie had sur- 
prised me all through by his excellent 
behavior ; but he was to excel himself. 
"Let me give you a hand to your 
room," said he to his wife. "This has 
come something of the suddenest; and 
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"But all the same," I could not help 
saying to my companion, "I would let 
no man run after me for any such prop- 
er purpose, and not give him his desire. 
It was a good jest, but it smells a trifle 
cowm'dly." 
He bent his brows at me. "I do 
pretty well," says he, "when I saddle 
myself with the most unpopular man in 
Scotland, and let that suffice for cour- 
"O, bedad," says I, "I could show 
you a more unpopular with the naked 
eye. And if you like not my company, 
you can ' saddle' yourself on some one 
else." 
"Colonel Burke," says he, "do not let 
us quarrel; and to that effect, let me 
assure you I am the least patient man 
in the world." 
"I am as lithe patient as yourself," 
said I. "I care not who knows that." 
"At this rate," says he, reining in, 
"we shall not go very far. And I pro- 
pose we do one of two things upon the 
instant : either quarrel and be done ; or 
make a sure bargain to bear everything 
at each other's hands." 
"Like a pair of brothers?" said I. 
"I said no such foolishness," he re- 
plied. "I have a brother of my own, 
and I think no more of him than of a 
colewart. But if we are to have our 
noses rubbed together in this course of 
flight, let us each dare to be ourselves 
like savages, and each swear that he 
will neither resent nor deprecate the 
other. I am a pretty bad fellow at bot- 
tom, and I find the pretence of virtues 
very irksome." 
"O, I am as bad as yourself," said I. 
"There is no skim milk in Francis 
Burke. But which is it to be .9 Fight 
or make friends .9" 
"Why," says he, "I think it will be 
the best manner to spin a coin for it. " 
This proposition was too highly chi- 
valrous not to take my fancy; and 
strange as it may seem of two well-born 
gentlemen of to-day, we spun a half- 
crown (like a pair of ancient paladins) 
whether we were to cut each other's 
throats or be sworn friends. A more 
romantic circumstance can rarely have 
occurred; and it is one of those points 
in my memoirs by which we may see 
the old tales of Homer and the poets 

are equally true to-day, at least of the 
noble and genteel. The coin fell for 
peace, and we shook hands upon our 
bargain. And tlmn it was that my com- 
panion explained to me his thought in 
running away from Mr. Stewart, which 
was certainly worthy of his political in- 
tellect. The report of his death, he 
said, was a great guard to him; Mr. 
Stewart having recognized him, had be- 
come a danger; and he had taken the 
briefest road to that gentleman's silence. 
"For," says he, "Alan Black is too vain 
a man to narrate any such story of him- 
self." 
Towards afternoon, we came down to 
the shores of that loch for which we 
were heading; and there was the ship 
but newly come to anchor. She was the 
Sainte-Marie-des-Anges, out of the port 
of Havre-de-Grace. The Master, after 
we had signalled for a boat, asked me if 
I knew the captain. I told him he was 
a countryman of mine, of the most un- 
blemished integrity, but, I was afraid, a 
rather timorous man. 
"No matter," says he. "For all that, 
he should certainly hear the truth." 
I asked him if he meant about the 
battle ? for if the captain once knew the 
standard was down, he would certainly 
put to sea again at once. 
"And even then !" said he ; "the 
arms are now of no sort of utility." 
"My dear man," said I, "who thinks 
of the- arms ? But to be sure we must 
remember our friends. They will be 
close upon our heels, perhaps the Prince 
himself, and if the ship be gone, a great 
number of valuable fives may be im- 
perilled." 
"The captain and the crew have lives 
also, if you come to that," says Ballan- 
trae. 
This I declared was but a quibble, 
and that I would not hear of the cap- 
tain being told; and then it was that 
Ballantrae made me a witty answer, for 
the sake of which (and also because I 
have been blamed myself in this busi- 
ness of the Sainte-Marie-des-Anges) I 
have related the whole conversation as 
it passed. 
"Frank," says he, "remember our 
bargain. I must not object to your 
holding your tongue, which I hereby 
even encourage you to do; but by the 
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same telms, you are not to resent my 
telling." 
I could not help laughing at this; 
though I still forewarned him vhat 
would come of it. 
"The devil may come of it for what I 
care," says the reckless fellow. "I have 
always done exactly as I felt inclined." 
As is well known, my prediction came 
true. The captain had no sooner heard 
the nevs, than he cut his cable and to 
sea again; and before morning broke 
we were in the Great Minch. 
The ship was very old ; and the skip- 
per although the most honest of men 
(and Irish too) was one of the least cap- 
able. The wind blew very boisterous, 
and the sea raged extremely. All that 
day we had little heart whether to eat 
or drink;went early to rest in some 
concern of mind ; and (as if to give us 
a lesson) in the night the wind chopped 
suddenly into the northeast, and blew a 
hurricane. We were awaked by the 
dreadful thunder of the tempest and the 
stamping of the mariners on deck; so 
that I supposed our last hour was cer- 
tainly come ; and the terror of my mind 
was increased out of an measure by Bal- 
lantrae, who mocked at my devotions. 
It is in hours like these that a man of 
any piety appears in his hue light, and 
we find (what we are taught as babes) 
the sman trust that can be set in world- 
ly friends. I would be unworthy of my 
religion if I let this pass without partic- 
ular remark. For three days we lay in 
the dark in the cabin, and had but a bis- 
cuit to nibble. On the fourth, the wind 
fen, leaving the ship dismasted and 
heaving on vast billows. The captain 
had not a guess of whither we were 
blown;he was stark ignorant of his 
trade, and could do naught but bless 
the Holy Virgin : a very good thing too, 
but scarce the whole of seamanship. It 
seemed our one hope was to be picked 
up by another vessel ; and if that should 
prove to be an English ship, it might be 
no great blessing to the Master and my- 
self. 
The fifth and sixth days we tossed 
there helpless. The seventh, some sail 
was got on her, but she was an unwieldy 
vessel at the best, and we made little 
but leeway. All the time, indeed, we 
had been drifting to the south and west, 

and during the tempest must have 
driven in that direction with unheard- 
of violence. The ninth dawn was cold 
and black, with a great sea 1running, and 
every mark of foul weather. In this sit- 
uation, we were overjoyed to sight a 
sman ship on the horizon, and to per- 
ceive her go about and head for the 
Sainte-Maie. But our gratification did 
not very long endure ; for when she had 
laid to and lowered a boat, it was imme- 
diately fined with disorderly fenows, 
who sang and shouted as they pulled 
across to us, and swarmed in on our 
deck with bare cutlasses, cursing loudly. 
Their leader was a honible villain, with 
his face blacked and his whiskers curled 
in ringlets:Teach, his name; a most 
notorious pirate. He stamped about the 
deck, raving and crying out that his 
name was Satan and his ship was called 
Hell. There was something about him 
like a wicked child or a half-witted per- 
son, that daunted me beyond expres- 
sion. I whispered in the ear of Ballan- 
trae, that I would not be the last to 
volunteer, and only prayed God they 
might be short of hands ; he approved 
my purpose with a nod. 
"Bedad," said I, to Master Teach, 
"if you are Satan, here is a divil for 
ye." 
The word pleased him; and (not to 
dwell upon these shocking incidents) 
Ballantrae and I and two others were 
taken for recruits, while the skipper and 
all the rest were cast into the sea by the 
method of walking the plank. It was 
the first time I had seen this done ; my 
heart died within me at the spectacle ; 
and Master Teach or one of his acolytes 
(for my head was too much lost to be 
precise) remarked upon my pale face in 
a very alarming manner. I had the 
strength to cut a step or two of a jig and 
cry out some ribaldry, which saved me 
for that time; but my legs were like 
water when I must get down into the 
skiff among these miscreants ; and what 
with my horror of my company and fear 
of the monstrous billows, it was all I 
could do to keep an Ixish tongue and 
break a jest or two as we were pulled 
aboard. By the blessing of God there 
was a fiddle in the pirate ship, which I 
had no sooner seen than I fell upon; 
and in my quality of crowder, I had the 



702 THE MASTER OF BALLANTRAE. 

heavenly good luck to get favor in their 
eyes. Crowding Pat was the name they 
dubbed me with; and it was little I 
cared for a name so long as my skin was 
whole. 
What kind of a pandemonium that 
vessel was, I cannot describe, but she 
was commanded by a lunatic, and might 
be called a floating Bedlam. Drinking, 
roaring, singing, quarrelling, dancing, 
they were never all sober at one time; 
and there were days together, when 
if a squall had supervened, it must have 
sent us to the bottom, or if a king's 
ship had come along, it would have 
found us quite helpless for defence. 
Once or twice we sighted a sail, and if 
we were sober enough, overhauled it, 
God forgive us! and if we were all too 
drunk, she got away, and I would bless 
the saints under my breath. Teach 
ruled, if you can call that rule which 
brought no order, by the terror he 
created;and I observed the man was 
very vain of his position. I have known 
marshals of France, ay, and even High- 
land chiefs that were less openly puffed 
up; which throws a singular light on 
the pursuit of honor and glory. Indeed 
the longer we live, the more we perceive 
the sagacity of Aristotle and the other 
old philosophers ; and though I have 
all my life been eager for legitimate dis- 
tinctions, I can lay my hand upon my 
heart, at the end of my career, and de- 
clare there is not one--no, nor yet life 
itse--which is worth acquiring or pre- 
serving at the slightest cost of dignity. 
It was long before I got private speech 
of Ballantrae ; but at length one night 
we crept out upon the boltsprit, when 
the rest were better employed, and com- 
miserated our position. 
"None can deliver us but the saints," 
said I. 
"My mind is very different," said Bal- 
lantrae ; "for I am going to deliver my- 
self. This Teach is the poorest creature 
possible; we make no profit of him and 
lie continually open to capture; and," 
says he, "I am not going to be a tarry 
pirate for nothing, nor yet to hang in 
chains if I can help it." And he told 
me what was in his mind to better the 
state of the ship in the way of discipline, 
which would give us safety for the pres- 
ent, and a sooner hope of deliverance 

when they should have gained enough 
and should break up their company. 
I confessed to him ingenuously that 
my nerve was quite shook amid these 
horrible surroundings, and I durst scarce 
tell him to count upon me. 
"I am not very easy frightened," said 
he, "nor very easy beat." 
A few days after, there befell an acci- 
dent which had nearly hanged us all; 
and offers the most extraordinary pict- 
ure of the folly that ruled in our con- 
cerns. We were all pretty drunk: and 
some bedlamite spying a sail, Teach put 
the ship about in chase without a glance, 
and we began to bustle up the arms and 
boast of the horrors that should follow. 
I observed Ballantrae stood quiet in the 
bows, looking under the shade of his 
hand; but for my part, true to my 
policy among these savages, I was at 
work with the busiest and passing Irish 
jests for their diversion. 
"Run up the colors," cried Teach. 
"Show the --s the Jolly Roger !" 
It was the merest drunken braggado- 
cio at such a stage, and might have lost 
us a valuable prize ; but I thought it no 
part of mine to reason, and I ran up the 
black flag with my own hand. 
Ballantrae steps presently aft with a 
smile upon his face. 
"You may perhaps like to know, you 
drunken dog," says he, "that you are 
chasing a king's ship." 
Teach roared him the lie ; but he ran 
at the same time to the bulwarks, and 
so did they all. I have never seen so 
many drunken men struck suddenly 
sober. The cluiser had gone about, 
upon our impudent display of colors ; 
she was just then filling on the new tack ; 
her ensign blew out quite plain to see ; 
and even as we stared, there came a puff 
of smoke, and then a report, and a shot 
plunged in the waves a good way short 
of us. Some ran to the ropes and got 
the Sarah round with an incredible swift- 
ness. One fellow made for the rum 
barrel, which stood broached upon the 
deck, and rolled it promptly overboard. 
On my part, I made for the Jolly Roger, 
struck it, tossed it in the sea; and could 
have flung myself after, so vexed was I 
with our mismanagement. As for Teach, 
he grew as pale as death, and inconti- 
nently went down to his cabin. Only 
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twice he came on deck that afternoon ; 
went to the taffrail ; took a long look at 
the king's ship, which was still on the 
horizon heading after us; and then, 
without speech, back to his cabin. You 
may say he deserted us; and if it had 
not been for one very capable sailor we 
had on board, and for the lightness of 
the airs that blew all day, we must cer- 
tainly have gone to the yard-arm. 
It is to be supposed Teach was hu- 
miliated, and perhaps alarmed for his 
position with the crew ; and the way in 
which he set about regaining what he 
had lost was highly characteristic of 
the man. Early next day, we smelled 
him burning sulphur in his cabin and 
crying out of "Hell, hell !" which was 
well understood among the crew, and 
filled their minds with apprehension. 
Presently he comes on deck, a perfect 
figure of fun, his face blacked, his hair 
and whiskers curled, his belt stuck full 
of pistols; chewing bits of glass so that 
the blood ran down his chin, and brand- 
ishing a dirk. I do not know if he had 
taken these manners from the Indians 
of America, where he was a native; but 
such was his way, and he would always 
thus announce that he was wound up to 
horrid deeds. The first that came near 
him was the fellow who had sent the 
rum overboard the day before; him he 
stabbed to the heart, damning him for a 
mutineer; and then capered about the 
body, raving and swearing and daring 
us to come on. It was the silliest exhi- 
bition; and yet dangerous too, for the 
cowardly fellow was plainly working 
himself up to another murder. 
All of a sudden, Ballantrae stepped 
forth. "Have done with this play- 
acting," says he. "Do you think to 
frighten us with making faces ? We 
saw nothing of you yesterday when you 
were wanted; and we did well without 
you, let me tell you that." 
There was a murmur and a movement 
in the crew, of pleasure and alarm, I 
thought, in nearly equal parts. As for 
Teach, he gave a barbarous howl, and 
swung his dirk to fling it, an art in which 
(like many seamen) he was very expert. 
"Knock that out of his hand!" says 
Ballantrae, so sudden and sharp that 
my arm obeyed him before my mind 
had understood. 

Teach stood like one stupid, never 
thinking on his pistols. 
"Go down to your cabin," cries Bal- 
lantrae, "and come on deck again when 
you are sober. Do you think we are 
going to hang for you, you black-faced, 
half-witted, ch-unken brute and butcher ? 
Go down!" And he stamped his foot 
at him with such a sudden smartness 
that Teach fairly ran for it to the com- 
panion. 
"And now, mates," says Ballantrae, 
"a word with you. I don't know if you 
are gentlemen of fortune for the fun of 
the thing; but I am not. I want to 
make money, and get ashore again, and 
spend it like a man. And on one thing 
my mind is made up : I will not hang if 
I can help it. Come : give me a hint ; 
I'm only a beginner! Is there no way 
to get a little discipline and common 
sense about this business ?" 
One of the men spoke up : he said by 
rights they should have a quartermaster ; 
and no sooner was the word out of 
his mouth, than they were all of that 
opinion. The thing went by acclama- 
tion, Ballantrae was made quartermas- 
ter, the rum was put in his charge, laws 
were passed in imitation of those of a 
pirate by the name of Roberts ; and the 
last proposal was to make an end of 
Teach. But Ballantme was afraid of a 
more efficient captain, who might be a 
counterweight to himself, and he op- 
posed this stoutly. Teach, he said, was 
good enough to board ships and frighten 
fools with his blacked face and swear- 
ing; we could scarce get a better man 
than Teach for that ; and besides, as the 
man was now dis-considered and as good 
as deposed, we might reduce his propor- 
tion of the plunder. This can-ied it; 
Teach's share was cut down to a mere 
derision, being actually less than mine ; 
and there remained only two points: 
whether he would consent, and who was 
to announce to him this resolution. 
"Do not let that stick you," says Bal- 
lantrae ; "I will do that." 
And he stepped to the companion 
and down alone into the cabin to face 
that drunken savage. 
"This is the man for us," cries one of 
the hands. "Three cheers for the quar- 
termaster!" which were given with a 
will, my own voice among the loudest, 



" The bleak, dangerous sea-surroundings that made these acts of piracy far the most revolting." 

VOL. IV.--75 



70(; THE MASTER OF BALLANTRAE. 

world, in no business that I have tried, 
do the profits rise to a man's expecta- 
tions. We found many ships and took 
nany; yet few of them cont:fined much 
noney, their goods were usually nothing 
to our purpose--what did we want with 
a cargo of ploughs or even of tobacco ?- 
and it is quite a painful reflection how 
many whole crews we have made to 
walk the plank for no more than a stock 
of biscuit or an anker or two of spirit. 
In the meanwhile, our ship was grow- 
ing very foul, and it was high time we 
should make for our port de carrnage, 
which was in the estuary of a river 
among swamps. It was openly under- 
stood that we should then break up and 
go and squander our proportions of the 
spoil ; and this made every man greedy 
of a little more, so that our decision was 
delayed from day to day. What finally 
decided matters was a trifling accident, 
such as an ignorant person might sup- 
pose incidental to our way of life. But 
here I nmst explain : on only one of all 
the ships we boarded, the first on which 
ve found women, did we meet with any 
genuine resistance. On that occasion, 
we had two men killed, and several in- 
jured, and if it had not been for the gal- 
lantry of Ballantrae, we had surely been 
beat back at last. Evexywhere else, the 
defence (where there was any at all)was 
what the worst troops in Europe would 
have laughed at; so that the most dan- 
gerous part of our employment was to 
clamber up the side of the ship ; and I 
have even known the poor souls on board 
to cast us a line, so eager were they to 
volunteer inatead of walking the plank. 
This constant immunity had made our 
fellows very soft, so that I understood 
how Teach had made so deep a mark 

upon their minds ; for indeed the com- 
pany of that lunatic was the chief dan- 
ger in our way of life. The accident to 
which I have referred was this. We had 
sighted a little full-rigged ship very close 
under our board in a haze; she sailed 
near as well as we did--I should be 
nearer truth if I said near as ill; and 
we cleared the bow-chaser to see if we 
could bring a spar or two about their 
ears. The swell was exceeding great; 
the motion of the ship beyond descrip- 
tion; it was little wonder if our gun- 
nets should fire thrice and be still quite 
broad of what they aimed at. But in the 
meanwhile the chase had cleared a stern 
gun, the thickness of the air concealing 
them ; nd being better marksmen, their 
first shot struck us in the bows, knocked 
our two gunners into mince meat, so 
that ve were all sprinkled with the 
blood, and plunged through the deck 
into the fore castle, where we slept. 
Ballantrae would have held on ; indeed 
there was nothing in this contretemps to 
affect the mind of any soldier; but he 
had a quick perception of the men's 
wishes, and it was plain this lucky shot 
had given them a sickener of their trade. 
In a moment they were all of one mind ; 
the chase was drawing away from us, it 
was needless to hold on, the Sarah was 
too foul to overhaul a bottle, it was 
mere foolery to kee l) the sea with her ; 
and on these pretended grounds, her 
head was incontinently put about and 
the course laid for the river. It. was 
strange to see what merriment fell on 
that ship's company, and how they 
stamped about the deck jesting, anal 
each computing what increase had come 
to his share by the death of the two 
gunners. 

(To be continued.) 



THE LION OF THE NILE. 

A MYSTERY OF CHAMPIONSHIP. 

WHELPED on the desel sands, and desel-bred 
From dugs whose sustenance was blood alone-- 
A life translated out of other lives, 
I grew the king of beasts: the hurlJcane 
Leaned like a feather on my royal fell; 
I took the Hyrcan tiger by the scruff 
And tore him piecemeal; my hot entrails laughed, 
And my fangs yemed for prey. Earth was my lair; 
I slept in her waste places without fear; 
I roamed the jungle depths with less design 
Than e'en to lord their solitude; on crags 
That cringe from lightning--black and blasted fronts 
That crouch beneath the wind-bleared stars, I told 
My heart's fiition to the universe, 
And all night long, roaJng my fierce de-, 
I tlnlled the wilderness with aspen ten'ors, 
And challenged death and life. 
Still near to man-- 
For to his miracles and teeming proofs 
I felt my presence kindred--'round his homes 
In the hushed dusk I prowled, and harmed him not. 
I came by night to where Cephrenes' slaves 
Had left their tools, building his pyramid-- 
The deposition of immortal longings 
Against the fate of change,--not less of those 
Who served the guiding mind and found therein 
Their own accomplishment. I saw red lights, 
.knd horses numberless--the -o'ld was won! 
The world was late: Hephmstion he was dead, 
And stars regretful crossed the revelry 
Of Alexander, drunk in Btbylon. 



Hid in the musky shadows, above Thebes, 
I heard the stoutest of the truculent three 
To whom the knives of Bltus and the rest 
Tlparted Cesar's world, with Ptolemy's daughter 
At midnight on the low and loitering Nile, 
Cry "Kiss me, Egypt!" there beneath the stars,- 
And cj "All else is but an interlude 
To the great play of Love!" I heard her gibing: 
"She smiled--Octavia, when you told her this ?" 
The fighter bit his lip: "Thou namest our wife 
And Cesar's sister: less we wish her not, 
Tor will not for the ealh--nay, not for thee!"-- 
I might have sprung upon them as they passed, 
Yet would not, but the low and luted waves 
Aud amaranth boughs to the far Nubian hills 
Resounded the up-roar of my approval; 
A shout replied, lights gleamed, and hurrying feet 
Romped the low deck, urging the barge ashore. 
I lingered, for the spell was on my being; 
A horse charged on me, and a barbSd spear 
Stung in my flank; I leaped on the tame brute 
And clutched him quivering till he fell and died, 
Entranced as of the greatness that effaced him; 
Then, with my fore foot spming, back I glared 
(While all the sprites of Art took note of me), 
Till a quick shaft out of the fated hand 
Pierced eye and brain, and, all my sense confused, 
I breathed my heedless force into the ground,- 
Yet not, at last, until the cygnus down 
Of a queen's palm lay soothing on my side, 
And a queen's lips had sighed reproachfully, 



"Were I Antonius I could name a name!"- 
"JuLIus 1" he murmured" and they mused apart. 

Aye--I had many names, and many forms. 
'Twas I that, upright, hehned in beaten brass-- 
My beard half-reft, plucked of my trenchant claws, 
And in their stead a weltering cut-and-thrust, 
Strode through Coioli gates and heard them clang 
Between me and all aid :--one taunt I breathed 
Toward Tiber's spawn without, who failed my leading, 
Then single-handed fenced the Voices back, 
And cut my way to Rome. And other time" 



Hmnan I stood upon the raked arena 
Beneath the pennants of Vespasian, 
While seried thousands gazed--strangers from Caucasus, 
Men of the Grecian isles, and Barbary princes, 
Who sw not that I fought the counted'part 
Of that I had been--the raptori,l jaws, 
The arms that wont to crush with strength alone, 
The eyes that glared vindictive. Fallen" there, 
Vast wings upbore me; from the treacherous peaks 
Whose avalanches swirl the valley mist 
And whehh the Alpine cottage, to the crown 
Of Chimborazo, on whose changeless jewels 
The torrid rays recoil with ne'er a cloud 
To swathe their blistered steps, I rested no, 
But preyed on all that ventured from the earth, 
An outlaw of the heavens. But evermore 
Would death release me to the jungle shades, 
And there came forth my Samson locks again 
In the old walks and ways, till 'scapeless fate 
Won me as ever to the haunts of men, 
Luring my lives with battle and with love. 
Was that in dream ? Nay, rather this the dream: 
That these of ancient heart and widest mould, 
And deepest life and patience, now conspire 
To make this reminiscent verse a phase 
Of the world's championship.--Let be what may. 
The gods are drea T as the worshippers: 
As the wide cycles tire they too have changed. 
laint 'neath its newest garb of charity 
Flutters the heart divine in these last years, 
And low the pm])le trails, and justice soops 
To mercy weaker than the sin forgiven; 
Yet the patrician pride, the red disdain 
Self-sustenant--more gracious in its scorning 
Than e'er, alas! Christ-love in piteous tears, 
Remembers me on the Judean banners, 
O'er lands Levantine rampant without peer: 
The shuddering wilds grew firm; the haggard cliffs, 
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Where conscience flings her troubled victims down, 
Caught peace from my sane eyes; e'en vulgar life, 
That knows no other boast, was great through me. 
And still my worship lives in longing hearts, 
Human or brute or bird--for these are one 
In love and longing, as my sphinxes know 
That couch beside the brooding of the Iiver. 
Many are the altars but the flme is one- 
Of every hell the misery is fear, 
And every heaven is mockery but mine. 
Is thy tongue blunter than the Spartan mob's-- 
Thy thick breast-muscle hungry for hot blows ? 
Feelest thou in crowds the catamountin crouch 
That longs to leap among the heads 'o the throng, 
Or worst thy way through threatening contumely? 
Doth thy pulse, rushing through the pose of Ajax, 
Confront the lurid blood of the strong gods 
As one with them at last-and one with Him, 
The longest wing in heaven, the deepest crown, 
Who, ever-vanquished, fighting as he falls, 
Still proves himself immortal with the good ? 
Lo! It is Imthe Lion of the Nile- 
The mystery of the winged human bl"ute 
Couchant--the co spin'it of the world. 

N order to find the man who above all 
others gave an impflse in the right di- 
rection to the new art of the Christian 
world, who created an epoch in art, we 
must go behind the mgnificent pagan- 
isms of Michael Angelo, behind Raphael 
and Da Vinci, to him who revealed the 
true path to a consummation of which 
he was but the beginning, to Sandro 
Botticelli. Before him Giotto, Fra Fi- 
lippo, and the earlier maste had been 
content to express a wonderfully sincere 
and deeply pious feeling in a stiff and 
strictly conventional manner, the pat- 
rons for whom they painted being chief- 
ly holy people, monks and nuns, asking 
nothing in their artistic darkness save 
that the feeling of sacrifice and sorrow, 
the individual property of their faith, 
should be plainly shown; and while 

nothing can be more powefful than 
their representation of the sufferings of 
the Saviour and the saints, distantly 
based upon the most sad and ascetic 
faces of the monks whom they saw 
about them, and nothing more beautiful 
at times than their artless conceptions, 
however falsely expressed, of the Ma- 
donna and her attendant angels, yet 
from an rtistic point of view they left 
more undone than they accomplished. 
With Botticelli came a new and grand 
era- retaining all that his predecessors 
had shovn of true feeling, he accen- 
tuated a thousandfold their ideas of 
celestial beauty and purity, and he first 
saw the necessity of giving a more 
hthful form to he symbols by which 
the ideas of Christianity were to be ex- 
pressed ; to him then blongs the glory 



712 

SANDRO BOTTICELLI. 

of having completed the art, of having 
added truth to feeling. This great step, 
this almost discovery, unseen and un- 
sympathetic critics have attributed not 

him far away from any religious feeling, 
and lost him in a maze of heathen gods 
and goddesses and unutterably beauti- 
ful allegorical conceptions. 

/ 
to him but to others whose paths were 
thus made easy. How easy it was then 
for a Filippino, a Ghirlandajo, or a Ra- 
phael to arise, and how much better if 
Michael Angelo had listened more to 
the devout and simple lessons of Chris- 
tianity which Botticelli taught, in the 
creation of his Christian works, instead 
of being blinded by Greek beauty and 
the perfections of pagan art, which led 

No man, however great, can paint as 
did Botticelli, without the living and 
ever-present belief in the truths of Chris- 
tianity. Iu this feeling he sought what 
was to him the purest and most perfect 
type of womanly beauty, idealizing and 
elevating it by his art and sincerity into 
what has becone, even to scholarly unbe- 
lievers of the nineteenth century, one of 
the most sacred symbols of a compara- 
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then disguise his soul. Botticelli's tem- 
perament, so judged, shows him to have 
been of the highest artistic nature--im- 
pulsive, pious almost to fanaticism (his- 
tol:y tells us he was one of the 1)iagnone 
of Savonarola)--and to have possessed 
an overwhelming love of the beautiful. 
In him there was no power of apostolic 
rebuke; he inspires no feeling of terror, 
nor portrays the hysterical hol-or of 
the crucifixion. I-Ie points out the "prim- 
rose path" to Heaven, and wins by gen- 
tleness. I-Ie chose for his theme the 
most tender of all the doctrines of his 
faith, a subject most commonly painted 
by all that brilliant concourse of (Jinque- 
centists before and after him; yet never 
in any manner was his conception ap- 
proached by any of them. His creations 
of the Madonna are more perfect in 
piety, more Christian in sentiment, and 
more truthful in detailed perfection than 
uny the world has ever seen, and al- 
ways painted with an originality and 
freshness characteristic of only the great- 
est of masters. 
There was never a question in his 
work ; he instinctively avoided the com- 
monplace ; no matter with what fidelity 
he attempted to present nature, animate 
or inanimate, his temperament made it 
easy for him to render it with the ap- 
propriate sentiment. His genius was of 

the best order, and his place in art 
should be in the rare atmosphere of the 
greatest heights; but he speaks in so 
gentle a note, in such quiet tones, that 
only the gifted can hear them. While 
he lived he was at one time called the 
moat considerable painter of Florence, 
and yet he died in poverty, dependent 
upon the bounty of his patron. Like a 
true artist he had no time for the com- 
monplace things of life, and though his 
work was widely sought, he was often 
idle for a long time, knowing that when 
the creative faculty is weaT, work is but 
an unworthy sham. 
Even in his Florence to-day, in the 
great 1)itti gallery, one of his most sin- 
cere and perfect works hangs in an ob- 
scure coer, while all down that succes- 
sion of splendid rooms, in the centre of 
the walls, and in the best and quietest 
lights, hang the works of Del Sarto and 
Raphael and their inferiors. But in the 
English National Gallery, where ten 
years ago Botticelli's Madonna was hang- 
ing high up and in obscurity, it is to- 
day enshrined upon a screen, in the best 
place in that magnificent gallery, and is 
admired by thousands. This incident is 
evidence of the return to true art under 
the influence of the "New Renaissance " 
--that of the latter half of the nineteenth 
century. 

BE KIND TO THYSELF. 

By E. S. Martin. 

CoEs the message from above-- 
"As thyself, thy neighbor love." 
With myself so vexed I grow-- 
Of my weakness weary so, 
Easier may I tolerate 
My neighbor than myself not hate. 

Take not part of thee for whole. 
Thou art neighbor to thy soul; 
The ray from Heaven that gilds the clod 
Love thou, for it comes from God. 
Bear thou with thy human clay 
Lest thou miss the heaven-sent ray. 
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By Lester 14/allach. 

THIRD PAPER." 

I HAVE frequently been asked, both 
by interviewing people and by my 
friends, what my method of study 
is, almost every actor having a nethod ; 
and apropos of this there comes in an 
anecdote about Macready. I-Ie always 
objected to a redundancy of gesture, 
and once said to my father : "My dear 
Wallck, you are nturally graceful; I 
am not. I know that in gesture I do 
not excel, and fcial expression is what 
I principally depend upon. In fact, I 
absolutely make Mrs. Macready tie my 
hands behind my back and I practise 
before a large glass and watch the 
face." My father replied: "Well, Ma- 
cready, I suppose that is all very good, 

but did you ever try it with your leg. 
tied .9" 
But in answer to this question which 
has been so often asked concerning my 
method of study, I may say that the first 
thing is to get a thorough knowledge of 
the play. At first I generally studied 
the other parts even a little more than 
I thought of my own ; and when I came 
to my own I studied it scene by scene 
to get the words perfect. I did not 
think so much of what I was going to 
do with them until I got them so cor- 
rectly that I could play with them in 
two or three different ways. Having 
one scene in my head I would go to the 
next, there, being perhaps two or three 
scenes in one act. I would then go to 
work to perfect the first act as a whole. 
lIy first thought was to try to get the 
author's meaning; to pay that respect 
which was his due by carefully following 
his text. Having done that, I worked 
on the different modes of expressing the 
author, picked what I thought was best, 
etc., and then put that act by. Suppose 
we had four acts, for instance ; I would 
then study the second after the same 
fashion, and so on, using the same 
method all through with the four. 
studied alone, of course, at first; but 
when I thought myself sufficiently au 
fait I would get Mrs. Wallack, or one of 
my sons, to hear me in the part, and then 
play it in two or three different ways 
in order to see how it affected them. 
While I was perfect in the room, the 
moment I got upon the stage at rehearsal 
the positions, uses of furniture, etc., in- 
terrupted all this. The use of these 
had to be blended properly with what 
I had done before. With a chair here 
and a table there, and the footlights here 
and the audience there, I had to study 
how all this could be worked in so as to 
make as perfect an ensemble as possible. 
I do not know the systems of other- 
artists, but that was mine. Of course, 
after all this preparation, when I came 
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so, and I was so. There never was, in 
my opinion, a raconteur, from Charles 
Lamb or Theodore Hook, down to Gil- 
bert h Becket or H. J. Byron or Thack- 
eray or Dickens, or any of these men 
who spoke and told anecdotes at a din- 
her-table, there never was one of them 
that was not conscious that he was go- 
ing to be funny. He may have made 
a mistake and missed it sometimes; 
but as a rule he enjoyed the story with 
the audience. Tragedy and comedy 
are very different. If a man is playing 
a serious part he is wrapped up in it, to 
the utter exclusion of the audience ; but 
the moment the comedian has uttered 
his first line, and the laugh comes, there 
is a sort of en rapport between himself 
and the audience, and the thing must go. 
It is a matter which Charles Mathews 
and I very often made the subject of our 
conversutions, of which we had a great 
many, and he thoroughly agreed with 
me. I said to him : "low, Charles, sup- 
pose yomelf in one of those great parts 
in which no one can approach you; do 
you mean to say you play as well with a 
dull audience as with a bright one ?" 
"No," he replied, "it is out of the ques- 
tion to play if the audience don't go 
with you. You cannot play a part with 
spirit ; and for me it is simply impossi- 
ble." 
A comedian can never forget his audi- 
ence as much as a tragedian can. I am 
giving merely the experience of one 
comedian, but I know perfectly well it 
is the feeling of many. I know that 
John Gilbert would say the same, and 
that Blake felt the same. If I am study- 
ing in my room a serious part I become 
very intense, and do not think of the ap- 
plause; but if I am studying a comic 
part I want to feel the fun myse---then 
I feel sure of my audience. In fact, to 
sum the matter up, the actor wants the 
audience in comedy a great deal more 
than in a tragic part. 
He must never, however, appear to 
be conscious of his clothes. Take a 
man like Montague, for instance; he 
was charming in trousers and coat and 
"cigarette parts," vore the dress of our 
day with the ease of a thorough gentle- 
man; but put him in costume and he 
was gone, miserably conscious that he 
was awkward and out of place, low 

Mr. Bellew, on the other hand, is bet- 
ter in doublet and hose. His appear- 
ance is romantic, he is naturally grace- 
ful, and the costume of other days suits 
him admirably. Apropos of this I must 
tell you of (he elder William 'arren, 
who was the greatest old-man com- 
edian I ever saw. Vhen Boucicault 
wrote "London Assurance," his audi- 
ences had never seen Mr. 'arren in any- 
thing but knee breeches, silk stockings, 
diamond buckled shoes, and so on. His 

.:7 
Montague. 

friends thought he could never play 
Sir Harcourt Courtly, but he went to 
Stultz, the great tailor then--the 1)oole 
of the day--and ordered the most cor- 
rect style of modern costume. His 
dressing was absolutely perfect, and 
his manner was as perfect as his dress. 
One would suppose that he had never 
worn anything but frock-coat and trou- 
sers or an evening dress all his pro- 
fessional life. Sir Harcourt should be 
made up exactly as a young man. La- 
ter actors have made it too evident to 
the audience that they wear a great 
bushy wig. Farren was faultless in the 
part, the veritable elderly young man of 
real life, the man who had left off taking 
snuff because it was not the young thing 
to do at all; the man to be seen daily, 
even yet, in White's and at the club win- 
dows. 
Talking of "London Assurance," I 
remember standing behind the scenes 
at the Haymarket one night during the 
run of Bulwer's "Money," then at the 
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very zenith of its first and great suc- 
cess, when someone came hurrying in 
and announced, "An enormous hit at 
Covent Garden ! The third act is over 

C. W. Couldock. 

and it is tremendous; if the other two 
acts go in the same way it is an im- 
mense go." This was "London Assur- 
ance.'" I saw it the second night. It was 
really the first time that the perfection of 
the modern boxed-in scenery was dis- 
played to the public. It was most beau- 
tifully done; I can see the.whole thing 
now, the scenes and everything. It was, 
as I have said, something quite novel, and 
was, of course, a great success. When 
the curtain went down on the first act, 
the first night, there was dead silence. 
It is a very ineffective ending, and the 
scene was simply an ante-room, in which 
there was no chance for very great dis- 
play ; but when the curtain rose on the 
second act, the outside of "Oak Hall," 
there was an enormous amount of ap- 
plause, and that act went with the most 
perfect "snap." The audience was in 
good humor from the moment of the en- 
trance, as Lady Gay, of that most per- 
fect actress, Mrs. Nisbit, for whom Bouci- 
cault wrote the part. He describes her 
as the seventh daughter of an earl, the 
baby of the family, married to a man 
considerably older than herself. Mrs. 
Nisbit's tall, lovely figure, her baby face, 
her silvery laugh, carried the whole 
house; while the contrast with Keely, 
who was the original Dolly, was deli- 
cious. He was a country squire of about 
forty yearn of age, dressed to perfec- 
tion in his top-boots, etc. The fault of 
all later Dollys is that they are made 

to look and act too young. The first 
cast of "London Assurance" was a won- 
derful one throughout, even to the actor 
who played Cool, Mr. Brindal, and to 
the afterward celebrated Alfred Wigan, 
who played Solomon Isaacs and had 
about four words to say. That ensemble 
was one of the most perfect I ever saw. 
It had for that time a very great run, 
and it built up the dechning fortunes of 
Covent Garden. 
As to what Brougham had to do with 
the play, I have heard Charles Mathews 
on the point, I have heard Boucicault 
on the point, and I have heard John 
Brougham himself on the point. There 
is very little doubt that Brougham first 
suggested the idea;and there is no 
doubt that he intended the part of Daz- 
zle for himself. Charles Mathews was 
the original Dazzle. So far as I know, 
Mr. Brougham, for a certain sum of 
money, conceded to Mr. Boucicault his 
entire rights in the comedy. John was 
far less officious in the matter than his 
friends were. They invented all sorts 
of tales; but there ,s no question that 
the success of the whole thing was due 
to Mr. Boucicault, to his tact and clever- 
ness, and to the brilliancy of his dia- 
logue. The speech we technically call 
"the tag" of the play was written for 
Max Har/away, and of course was con- 

.--. .... ..; . -. j 
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Sara Stevens. 

sistent with the character of the honest 
old Squire, but Farren insisted upon 
speaking it. Here is this old man, this 
Sir Harcour Courtly, who has been try- 
ing all the time to impress upon every- 
body what a virtuous thing vice is, who 
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has been plotting to run away with his 
friend's wife, who has all through been 
showing that he is a man totally with- 
out principle, making this very moral 
speech at the end. They represented 
to him that it was inconsistent, but he 
insisted upon it. Boucicault, who was 
a young man just rising, felt flattered as 
a young author to have all these great 

p e o p 1 e acting 
his play, and was 
not in a position 
to do what he 
would certainly 
do now, say "I 
won't have it ;" 
and consequent- 
ly had to give  
to Farren. 
On one oeca- 
was in a very 
bad way, and 
when hey were 
making engage- 

ments for the next season, larren was 
asked if he would not, in consideration 
of the poor business, come down a little 
in his salary. He said : "Certainly not, 
sixs ; Mr. Jones and all these people can 
be replaced, there are others in the mar- 
ket ; but suppose for a moment, if you 
please, the market to be a fish-market, 
that you must have a cock-salmon, and 
that there is but one cock-salmon to be 
had. You will have to pay for the cock- 
salmon. Now, gentlemen, in this market 
I am the cock-salmon !" 
Therefore Mr. Farren, who really was 
unrivalled at that timo as the lead- 
ing comic old-man actor of certain parts 
that required certain gifts, a certain 
manner, etc., can-ied his point. There 
'as no appeal from him at all; if they 
wanted to keep him they had to give 
him what money he asked, and also let 
him do what he liked with the parts he 
acted. He was known as "The Cock- 
salmon" as long as he lived. 
When Lord Lytton wrote "Money" 
my father was engaged in the Hay- 
market Theatre, and was acting with 
lIacready. One day he came to the 
house and said : "Jack, here is a great 
chance for you. You can read ' Money,' 
the play which they say is going to 
out-celebrate ' The School for Scandal.' 

They want to ring me into it, but I do 
not see anything in it I can do." When 
I had read the manuscript I exclaimed, 
"Good Heavens, it will take three weeks 
to play it once through." It was terri- 
bly long, and certainly it would have 
taken a good six hours. My father said : 
"Macready and Bulwer want me to play 
Captain Dudley Smooth. I have read the 
part but have not read the play, so you 
can tell me what you think of it." Well, 
I sat up all night over it, and felt it a tre- 
mendous compliment to have a chance 
to read the comedy which was to set 
the whole town on fire. My father then 
read the play and told Sir Edward and 
Iacready that he could not see himself 
n the part, and that he was perfectly 
sure he could not do it justice. Mac- 
ready said : "Will you let me read the 
part to you as I conceive it ?" My father, 
of course, consented, and Macready came 
to the house for that purpose, and when 
he had finished my father said: "I can 
see the merit of the part, but I do 
not see the merit of Mr. Wallack in it. 
Do you think Sir Edward would allow 
me to make a suggestion ?" Macready 
said he thought so, and my father con- 
tinued: "You have the very man for 
the part in the theatre--Wrench." The 
result was that Wrench was the orig- 

inal Smooth and 
played it adnir- 
ably. The first 
night the piece  :- "-" 
audience uneon- " . 
scionably long, . : 
and some of the  ..... """ ..... ' 
very scenes that ;: ....... +.+,...; , , 
afterward be- " 
-, 
came most cele- 
brated and most .  ., _. ,' 
liked were hiss-  /,/ . > . 
ed. I do not ,", //.... 
knowwhy; prob- "  ' 
ably it may have soo o,,. 
been because of 

Sir Edward's personal or political ene- 
mies who were in the house, or perhaps 
the audience flought it too bold a de- 
parture from the old style. At all events 
there was a good deal of doubt about its 
success. But it was continued; people 
got used to it; Mr. Webster pushed it, 
and the consequence was that it began to 
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grow popular after about the twentieth 
night, and it was destined to enjoy a long 
or great run. Years afterward, when 
Macready was in this country, he was 
asked to play the part of Alfred Evelyn, 
and he was reported to have replied, "I 

Tom Taylor. 

will not play that damned 'walking gen- 
tleman' any more." 
There are very few people now living, 
strange to say, who remember much of 
Mucready's acting. I do not know why, 
because it is not so long ago that he re- 
tired, but I think that some description 
of his style and method would be inter- 
esting here. 
I was struck one day at rehearsal by 
a little altercation, although not a very 
ill-natured one, between two members 
of my company, one a ldy and the 
other a gentleman. The lady sid: 
"Mr. Wallack, may I request Mr. 
Blunk not to reply too quickly upon the 
ends of my speeches. I turned to him 
and said: "Do not be quite so quick in 
your cues." He replied: "I see what 
you mean, Mr. Wallack, but I have not 
been used to these Macready pauses." I 
was puzzled to know what was meant by 
"Macready pauses," but the thing passed 
by, only to occur again when another 
gentleman of my company, who was re- 
lating an anecdote, said: "Well, she 
made one of those ' Macready pauses,'" 
and then I began to think seriously 
what the phrase might mean, and on the 
next occasion, which was the third time 
I had heard it, I said : "Stop," my 

tience being rather exhausted; "what 
do you mean by 'Macready pauses ?' 
All you people, who 1rove never seen 
Mr. Macready, but have merely heard 
of him as an eminent tragedian, seem 
to have a ridiculous idea about this; 
tell me what you mean by 'Macready 
pauses ?'" They replied : "Well, we 
have always heard that phrase used, 
Mr. Wallack." I replied that Mr. Mac- 
ready was no more given to making un- 
necessary pauses tlmn any other actor I 
ever knew, and that if he did make a 
pause there was a purpose in it, a mean- 
ing and a motive, which was always 
evident by its effect on the audience. 
There never was a man more effective 
than Mr. Macready, and in certain of 
his famous parts, since acted by other 
eminent artists, I have never seen any- 
body to equal him. Sir Frederick Pol- 
lock gives no idea of his acting at all. 
He does not show where Macready 
made his great effects, lIacready, if 
he was anything in the world, was a 
student, and a great characteristic of 
his acting vas that he was always in 
earnest ; he never was guilty of what is 
called playing to his audience. The 
eider Kean sometimes did this; but 
Macready never. His eye and his heart 
and his mind and his feeling were al- 
ways with the author, always what the 
French call en scene. I remember in  
play called "ina Sforza," in which 
Miss Faucit and my father supported 
him, one speech of his that greatly im- 
pressed me. His profile was toward 
the house as he stood fcing the actor 
upon the stage ; and looking directly at 
his enemy he uttered the most bitter of 
speeches as an aside, making his au- 
dience understand fully that what he 
seemed to speak he only thought. I 
do not remember any other actor who 
could have accomplished this as he did 
it. He had a marvellous command of 
voice. His even-speaking, in its way, 
was the most melodious I ever heard. 
In a whirlwind of passion I have known 
many voices more powerful and quite 
as effective, but I remember nothing in 
really classical acting nearly so beau- 
tiful as Macready in what we used to 
call "even-speaking." In this piece of 
"Nina Sforza" my father played a part 
called Raphael Doria. The drama was 



MEMORIES OF THE LAST FIFTY YEARS. 72'/ 

two weeks. Then she bethought her of 
the "American Cousin," and she cast 
lIr. Blake for Binney the Butler, Mr. 
Couldock for Abel Mztrcot, Sara Stev- 
ens for Mary Meredith, Mr. Sothern for 
Lord Dundreary, with Mr. Jefferson, of 
course, for Asa Trenchard. Blake posi- 
tively refused the part of Binney. Soth- 
ern, on looking over Lord Dundreary, 
found it was a part of forty or fifty 
lines, a sort of second old man ; at least 
that was the view he took of it, and he 
went to Miss Keene, laid it upon her 
desk, and told her that he absolutely de- 
clined to play it. "You engaged me for 
Mr. tester Wallack's parts, and I can- 
not possibly consent to undertake a 
thing of this sort." Miss Keene did not 
know what to do ; she thought the play 
was a weak one, and she wanted all her 
best talent in it, though Sothern was not 
considered a great man then. Finally 
she appealed to his generosity, and asked 
him to do this thing as a mere matter of 
-loyalty to her. At last he said, "Well, 
Miss Keene, I have read the part very 
carefully, and if you will let me'gag' 
it and do what I please with it I will 
undertake it, though it is terribly bad." 
Miss Keene said, "Do anything you like 
with it, only play it," and then Sothern 
set about to think how he should dress 
it. That was a time when the long 
frock-coat was in fashion--a coat that 
came down almost to the heels and was 
made like what is now called an Albert 
coat; a coat that Punch took hold of 
and caricatured unmercifully. It hap- 
pened that Brougham had borrowed from 
me the coat in which I had played a part 
called .he Debilitated Cousin in "Bleak 
House," and with true Irish liberality, 
and without thought that it was the 
property of somebody else, he generously 
lent it to Sothern ; and that was the 
garment in which Sothern first appeared 
as Lord Dundreary. Jefferson was the 
star, but as the play went on, week after 
week, Asa Trenchard became common- 
place, and up came Lord Dundreary. 
Sothern added every night new "gags;" he 
introduced the reading of Brother Sam's 
letter, etc., until at last nothing else was 
talked of but Lord Dundreary. After 
Sothern had worn it pretty well out here 
he went to London. On the first night 
"Our American Cousin" made such a 

dead fiasco at the Haymarket that Buck- 
stone put up a notice in the greenroom : 
"Next Thursday: 'She Stoops to Con- 
quer.'" Charles Mathews, who wa in 

E. A. Sothern. 

front, went behind and said, "Buckstone, 
you push this piece." "But it is an of- 
fence to all the swells." "Don't you be- 
lieve it," replied Mathews ; "you push it, 
and it will please ghem more than any- 
body else." Buckstone was induced to 
give it further trial, and the consequence 
was four hundred consecutive nights 
Sothern told me that Buckstone cleared 
thirty thousand pounds by it. 
During my long career I have natu- 
rally been brought into contact with 
some of the most interesting men of my 
own profession and of the world at 
large. I saw a great deal, for instance, 
of Samuel Lover when he was in Amer- 
ica in 1848. He was advertised to ap- 
pear at the Broadway Theatre, and when 
he attempted to play in his own piece, 
"The White Horse of the leppers, '' he 
was certainly the most frightful'nervous 
man I ever saw in my life. There was 
a great house because of the ntural 
curiosity to see the poet in his own play. 
He was a very intimate friend of my 
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Mr. Wallack at " Elmsmere," his Country Home at Stamford, Conn., July, 18E8. 

I'll do my scene as the hape between the 
hacts, and we'll drav a lot of money." 
At last Conway lost all patience and re- 
torted- "Sir, I have endured the ups 
and downs of life in my time, I have 
met with various indignities, I have been 
appreciated and slighted, I can stand a 
great deal, but Calo and a ring-tailed 
monkey--never !" 
When Thackeray was here on his last 
visit I was presented to him, at the old 
theatre, at the cmer of Broome Street 
and Broadway. I thought him, with his 
VOL. IV.77 

great height, his spectacles, which gave 
him a very pedantic appearance, and his 
chin always carried in the air, the most 
pompous, supercilious person I had ever 
met ; but I lived to alter that opinion, and 
in a very short time. He saw the play, "A 
Cure fr the Heartache," in which Blake 
and I played Old Rapid and Young 
Ra#id. When the pieee was over Mr. 
Blake and I went into the greenroom 
and were introdueed to Thaekeray by 
my father, who knew him intimately in 
London. I remember his saying : "I 
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attacks, and could not accept. After wait- 
ing a long time for Thackeray at last 
there came a ring at the bell, nd the 

me wish you a pleasant evening with 
the Wallacks, .and let me ask you to ac- 
cept this little gift as a remembrance 

. 
. 

John Gilbert. 
(From a painting by J. Alden Weir.) 

waiter brought up a large parcel and a 
note from hin to say that a letter he had 
received compelled him to pack up as 
quickly as possible and start for England 
bv the first steamer, and he added : "By 
tle time you receive this, dear William, "I 
shall be almost out of the harbor. Let 

of the many, many pleasant days and 
nights we have passed together." The 
gift was a beautiful silver vase. I nev- 
er saw Thackeray again, but our short 
and intimate association is one of the 
most delightful reminiscences of my 
life. 
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was heard, no body was seen, no life was 
saved. 
"Could they have got ashore ?" 
"Impossible," said the man of the 
lantern ; "I looked for them the moment 
we went over. They must have got un- 
der the boat and gone down immedi- 
ately. They are drowned as surely as I 
am soaked." 
The next day that part of the lake 
was dragged, with no success; but a 
river was its inlet and a river its outlet, 
and there were strong currents ; and it 
was decided that the bodies had been 
swept away. 

IIo 

THREE bad men lived on Cripplegate 
Hill. One was tall and the others were 
short ; one was dark and the others were 
fair ; whatever one was, the others were 
not, except that all were wicked--of 
that there could be no doubt. This rep- 
utation was not so much due to what 
people knew about them as to what was 
unknown. Honesty needs no mystery, 
and these men were strange characters 
certainly, as may be judged from the 
following authentic account of their ar- 
rival and residence in the neighbor- 
hood. 
Nearly opposite Mr. Trumper's pub- 
lic house there had been a large, square 
brick building of many windows, unoc- 
cupied for many years, which of course 
was said to be haunted, like all other 
gloomy houses without mortal tenants. 
One day a thick fog settled down on 
Cripplegate Hill ; it was a busy day for 
Trumpet, for men came running in 
every few minutes, to drive the fog out 
of themselves on the displacement prin- 
ciple ; and just after dark a man reeled 
into the public room with his teeth 
chattel-ing as much from fear as cold. 
"Vhat's the matter, John?" said 
jolly Tom Trumper ; "seen a ghost ?" 
"You can laugh," said the man sul- 
lenly ; "but I've heard one." 
"I thought ghosts were silent. Where 
did you hear him, Johnny ?" 
"At the house across the way. Tom 
Trumper, you know that nobody has 
been in that place for going back as far 
as you can remember. Well, coming 
by just now, if I didn't hear a window 

slammed in that empty house, you'd 
better ve me no more to drink " 
"That's all right, John," said Mr. 
Trumper ; "you can't tell the direction 
of sounds in a fog. Everybody knows 
that." 
"I don't," said John, shaking his 
head. 
Mr. Trumper was awakened from a 
sound slumber that night by a touch 
upon his shoulder. He started up, 
blinking sleepily, and found his wife 
standing shivering by the bedside. 
"What's the matter ? house afire ?" 
he said, uttering his greatest dread 
first. 
"Thomas," said Mrs. Trumper, "I 'm 
afraid." 
"What is it, then ?" said her hus- 
band, waking up rapidly now. 
"John Ridley was right; the ghosts 
are walking in that house to-night." 
"Nonsense ; go to bed ; rats, more 
likely," said Mr. Trumper. 
"Look, Thomas, look! do rats carry 
candles?" and sure enough, the fog 
having lifted and Mr. Trumper being 
able to overlook the street from his po- 
sition in bed, he saw lights flitting from 
the windows of the brick house. He 
rubbed his eyes, but it was no delusion. 
Gradually he made out a man's tall fig- 
ure, very thin, with clothes hanging 
loose about him, and a face that seemed 
almost covered with black hair. Then 
a window was opened, a shutter closed 
with a loud noise, and he saw no more. 
Mr. Trumper was startled, it must be 
owned, but he owed his reputation of a 
wise man, in the neighborhood, to a cer- 
tain gift of common sense, and he was 
not to be frightened into a belief in any 
supernatural agency. 
"There wasa fog all day," he thought 
to himself, " and some people have 
moved in under its cover, and a precious 
queer lot they must be;" and having 
reassured his wife with this view of the 
case, he went to sleep again. 
But if he expected to have his curi- 
osity gratified next morning he was 
doomed to disappointment, for no signs 
of occupants were visible about the 
house across the way. Throughout the 
day the new tenants were the great 
topic of discussion, and even the cause 
of some excitement, but all surmises 
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were equally unsatisfactory. Nobody 
stirred from the house until the follov- 
ing morning, when a young man having 
the appearance of a valet sauntered out 
carelessly, made some market purchases, 
received them at the door when they ar- 
rived ; and this daily routine was carried 
on for aboht six months, without vari- 
ation, and about the house nobody but 
this young man, who admitted that his 
name was Crow, was seen. Shutters 
were kept tight closed at night, ar.d 
when any of the tradespeople ventured 
to question Crow, they met either a cold 
stare and silence or some evasive or 
jocular answer that but increased the 
mystery. All bills were promptly paid, 
however, so the tradesmen had no cause 
of financial complaint. 
But after the first uix months mat- 
ters began to change. Occasionally 
upon very dark nights other figures 
than that of Crow were observed to is- 
sue forth from the portal of the brick 
house:sometimes the tall man alone, 
sometimes with two shorter, fairer men. 
The most inquisitive neighbors kept a 
sort of watch and remarked that these 
strange beings never went out before 
ten at night, and sometimes returned 
as late as two in the morning. Then it 
began to be breathed about that they 
were evil-doers of some kind ; the dark, 
tall man had been seen under a street- 
lamp by a workman returning home, who 
testified that his face was one of the 
most terrible he had ever seen. 
Nine months passed; it was summer 
now, and one night after the public 
house was closed Tom Trumper, being 
troubled with sleeplessness, rose quiet- 
ly, slipped on his coat and trousers, and 
tried a pipe at the open window with- 
out disturbing his wife or lighting the 
gas. A far-off rattle coming nearer told 
of the approach of a carriage. To his 
great astonishment it turned finally into 
the street he looked upon almost as his 
personal property, and with a last clatter 
and dash drew up at the house opposite. 
All was seemingly dark; but no, the 
door swung open without the necessity 
of a knock, and the tall ma.n stood in 
the light shining out from the hall for 
a moment before he re-entered; then 
Crow ran out and, with another man 
who descended from the carriage, seened 

to be lifting some burden and carrying 
it carefully into the house. Mr. Trum- 
per strained his eyes until they seemed 
to be starting from his head ; he could 
not be sure, but the burden certainly 
resembled a woman's fom. Sleepless 
before, his mind was tingling with 
wakefulness now, and for an hour he 
sat at the open window, determined not 
to stir until he had seen the end of this 
very strange proceeding. He would 
have greatly liked to dare go down and 
talk with the driver, who sat at his post 
apparently half asleep, but to this he 
was hardly equal. Though not a timid 
man, the incomprehensibleness of his 
neighbors put him rather in awe of them. 
At last, when he began to feel the mo- 
notonous silence very depressing, the 
door of the brick house was thrown 
open with violence, and Trumper started 
to his feet, for a woman's scream rang 
out upon the quiet night, and a female, 
bare-headed, clothed in some material 
of light color, was seen to pass out and 
dart down the street with great rapid- 
ity. The figures of two men followed 
in quick pursuit, and as the), with their 
longer sh-ides neared her, she screamed 
again and again, until, quite coming up, 
they threw a cloak or some dark object 
over her. She was rapidly brought 
back to the car-iage, placed in it, and 
driven off at a gallop. The tall man re- 
entered the house, and the door closed, 
leaving Mr. Trumper standing spell- 
bound, with perspiration on his fore- 
head in beads. 
The following evening as John Ridley 
the printer, Hart the stationer, old Mr. 
Eagle, who lived on his income, and sev- 
eral other steady customers were sitting 
in the public room over their ale, dis- 
cussing exhausted topics, Mr. Trumper 
sat silent, with restrained but conscious 
importance. Hart, who in his business 
capacity of stationer and bookseller had 
picked up fragments of learning, was 
enlightening the company with anec- 
dotes of some genius, not badly re- 
counted and not always spoiled for want 
of an addition or so from the stores of 
his own imagination. 
"Oh, the loneliness of great minds," 
remarked Mr. Trumper, when he thought 
Hart had monopolized public attention 
long enough. 
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"Ah?" said John Ridley; "what 
makes you think so ?" 
"Think so," said Mr. Trumper; "I 
know so. I've felt it many times." Hart 
ungraciously conceded his audience, and 
smoked in silence while Mr. Trumper 
spoke again. 
"Gentlemen," said he, "we have of- 
ten discussed the mysterious goings on 
over there," jerking his thumb in the 
direction of the brick house ; "but last 
night I saw something, I won't say what, 
which showed me plain enough there is 
much that is wrong. I do not say," said 
Trumper, mysteriously, "where it may 
all end, but rye reason not to be sur- 
prised if it went farmeven so far as 
murder." 
"It's none of our business if it does," 
said Hart, still smarting over Trumper's 
having taken the conversation away 
from him. 
"Maybe not," retorted Mr. Trumper ; 
"but wotfld you see a man's pocket 
picked and not speak because it wasn't 
your business; or see a man set upon 
by five or six roughs without lending a 
helping hnd ?" 
"I you're not satisfied, why don't 
you report the case to the police ?" said 
Hart. 
"I spoke to Bradley of the force, and 
he laughed at me and said the people 
were quiet enough. He didn't look on 
'em as a suspicious lot, and I had no 
real complaint to make." 
"I think he's lght," said Hart; "you're 
inquisitive, Trumper, that's where it is." 
"Well, if I was as young as some of 
you men," said Mr. Trumper, his face 
growing redder, "I'd find out what is 
going on behind those blinds." 
"Oh, you would," cried Hart, laugh- 
ing. 
"I would," said Trumper, with dig- 
nity. 
"I don't believe you could," said Hart ; 
"you're not cut out for a detective, 
Trumper. You haven't got tact for it ; 
you're too fat. I believe you haven't 
the courage to do it." 
"Since you set me on, Hart," cried 
Trumper, growing imprudent in his an- 
ger, "I'll bet you twenty pounds that 
within a month I am on the inside of 
the brick house and find out what those 
people are up to." 

"Done," said Hart, who was, if the 
truth be told, very inquisitive himself. 
"A fair bet," Mr. Eagle announced; 
"I'll hold the stakes." 

"The first thing," thought Mr. Trum- 
per to himself the next day, "will be 
to discover where these people pass 
their time until midnight and later." 
So he kept a pretty constant watch dur- 
ing the evening, and about nine per- 
ceived the two fair complexioned men 
starting out together. He clapped on 
his hat and coat and followed them at 
a convenient distance. As they passed 
under a street-lamp he saw that some- 
thing white had been dropped by one ; he 
picked the object up and found it a white 
handkerchief with the initials H. B. in 
a corner; but by the time he had con- 
cluded his inspection of this trophy, his 
men had disappeared around a corner, 
and all his looking and running to and 
fro to find them proved ineffectual. "I 
see I'm but a green hand at this busi- 
ness," said Mr. Trumper, retracing his 
steps. 
The evening wore on ; all the visitors 
had gone, and Trumper was sitting alone 
in the public room, when, hearing foot- 
steps outside, he started to the window 
and saw the fair-haired men just enter- 
ing the house. Behind them, a hundred 
paces or so, he remarked another man, 
but as this seemed a stranger he took 
no further notice, and returning to his 
seat sought with closed eyes some clue 
to the solution of the mystery of his 
neighbors. When he opened them again 
after a few moments hlr. Trumper, to 
his astonishment, discovered that he was 
not alone. His companion was a man, 
small and dark, with a sly look of the eye, 
and not badly dressed. 
"Well," said Trumper, angrily, "what 
do you want ?" 
"Not much," said the stranger, laying 
his hand on a bottle. "I'll help myself," 
and he did so with evident satisfaction. 
"I was just walking along the street," 
he said, "when I met two of the finest 
looking men I ever saw. They look like 
brothers, and went into the lrge house 
opposite." 
"Do you know them ?" exclaimed 
Trumper, eagerly. 
"It seems to me I have seen them,  
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said the stranger, with a sly look ; "but 
my memory for faces is so bad that I 
cannot be sure. If you will kindly let 
me know the name, it may assist." 
"I don't know the name," said Trum- 
per. 
"No ? that's very strange ; I suppose 
they're new comers then ?" 
"Not at all ; been here nearly a year." 
"You surprise me, my dear sir; you 
are an enigma. Pray explain yourself." 
The stranger was such a seductive 
fellow that Trumper gave him informa- 
tion without intending to, yet perhaps 
expecting some in return. He told of 
the curiosity of the neighbors, the 
strange way these men acted, and indeed 
all except the adventure of the woman. 
The stranger seemed more than inter- 
ested, but when he became satisfied that 
Trumper woldd tell nothing more, he 
bade him a pleasant good-night and ran 
to the nearest telegraph office and sent 
a message bearing strongly upon Mr. 
Trumper's communications. 
Two days elapsed before Mr. Trumper 
saw his neighbors again ; it was once 
more in the evening about nine that the 
man who had dropped the handkerchief 
emerged from the house, and in a mo- 
ment our friend was in pursuit. He 
followed to the busy parts of town and 
on into the aristocratic dwelling quar- 
ter. Here before a celain house the 
man paused and remained in contem- 
plation for some moments, after which he 
went nearer and approached his face to 
the window of the ground-floor room, 
then hastened away, while Trumper as 
rapidly as possible took his place at the 
window. He looked in upon a pleasant 
room with two occupants : one a young 
man, the other elderly, both sitting at a 
table with some steaming beverage be- 
fore them. Upon the table lay the frag- 
ments of a shattered glass, and the two 
gentlemen were staring at the window 
and at Mr. Trumper through it with 
such peculiar intensity that he came to 
the conclusion they had already discov- 
ered his predecessor. Mr. Trumper 
therefore hastened away, and he often 
said afterward that he had never seen a 
face so terrified as that of the young 
man who sat at the table with the broken 
glass in front of him. 
To Trumper's .annoyance he found 

that during his visit to the window his 
man had again given him the slip ; there 
was nothing to be done but to return 
home disgusted with his neighbors, him- 
self, and his slow progress. As he was 
turning into his own street, chancing to 
look ahead he perceived the fair-haired 
man just entering the brick house. The 
door closed behind him, and Mr. Trum- 
per remained for a moment staring up at 
the impenetrable black windows. 
He thought his adventures at an end 
for that night ; he had no idea that they 
were only just begun, and that it was 
destined he should not go to bed before 
dawn. 

SIR. JoHn CRoss., M.P., of consider- 
able reputation as a rising member of 
the House, had the misfortune to be 
left a widower at the time his daughter was 
ten years of age. Involved in a multitude 
of public affairs, he yet did not neglect 
to provide for his little girl's future wel- 
fare and happiness ; he furnished suit- 
able companions, learned preceptors, and 
luxuries and amusements to a proper 
degree. As she grew to a marriageable 
age and more beautiful each year, he 
stole time from affairs of state to cast 
about his eyes critically for a husband 
in whom would be combined the ad- 
vantages of manly virtues, wealth, and 
social position. And to whom should he 
incline favorably if not to young Craven, 
a relative of his, a sort of cousin to his 
daughter, a man of dashing appearance, 
insinuating manners, and clever abilities? 
It is a striking iistance of the way we 
sometimes overlook those near us and 
see only those who are further away, 
that the yolmg man had never presented 
himself to the Rising Member's mind as 
a possible suitor until he one day saw 
his name in the newspaper, upon which 
he immediately said : "How could I have 
overlooked Francis Cven ? He must 
be invited to dinner." The paragraph 
in the newspaper related to an unfor- 
tunate accident by which two uncles of 
Craven had come to their death and he 
to their fortune. 
It is true that ugly mors had been 
heard of the yotmg man's wild courses, 
but Mr. John Crosse thought it no dis- 
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grace not to be a milksop if only one 
would settle down after marriage. And 
so young Craven was invited to a din- 
ner, then to another, then to suppers, 
to theatre parties (as soon as he had re- 
covered from the shock of his uncles' 
deafl ; indeed he had a very rapid re- 
covery) and all sorts of parties, and really 
was made as much of as though he had 
been an ambassador from a Continental 
power. It is not to be imagined that a 
young man of his shrewdness could 
long be blind to the object of the Rising 
Member's diplomacy; whatever Craven 
was (and many people said he was much 
that he should not have been), nobody 
accused him of being asleep; but al- 
though he was quite alive to the ma- 
trimonial net, he yet quietly allowed it 
to be slipped over him; for was not 
Mr. Crosse a Rising Member ? was his 
wealth not as great and was his daugh- 
ter not as beautiful, as accomplished, as 
could be desired by the most ambitious 
of young men ? Thus the two gentle- 
men talked the matter over in metaphors 
they both understood perfectly well, 
until John Crosse believed his darling 
scheme achieved and rubbed his hands 
over his success. And in this moment 
of victory an unlooked-for obstacle pre- 
sented itself : Amelia Crosse, the hither- 
to meek and obedient, displayed a will 
of her own, which had lain dormant and 
unsuspected all her life, and declared 
that young Craven was not the man of 
her choice--as though that had anything 
to do with the question in this century. 
We do not mean to say that she openly 
rebelled or threatened to run away with 
the buffer or drown her lovely self in 
the Serpentine, but she appealed to her 
father in her soft graceful way, with 
perhaps not a few tears, to save her from 
that dreadful man for whom she had al- 
ways felt, if she had not expressed, the 
utmost detestation ; whom she knew to 
be a hypocrite, and thought might be 
worse. Now John Crosse in his politi- 
cally conservative fashion did care for his 
daughter; her tears worried him; her 
unhappiness bewildered him; how she 
could be unhappy or tearful over such a 
brilliant match he was at a loss to un- 
derstand ; but he declared to himself 
that he would not strangle his little girl's 
affections or marry her against her will. 

With this statement he deluded himself 
and her. Probably he did not realize 
how seldom he abandoned a project he 
had once conceived ; in this case abandon- 
ment of the siege merely meant that he 
would not take the citadel by ston, but 
would retreat a little, go into comforta- 
ble quarters, and wait for time to stalwe 
and freeze such occupants as natural af- 
fection and old-fashioned ideas of mar- 
riage out of his daughter's heart, upon 
which he might take possession peace- 
ably. 
But Mr. Crosse had an enemy whom 
he had not included in his calculations, 
and as this is not a love story, he will 
not appear in person in these pages. 
The poor child Amelia had seen him, 
we will not inquire where, and her ten- 
der heartstrings had twined so tightly 
around his image (he was poor, she knew, 
but working hard to win fame and fort- 
une before he dared to ask her to share 
his lot) that all Craven's arts and the 
Rising Member's gentle but unflinching " 
persuasions were powerless to loosen 
them again; and so the siege went on, 
quietly enough, with no force or storm 
or bluster, but the enemy's lines were 
always there, ever drawing closer, and 
as time passed Amelia's face grew pale. 
And one day news was brought to our 
little friend from many sources that the 
man she loved was down, that the world 
was trampling him under foot, that he 
could never hold up his head again, 
beaten in the struggle--do you think 
she would have surrendered him for 
that ? But the news was also that he 
was untrue to her, that she, being far 
away, was forgotten and replaced; to 
be sure these reports were soon contra- 
dicted and disproved, at least so far as 
faithlessness was concerned, but, alas! 
too late. For before Amelia knew the 
truth, in her sorrow and despair she had 
promised to be Frank Craven's wife. A 
few days later what would she not have 
given to recall that hasty word? But 
she loved her father; he had spread news 
of his joy ; she felt she could not break 
his heart, and so determined to accept 
and bury her sorrow. 
And t]aus tears and laces and remorse 
and satins were jumbled together as 
usual, and the day before the wedding 
came, and as Amelia was sitting in her 
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boudoir alone with her trouble, her 
maid said that a gentleman desired to 
speak but a word with her. She en- 
tered the little reception room listlessly, 
and found a little old gentleman with 
the hackneyed combination of a bald 
head, kind expression, and gold specta- 
cles. He said but a few words, in a 
quiet voice; it was an exasperating 
mystel:y to Jane, who happened to be 
glancing through the keyhole at the 
moment, what could cause lVIiss Amelia 
to start up so suddenly and then to fall 
down so that her head would have 
struck the chimneypiece had not the 
little old gentleman caught her in his 
arms;and Jane wondered more still, 
when, as soon as the old gentleman had 
sprinkled water in her face, rubbed her 
hands, and restored her and taken his 
departure, Miss Amelia, in a state of 
repressed excitement, called out for the 
brougham to be brought around imme- 
diately. And Jane was still more tanta- 
lized when she learned from James that 
he had driven Miss into a queer, musty, 
legal part of town; "blessed if he'd 
hever driv a lady there before." 
And it may be added that Jane, and 
James too, would have been still more 
mystified could they have followed their 
mistress up three gloomy flights of stairs 
and there, in a dingy room full of books, 
seen her, with the little gold-spectacled 
gentleman as witness, throw herself into 
the arms of a gentleman who was de- 
cidedly of too matured an age to be mis- 
taken for Somebody, but who certainly 
resembled the fair-haired gentlemen, 
Mr. Trumper's neighbors. 
This was an eventful day. It was in 
the evening of this day that John Crosse, 
M.I., and his son-in-law that was to be 
sat drinking their wine cosily after din- 
ner. The gentlemen were in great good 
humor, and bandied wit and jokes in a 
most lively and diverting way. The 
Rising Member proposed the health of 
the bride. With a flushed and animated 
face Craven rose to the toast, and in a 
few words added a pretty tribute to her 
beauty and talents, and lifted the glass 
to his lips, but as he was about to drink 
his face turned white and the glass 
dropped from his fingers. John Crosse 
clapped a hand to his back. "Vhat's 
the matter, Frank ? Are you ill? What 

do you see ?" Catching the young man's 
fixed expression at the window of the 
room, he looked there, too, and saw-- 
nothing. 
Craven fell back breathless in his 
chair. As his color returned he tidied 
to smile and said : "By Heaven, sir, my 
nerves are unstrung. I thought I saw 
a ghost ;" but he never once took his 
eyes from the window. 
In a moment appeared Mr. Trumper's 
face at the same window; they both 
saw this time, and Craven gave a kind 
of gasp. The head vanished, and John 
Crosse rushed across the room and 
threw open the sash. There was nobody 
in sight; but Frank Craven still sat 
upon his chair pale and trembling. 

IV. 

W. left Mr. Trumpet staring up at 
the windows of the brick house, annoyed 
and discouraged. It was not the loss 
of the twenty pounds he cared for ; he 
could well afford that; but he knew 
what an amount of ridicule he would be 
called upon to endure in consequence 
of a failure, lrobably Hart was correct 
in his statement that Trumpet was not 
"cut out" for a detective. It is true he 
had not displayed any deep ingenuity 
thus far in his adventures. 
A gust of wind blew up the silent 
street, causing shutters and windows to 
rattle and Mr. Trumper to clap a guard- 
ing hand to his hat. Then as he was 
turning away he perceived that the door 
of the brick house could not have been 
tightly closed, for the wind had blown 
it slightly open again. Our worthy 
fliend trembled, perhaps not with de- 
light--he would have scorned to call it 
fear--but with nervous excitement. His 
chance had come at last, and he quietly 
went up the steps and applied his eye 
to the aperture. He perceived that 
there was a small vestibule and an inner 
door, but this was open also, and the 
hallway beyond was dimly lighted by 
a candle. At the far end of the hall 
a bightly lighted room was seen. 
Trumper's heart beat rapidly ; two steps 
inside the door would afford him a bet- 
ter view of the room. Should he take 
them ? He felt his courage rise with the 
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excitement; he stepped noiselessly in- 
side ; and hardly had he done so, when 
there came another gust of wind and a 
sudden draught, the candle in the hall 
was extinguished, and the outer door 
blown to vith a loud noise, and jovial 
Tom Trumpet, with the cold perspira 
tion on his forehead, found himself 
caught in the enemy's country. The 
noise of the closing door alarmed those 
within ; Tlmper heard footsteps, and a 
strident voice crying out, "Who is there ? 
Crow, did you shut that door ?" 
Then a few words spoken in a lower 
voice, and the candle was relighted. He 
crouched down in the darkest corner of 
the vestibule and scm-cely breathed. 
Somehow he knew that that strong 
grating voice belonged to the man with 
the black beard, and it struck terror to 
his soul. Somebody said presently, in 
a milder tone: "I must have failed to 
close the door behind me, and it blew 
to when Crow opened the vindow. 
There is the mystery explained." 
"I shall make sure it is closed now," 
and the tall man strode into the vesti- 
bule, turned a knob, and pushed a bolt, 
allowing poor Trumper to observe that 
the lock was of a complicated pattern 
impossible for him to open ; then rattled 
the door and said grimly that it would 
blow to no more that night. 
Had he turned to the left in leaving, 
Trumper must surely have been discov- 
ered, but he wheeled to the right and 
saw no one in the dark corner. He 
went away with the others to the room 
at the far end of the hall, this time 
taking the candle with him, and Ir. 
Trumper had an opportunity to recover 
his presence of mind, which had sadly 
deserted him. 
What an awful situation for an honor- 
able public-house keeper, much respect- 
ed and revered in the community, to be 
discovered in--hiding and dodng 
around strange houses in the dark ! The 
thought almost renewed his panic, but 
gradtmlly Mr. Trumper's stolidity of 
temperament prevailed, and he reflected 
that his wager must be won ; that he was 
now actually in the house, so that half 
its conditions were fulfilled; that his 
cttriosity was more biting than it had 
ever been, and that no such opportunity 
of gratifying it would be likely to occur 

again. He rose, for he was becoming 
cramped trying to reduce himself to 
half his natural size. He saw that the 
hallway was quite dark and the room 
beyond quite light; a few steps might 
solve the mystery; his object once at- 
tained and the people of the house 
asleep, he could escape by a window on 
the ground floor if not able to unlock 
the door. The temptation was strong, 
and Mr. Trumper was now bold. He 
ventured;took step after step toward 
the light along the dark hallway; one 
more would have given him a clear view 
of the room, when--the hall-door bell 
rang. Ir. Trumper's knees trembled 
again ; the position now was even moro 
embarrassing than before. It was too 
late to retreat to the vestibule. He 
heard people moving; they were com- 
ing; a door was open on his right; he 
dashed through it as Crow entered the 
hall with a lamp. The room into which 
he came was dark but for the light from 
this lamp. Trumper perceived a sofa 
and plunged behind it. Gracious Heav- 
ens ! somebody was already there ; no, 
it was only a cat, that, startled, poor 
creature, by Trumper's avoirdupois, 
dashed away. Meantime the hall door 
was opened and new voices were heard, 
a woman's among them, Trumper 
thought..He listened intently, fright- 
ened as he was. They were going up 
the stairs; his curiosity was again ar- 
dent ; his position commanded a view of 
a small section of the stairs. He raised 
his eye above the sofa, and sure enough 
he beheld a female figure being led up 
the stairs by Crow and a stranger, while 
those mysterious people Trumpet had 
always known as the three bad men fol- 
lowed solemnly behind. They disap- 
peared, and our friend was left again in 
obscurity ; he felt that he had witnessed 
the prelude to some horrible crime, and 
with his indignation his courage came 
again; indeed it had been continually 
coming and going during his visit to 
this house. "I nmv not be able to pre- 
vent this crbne, :hatever its nature," 
he said to himself ; "but at least I will 
witness it and o-ive evidence against the 
villains, regardless of the consequences 
to myself." Bold in this virtuous 
thought, he came out from behind the 
sofa and marched firmly to the stairs, 
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atic countries, where I learned many 
novel medical theories, most of them 
worthless and absurd, but a few of 
value. Among the natives, with a slight 
knowledge of European medical science, 
for I studied in Paris in my youth, I 
came to be regarded as a great physician 
and amassed considerable wealth. 
"Several years ago I returned to Eu- 
rope and found my relatives, Herbert 
and John Billington, suffering from a 
pectfliar phase of hereditary insanity, 
which in Europe has always been con- 
sidered incurable, but which I had 
treated novelly and successftflly in the 
East. Francis Craven, their nephew, 
had had them cared for in many asylums, 
and at the same time he and a rascally 
lawyer obtained control of the Billing- 
ton property and took many liberties 
with it. To my offer to treat his uncles 
in the Eastern fashion Craven acceded, 
but became alarmed when he found they 
were improving, and, claiming that my 
horrible systen of treatment was driv- 
ing his uncles to the grave, he obtained 
an order to place them in the Bloom 
Island Asylum, where, although it is 
an excellent institution, he knew they 
never could be cured. I protested to 
medical and legal authorities, but was 
laughed at as an Oriental humbug. If 
-you were at the asylum the night of their 
arrival. " 
"They were under my charge at the 
time of the accident," said the asylum 
doctor, who no longer smiled incredu- 
lously as at first. 
"Then I need not recount that part 
of the story. My relatives, who are finer 
swimmers than you gave them credit for 
being, were enabled to effect their escape, 
and being sane enough to know me as 
their friend, they arlved at my quarters 
in London one morning and begged me 
to protect them. I rented this house in 
this out of the way place, and they are 
now cured and have long been so, but I 
have hesitated until all danger of a re- 
lapse was passed." 
"Are you willing to submit them to 
the test of an examination ?" 
"Entirely so." 
"That does away with all difficulties. 
Enable me to carry out my instructions 
by returning with me to Bloom Island 
to-night, where a certificate can be made 

out by my superior and our order im- 
mediately annulled." 
"We accede to your plan, but must 
persist in our request for delay." 
"Delay! Why delay longer if your 
friends are cured ?" said the other sus- 
piciously. 
"Because we have learned that Craven 
is to be married to-morrow to a young 
lady, his cousin several times removed," 
said Herbert Billington. "I sent for 
my niece to-day, and she met me in my 
lawyer's office, where I lehrned that she 
detested Craven and dreaded the man-i- 
age. Before )'our ar'ival we had dis- 
cussed the matter and determined to 
save the poor gb-1 by stopping the wed- 
ding. I have a strong hold over Craven, 
as proof can be produced that he squand- 
ered a quarter of my fortune before my 
supposed death." 
"And so we request that you waive 
the rights of your order for twenty-four 
hours, after which we will submit to all 
the fornalities you please," said the 
Eastern doctor. 
The asylum physician seemed waver- 
ing, and the other, taking advantage of 
his indecision, suggested that the mat- 
ter be discussed, and led the way to 
the room at the far end of the hall. As 
they passed along the visitor asked the 
dark physician whether he had ever taken 
any other patients. 
"Two, both women; one is upstairs 
now, the other was a hopeless case." 
Trumper, who had been so much inter- 
ested in the disclosure that he had for- 
gotten where he was, now touched Crow 
on the arm, slipped a guinea into his 
hand, and requested to be let out. Crow, 
not having been aware that anyone was 
behind him, started, but quickly reflect- 
ing that the day had come when all rays- 
tery was to be abandoned, he pocketed 
the guinea and threw open the door, 
and Trumper with a sigh of relief found 
himself once more a free man; he 
crossed the street, looked back at the 
black windows of the brick house, and 
wondered if it were not all a dream. 
His wife, too, who was lying awake in a 
pretty state of mind, was entirely unwfl- 
ling to believe his improbable story. 
Very little sleep came to poor Trumper's 
eyes that night, and in the morning he 
was annoyed at finding that his wife still 
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remained incredulous and treated him 
more coldly than she had ever done 
before; as he sat looking fm-tively at 
her over the top of his morning paper, 
a sudden idea came to him. He glanced 
eagerly down the column of marriage 
notices, and finding the one he sought, 
said: "You don't take my word, Mrs. 
Trumper ; look at this ; here it is, Fran- 
cis Craven to" 
"I saw that in the paper a week ago, 
sir," said his spouse, severely. 
"Then put on your bonnet, nay dear; 
we'll go to the church and see if the mar- 
riage is stopped. You didn't read that 
a week ago," and he was enjoying his 
own ingenuity when a sentence stating 
that the time of the wedding had at the 
last moment been advanced half an hour 
attracted his attention. 
"This is bad," muttered Trumper; 
"if the people over the way intend to 
interrupt the wedding at the church 
and do not hear of this change, they 
will arrive too late." 
He cut out the notice, placed it in a 
plain envelope addressed to Herbert 
Billington, and bade a waiter take it to 
the brick house. In a moment his mes- 
senger retm-ned, stating that Crow had 
accepted the letter, but had told him 
that the people of the house were out 
and might not return until late in the 
day. 
:hls news nmch disconcerted our 
worthy friend, who felt, aside froln his 
sympathy for the young laxly, that his 
own domestic felicity now depended, in 
a certain degree, upon an attempt being 
made to prevent the ceremony. Half 
an hour before the tilne announced 
found Mr. and Mrs. Trumper in a pew 
in the church gallery, to which they had 
obtained admission after some difficulty. 
Trumper sought in vain for evidences 
that any unusual event had occurred; 
he gazed in all directions and saw noth- 
ing of the Billingtons or their friends, 
and once more he wondered whether he 
had not been dreaming. He consulted 
his watch every few minutes, and as the 
hour appro,cled, his anxiety and nerv- 
ousness became so great that his hand 
trembled and his face flushed. Would 

they be in time ? I-Ie seemed to be look- 
ing at the bridal couple through a cloud, 
when they at last stood before the altar; 
but he heard the clergyman's words dis- 
tinctly and knew the fatal moment was 
approaching; at last it came ; an instant 
more would make the couple man and 
wife; he cast a last despairing look 
around, the words that could not be 
unsaid were already trembling on the 
clergyman's.lips, and fairly beside him- 
self, giving no thought to the conse- 
quences, Trumper started to his feet and 
cried out : "Stop! youmust not goon." 
Mrs. Trumper, by this time thinking 
her husband undoubtedly insane, pulled 
him back to his seat by his coat-tails; 
the clergyman paused and glanced in 
his direction ; a low murmur floated up 
from below, and eve1 T eye in the church 
was fixed upon the place where Tmper 
sat. Having so rashly interrupted the 
ceremony, he was in a panic as to how 
to proceed. Those who were near ob- 
served that the bride was almost faint- 
ing, and her father sprang to her side. 
Trumper saw an usher making his way 
toward him, and knew that he would be 
called upon to give an explanation of 
his language or compelled _to leave the 
church; but just as the usher touched 
him on the shoulder he could hardly 
restrain a shout of triumph, for he per- 
ceived Herbert Billington's familiar fig- 
ure advancing hastily up the aisle; at 
the sight Craven tmed as white as he 
had done the night when he fancied he 
had seen a ghost. A short conversation 
below ensued, and was followed by a 
declaration from the clergyman that the 
mar'iage could not be proceeded with. 
Trumper's satisfaction was complete ; 
he had not only vindicated his own re- 
putation and won his wager, but had 
saved a young girl from an unhappy 
marriage, and withal was exceeding- 
ly well satisfied with himself. As to 
whether Amelia finally was wedded to 
her first love, it will perhaps suffice to 
intimate that when the beginning of a 
romantic attachment is very unlucky, it 
often happens that toward "the end the 
course of true love sometimes does run 
smooth. 
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WINTER EVENING. 
By A.- LanIma,. '. 
. . 
. 
To-mu the very horses springing by. 
Toss gold from whitened nostrils. In a dream 
The streets that nrrow to the westward gleam 
Like rows of golden plces; and high 
From all the crowded chimneys tower and die 
A thousand aureoles. Down in the west 
The brimming plains beneath the sunset rest, 
One burning se of gold. Soon, soon shll fly 
The glorious vision, nd the hours shall feel 
A mightier mster ; soon from height to height, 
With silence and the sharp unpitying strs, 
Stern creeping frosts nd winds that touch like steel, 
Out of the depth beyond the estern brs, 
Glittering nd still, shll come the awful night. 
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was of the deepest black. 

RS. REGLNALD VAN CORLEAR arrived at 
the Ionda das Cuatro Naciones, in Barcelona, 
shortly before the hour for dinner. Master 
Roger Van Corlear also arrived, as well as 
Miss Rutger, whose function it was to superin- 
tend Master Roger and assist in bringing him 
up in the way in which Van Corlears should go. 
Two others in the party deserve mention- Mr. 
Reginald Van Corlear, the husband of Mrs. 
Van Corlear, and a vivacious lady upon whom 
she conferred the distinction of her friend- 
ship, Mrs. Oliver. A briefer, more conven- 
tional announcement of the arrival of the Yan 
Corlears might not have conveyed so well the 
subordination of the members of the party. 
Mrs. Reginald Yan Corlear, as she stepped 
from the carriage in Barcelona that afternoon, 
was a young American woman of twenty-five 
years. Her figure was statuesque, her face 
warm in its coloring, and her luxuriant hair 
It broke into restive little ripples here and there, as if 

it would yield to a general waviness if Mrs. Van Corlear were so far to relax as to 
permit it. Her large round eyes were soft and black. But the most expressive 
feature of her face was the eyebrows. They nearly always had a subtile cm-ve to 
them which seemed a half pathetic betrayal. Strangers an'ested by her dark 
handsome face thought they read in this curve that she was not utterly and se- 
renely happy. 
It is the last thing which Mrs. Van Corlear would have admitted, even if she 
struggled in a very Slough of Despond. The confession of unhappiness is lean- 
ing on a friend's heart, and Mrs. Van Corlear did not choose to lean on anyone. 
Of course, this curve of the eyebrows may have merely indicated a thoughtful 
tendency on her part to the resolution of interrogative phases of her mind. Very 
few could have produced any reasons for unhappiness in the lady. For the five 
years of her married life she had been surrounded with every comfm4 and many 
unnecessary luxm'ies, and friends of hers, of her own sex, almost envied her as a 
lucky woman. Mr. Van Corlear was quite a nice husband as well as a wealthy 
one. Consideration for his wife seemed a wholesomely pewasive feeling with him. 
He liked her diamonds to be of the purest water. He always tried to secure a 
sunny apartment on the first floor at the hotels. Travelling about with her was 
one of the most distinguished marks of Mr. Van Corlear's immolation to his wife, 
as he liked the comforts of home and only endured other places, taking them 
much as they came. Mrs. Van Corlear positively enjo.ved other places. 
But there was nothing she enjoyed so much as her little boy of four years with 
his golden locks and daintily delicate face in which lurked t:o deep dimples that 
were like joy-bells. Roger spoke French with the most caressing accent, and was 
as quick and supple in his movements as a lizard. 
The Van Corlears were shown to their rooms at the Cuatro Naciones. Roger 
was washed and rubbed till he glowed like a peach, and Mrs. Van Corlear, hav- 
ing refreshed herself with a bath, put on a black lace dress for dinner. Cheered 
by this outward renovation they descended to the dining-room. 
M. Van Corlear seated herself and gave that little bow to the other guests 
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which is so homely a Continental usage. 
Then she opened a scarlet fan, and held 
it lightly pressed against her bosom as 
she took a leisurely survey of the per- 
sons at the table. She was quite Span- 
ish in her coloring as she sat thus. 
Her attention was arrested at once 
by a Spanish gentleman, almost directly 
across from her. He was a large man 
with an air of great dignity and distinc- 
tion. His carefully trimmed beard came 
to a point, and this, like his full wavy 
mustaches, was of a jet black. The col- 
or of his skin was a clear translucent 
brown. But the most striking feature 
of his strikingly handsome face were 
his eves. Large, full, and of the most 
liquil brilliancy, they were eyes that 
could never be hard, though they looked 
as if they could be surcharged with the 
glow of anger. But their usual expres- 
sion was one of the most subjugating 
tenderness. 
They were tmed full upon Sirs. 
Van Corlear, and as she caught their 
eloquent gleam she seemed to have been 
grasped by something, and felt as if a 
new relation had germinated in her 
life. The expression of those superb 
eyes was bewildering, they were so ar- 
dent, so respectful, so brilliant, so melt- 
ing. 
That burning melancholy glance held 
her for a moment breathless. Despite 
herself, she felt her breath quicken a 
little. Her firm bosom rose and fell 
slightly with a sort of ground-swell of 
emotion. It was so electric, that look 
of the Sefior's eyes! Whether her sen- 
sation was one of pleasure or pain, she 
could not for the life of her have told 
at the moment. Mrs. Van Corlear did 
not often let go of herself, and she ral- 
lied quickly from this slight overthrow, 
with the faintest dilation of her nos- 
trils. She calmly directed her glance 
farther down the table. 
-ot, however, before the Spaniard had 
read the light touch of resenting hau- 
teur which his glance had awakened, 
and had slowly let the lids with their 
long silky lashes sweep dom over his 
brilliant eyes. When he raised them 
his look was elsewhere. But that slow 
movement of his eyes was like the court- 
ly bow with which a gentleman might 
deprecate unwitting intrusion on the 

pathway of a lady. It was full of chi- 
valric homage. 
"Interesting old room," said Mrs. 
Van Corlear, turning languidly to Mrs. 
Oliver, who was seated at her left 
hand. 
"Interesting ? It is simply ravish- 
ing !" said that lady. "It's so Spanish." 
Mrs. Oliver's expressions were always a 
little in advance of her appreciations. 
It was interesting, and also Spanish, 
whether ravishing or no. The cool din- 
ing-room opened on one side upon an 
arcade through whose gray arches 
gleamed in riotous color the affluence 
of bright plants and green leaves in the 
inner court. The air came softly in 
through the windows, and the sunlight 
was of a golden brown. 
A girl with a large shallow basket 
filled with bouquets and flowers passed 
along by the guests at the table, seeking 
to vend her wares. The Sefior raised 
his finger to arrest her, and murmured 
something in her ear. The girl nodded 
and continued her round. When she 
reached the place where Mrs. Van Cor- 
lear and Mrs. Oliver were seated, she 
picked a large bunch of roses from her 
basket and laid them at Mrs. Oliver's 
plate. 
Instinctively Mrs. Van Corlear flashed 
a glance across to where the Sefior was. 
She caught the vanishing end of a smile 
of comical disgust on his full lips. 
Mrs. Oliver turned to her friend. 
"What would you do? That man 
must have sent me these roses. Aren't 
they beautiful ?" and Eve-like, Mrs. Oli- 
ver dwelt on their rich color. 
" Oh, I don't know," said Mrs. Van 
Corlear. "It's so Spanish !" she mur- 
mured. 
She could hardly keep her lips in or- 
der. The coy reluctance of Mrs. Oliver 
to accept flowers which had only come 
to her bv a mistake stirred Mrs. Van 
Corlear's ense of humor. 
Mrs. Oliver raised the flowers absent- 
mindedly and inhaled their fragrance 
moderately. When she rose to leave 
the table she left the flowers but turned 
a decorously languid glance on the 
Sefior. To her discomfiture he was 
quite absorbed in a pomegranate. 
The next morning after breakfast Mrs. 
Van Corlear surveyed Roger a moment 
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" It'was like taking a Iath in perfume, as he held her cheeks pressed close to the cool petals." 
. 
.  . 

before he went out to air his golden with great red roses, the dew glistening 
curls in thePark with Miss Rutger, on the petals with wholesome freshness. 
and then went up to her i-oom. As she She stood for a moment looking at them. 
opened the door a senhuous sweetness The vision of a pa.ir of eyes, limpid and 
came drifting out of the room. On her deep, full of tender caressingness, rose 
dressing-tble was a wicker basket filled before her. She slowly stooped and 
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phase of wretchedness to which they 
found themselves victims. Mrs. Van 
Corlear was never reduced to any hu- 
miliating discomfort by wind or wave, 
and though it was blowy sat contentedly 
on deck till it was time to go down to the 
saloon. She slipped into her state-room 
to lay aside her heavy shawl. 
Her heart gave a little start, a joyous 
spring, as she opened the door. The 
well-known perfume of Barcelona roses 
was wafted to her in a little gust, doubly 
sweet now because unexpected. There 
was a stack of them on her wash-hand 
stand. 
"How came these flowers here ?" she 
asked the stewardess. 
"A man left them, saying they were 
for Madame Van Corlear. Is it not 
right, madame ." returned the woman. 
"Quite so," said Irs. Van Corlear, 
softly. 
She fastened one in her bosom and 
went to the table. The Sefior was there, 
and his eyes flashed on her like beacon- 
lights. How mellow, lambent, posses- 
sive, and sympathetic they were ! But 
there was no sign of recognition beyond 
that mutual glance. 
When they got to the pol of lIar- 
seilles for some reason or other the pas- 
sengers were taken to the pier in small 
boats. Only three or four persons 
could go comfortably in one, and when 
Mr. Van Corlear, Roger, and Rutger were 
installed the captain declared the pas- 
senger-list of that particular craft full. 
"lIadame will meet her husband on 
the quay. It is only a moment's sepa- 
ration," he said to Mrs. Van Corlear as 
the boat was rowed off. 
Iadame was not given to perturba- 
tion over trifles, and composedly waited 
for the next boat. The step from the 
ladder to the boat was a little long, and 
as she was preparing to make it she felt 
a strong arm pass under her elbow and 
she was lightly sustained. When she 
got to her seat in the stern she looked 
to see who her helper had been. She 
almost started as she met the familiar 
look from the Seiior's dark eyes. They 
seemed to be straining her to him by 
the subduing force which streamed from 
them. 
The pathetic curve in Mrs. Van Cor- 
lear's eyebrows was at once enhanced. 

The Sefior felt it and lowered his eyes. 
He had read her soul and retired into 
his own. These psychic advances and 
retrogressions were distinctly conveyed 
to Mrs. Van Corlear. There was a de- 
votional homage in the one and a de- 
precatory obeisance in the other. 
Mr. Van Corlear was waiting to assist 
his wife into the carriage. As they were 
driven off to the Grand Hotel he aid to 
her : "That was the Spaniard we saw at 
the Cuatro Naciones, wasn't it ?" 
"I think it was," said Mrs. Van Cor- 
lear. 
When she went to her room the next 
morning the red roses were there. 
They only delayed in Marseilles one day. 
At Nice they secured a cheerful apart- 
ment, with a balcony, at the ]=[Stel des 
Anglais. It commanded a fine view of 
the carriages that swept by in the 
Flower Festival of the Carnival. At din- 
ner Mrs. Van Corlear met several Ameri- 
cans and some English people whom 
she knew, but no one else. Her mood 
that evening was a little thoughtful, a 
little restive. 
The next morning after breakfast she 
walked up-stairs rather slowly. She 
knew it would be a pain to her, a silly 
pain of course, not to find red roses on 
her table when she got there. But they 
had breathed a sympathetic greeting to 
her every morning for five weeks and--- 
well, they had to end sometime. 
She entered her room with a disincli- 
nation to do so. There had been a 
queer feeling in her heart on the way 
up-stairs. It disappeared the moment 
she opened her door and looked in. 
There they were, the rosy comforters, 
waiting her coming. The curve in her 
eyebrows that made her pathetic was 
not 'there at all as she stood looking 
down at the roses. There was such 
steadfastness in this devotion of the un- 
known Seiior, and the beautiful expres- 
sion of it through his eyes and through 
his roses. There was something as 
soothing to her in it as the aromatic 
balm of a pine-grove steeped in the sun- 
shine of a spling afternoon. 
She prefen-ed now not to know him, 
not to speak to him. This graceful in- 
terchange of sympathies without the 
medium of speech, without any avowed 
purpose, appealed to her with a satisfy- 
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ing sense which words might dispel. Is 
not the mere presence of a person loved 
comfort and support? Yes; the roses 
told enough, and the Sefior was near 
enough so. "Quite," said Mrs. Van 
Corlear to herself, as, half-unconsciously, 
wlfile inhaling the pure sweetness of one 
of the great roses she found her lips 
moving toward its petals. 
She would not even ask what motive 
could lead the stately Seiior to pay her 
a delicate attention which the most fer- 
vent gallant could not have surpassed 
in constancy. The serene gravity of the 
dark face, the luminous vitality of the 
large eyes, the half-condescending smile 
which a sense of humor sometimes sent 
to disturb the immobility of his lower 
face, all these were points for which 
Mrs. Van Corlear's own temperament 
had affinity. 
With a sense of accepting the gifts 
which the gods send, she allowed her 
gaze to rest for a moment on the splen- 
did eyes of the Sefior, after she had 
seated herself at table that evening. 
They were truly doorways, which to 
look into was to enter. Mrs. Van Cor- 
lear crossed the threshold, and followed 
the avenues to quiet depths in the Span- 
iard's being. The glow of his eyes was 
not a flickering gleam, nor was it an 
ignis fatuus. It was like the luminous 
light that informs depths of deep trans- 
lucent water. 
When the sun had thoroughly warmed 
the world, and the mistral was not blow- 
ing, Mrs. Van Corlear would come out 
on the little balcony which led off from 
her room and bask in the sunshine. 
Sometime while she was there, the Seiior 
was sure to pass along the walk below. 
It was like the parade of a sentinel de- 
tailed for private duty on his sovereign. 
Every morning the roses appeared on 
her table and in the evening one was 
always placed in Mrs. Van Corlear's 
bosom when she came -to dinner. 
The day they had arrived the clerk in 
the hotel, whom the Van Corlears knew, 
said to Mrs. Van Corlear : "Madame, a 
gentleman asked me for the number of 
your room to-day. I did not know if 
you would care to have it given to him, 
and thought I would speak to you filet." 
"Who is the gentleman ?" she in- 
quired. 

"He is a distinguished Spanish gen- 
tleman, Count Pedro d'Avendaiio, of 
Barcelona." 
"Oh, you can give my number to 
Count d'Avendafio. We are very good 
friends," she said, smilingly. 
The Sefior renewed his acquaintance 
with Roger at Nice. Sometimes when 
the rosy boy came back from his morn- 
ing play, he would bring a bunch of 
flowers with him. 
"The dark gentleman gave me these. 
He said I might want to give them to 
my mamma. What is the matter with 
the gentleman, mamma ?" said Roger, 
suddenly turning his pink and white 
face up to her and leaning his elbow in 
her lap. 
"Mutter, Roger! what do you mean ? 
Is anything the matter with him ?" Mrs. 
Van Corlear passed her hand over his 
flushed forehead and brushed back the 
frowsy curls. 
"Oh, he's sad. He doesn't have a 
good time," said Roger, regretfully. 
"He is nice, and we have fun, but he 
doesn't laugh and seem funny." 
"A person cannot always laugh and 
seem funny, you little trot," said his 
mother, pinching his cheek. Roger 
looked as if he meant to, as he went off 
with Rutger. 
No morning failed to bring the roses 
to M_rs. Van Corlear's room. They 
sweetened the day for her. A month of 
days were so sweetened. But to-mor- 
row was their last day in Nice. Mr. 
Van Corlear had received news of busi- 
ness complications that made him anx- 
ious to be in New York. He wished his 
wife and Roger to go back with him. 
This seemed affectionate. But Mrs. 
Van Corlear knew that he liked to have 
his handsome wife at his handsome 
table in his handsome dining-room, and 
wished to have his large, elegant house 
presided over properly. The house- 
keeper would have done just as well 
could she have reflected as much credit 
on Mr. Van Corlear. 
However, he had been too consider- 
ate in travelling with her, when he hated 
travel, for her to say one word against 
his desire. So they were going to-mor- 
row! She went out on the Promenade 
des Anglais her last afternoon at Nice 
and seated herself on a bench. Roger 
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"qobody goes there hardly, my dear. 
Wouldn't you like them here ?" 
"Certainly, I should have attended to 
it," she answered, listlessly. 
"John, go to my room and bring those 
roses down and arrange them on the 
table." 
"Don't ever get red roses, please," 
said she to her husband, as John went 
on his errand. 
"Why, I thought you liked them well 
enough. You kept getting them all the 
time in Europe. I thought you liked 
them." 
"One tires of everything, even red 
roses. I got so many there that I want 
none here. But that is a caprice. If 
you like them there is not the faintest 
reason why you should not get them." 
Vfr. Yan Corlear was some fifteen 
years his wife's senior. His fondness 
for indulgence at the table had brought 
on an inconvenient augment in avoir- 
dupois. Once or twice since they had 
returned from Europe he had felt an 
tack of vertigo, and once had nearly 
fallen after dinner. The doctor advised 
him to take horseback exercise in the 
Park, and he had done so regularly. I-Ie 
did not like the idea of getting too bulky. 
One afternoon after he had taken a 
hearty luncheon, washed down with 
bottle of Chambertin, he came down the 
brown-stone steps and got into the sad- 
die. As the horse gave a quick start 
he reined him in suddenly, and before 
the groom could come to his assistance, 
reeled in his saddle and fell heavily off, 
striking the ground on his head. 
I-Ie was at once taken into the house. 
Mrs. Yam Corlear was driving in the 
Park, and someone hastened to find her. 
By the time she got home her husband 
was dead. There had been a severe con- 
tusion of the skull, and he lived only an 
hour, quite unconscious. 
Mrs. Yan Corlear did with her be- 
reavement what so many Americans of 
her caste do with one, took it to Europe. 
She spent some time in London with 
Mrs. Oliver, who lived there in a serene 
expatriation. Mrs. Yan Corlear did not 
care to tax the hospitality of her hostess 
too far, and she was not used to such 
little box of a house. So she proposed 
to Vfrs. Oliver that they should drift 
about on the Continent. 

Irs. Oliver was only too willing. To 
have her bills paid, and to be seen with 
a strikingly aristocratic friend by other 
friends were things that had weight 
with Mrs. Oliver. One morning they 
were breakfasting at Pau. Mrs. Yah 
Corlear's dark gown made her look pale, 
perhaps. After looking at her a mo- 
ment, Mrs. Oliver said with her robust 
vivacity: 
"X wish we could go to Barcelona 
again. Your health was very good there. 
But I don't suppose you want to go so 
soon, my dear." 
"My health is good everywhere. But 
I had as lief go to Barcelona as any- 
where else," Mrs. Yan Corlear answered, 
with the least touch of coldness. 
A few days later found them at the 
Fonda das Cuatro Naciones again. XWhen 
they went down to dinner, Mrs. Van 
Corlear was breathing a little quicker 
than usual. The jet black hair and som- 
bre mourning brought out the clear 
tones of her rich face more delicately. 
The dining-room looked like an old 
friend, and the flowers beamed through 
the gray arcade, joyously fair. As Mrs. 
Van Corlear glanced down the table 
and saw no familiar face, a sudden sense 
of loneliness smote her, and she had 
to straighten herself to repress a sigh. 
When the flower girl passed through 
the room she turned from her and her 
blushing merchandise almost irritably. 
Roger and Mrs. Oliver took a stroll 
in the Park the next day. When they 
returned and Mrs. Van Corlear had 
Roger to herself she asked him about 
his enjoyment. He was in high spirits. 
Had he seen anybody he knew .9 Yes : 
the donkey-man. obody else .9 No : 
only the donkey-man. 
The next day ]Irs. Oliver and Roger 
did the Park again. When Mrs. Van 
Corlear found herself alone, she sent for 
the landlord. Were these the same 
rooms they had when they were there 
before.9 The landlord thought they 
were. They were satisfactory, he hoped. 
Oh, yes. Could not a low rocking-chair 
be put in the room .9 Certainly. It should 
be done. That was all .9 That was all. 
Thanks. 
The landlord had bowed obsequiously 
and nearly reached the door when Mrs. 
Van Corlear's voice arrested him. 
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"Oh, by the bye," she said, rising, and 
looking carelessly from the window, "is 
Sefior d'Avendafio still in Barcelona ?" 
"Ah, Sefiora," the landlord answered 
in a tone that caused her to turn her 
eyes rather quickly on him and to take 
her expression well in hand, "I hope 
the Sefior d'Avendafio is in heaven. It 
is not a fortnight since his death. He 
died of a fever. He was only sick a few 
days. It is a great loss to the city." 
"Yes," said Mrs. Van Corlear. "I 
regret to hear of his death. The Sefior 
was of some service to me when I was 
here before. I-Ie seemed quite a charm- 
ing person, and I thought his health 
perfect." 
"It was, Sefiora. He was one of the 
finest gentlemen in Europe. Such a 
beautiful soul!" the landlord continued, 
warmly. "But he never seemed himself 
after his wife's death." 
"Ah, I did not know he was married," 
murmured Mrs. Van Corlear. 
"Yes. The Countess was a lovely 
young woman, and the Count was mad- 
ly in love with her. She lived only a 
week after the birth of her first child, 
and the little boy died soon after. It 
was very hard on the Count. This was 
not more than a year and a half ago. 
And, Sefiora, if you will pardon me, 

your likeness to the Countess is some- 
thing extraordinary. The upper part 
of your face and the shape of your head 
are almost exactly hers." 
"Sometimes one finds these strange 
resemblances," said Mrs. Van Corlear. 
Then, after a moment's pause, she said, 
"I fear I have detained you too long. 
Thanks. If you will think of the chair.'" 
The landlord bowed again, and this 
time withdrew. She remained motion- 
less till the door closed. Then she 
moved toward the window, sank into a 
chair, and sat looking out, while the 
tears trickled slowly down and fell un- 
checked on her hands. 
"Have you not had enough of Bar- 
celona ?" she asked of ]%Irs. Oliver when 
she came in with loger. "It seems to 
me the heat is stifling here. I think, if 
you do not care, we will go to Geneva 
to-morrow morning." 
The next day they left Barcelona. In 
the afternoon, two young girls were 
straying through the graveyard. They 
strolled toward a plot where there were 
two graves, side by side. One of them 
was freshly made. 
"Oh, look at Sefior d'Avendafio's 
grave !" cried one. 
It was covered with red Barcelona 
roses. ' 



FLORA, the nymph, is dead. 
She of the down-dropt head; 
She of the eye half hid 
Under its fringed lid; 
She of the lily throat 
That never again shall float 
Like a lily over her breast, 
lever shall seem to rest 
Like the lilies that fall and rise 
O'er calms reflecting the skies, 
As her bosom--free from leaven 
Of earth--reflected Heaven. 

lever again shall he, 
The dreamer, the child of song, 
Gliding at eve along 
The still lake's margent, see 
As he dips his shallop's oars 
Close by the mirrored shores, 
Her shadowy form of grace 
Slip from its hiding place 
In the gloom of sheltering ferns 
Into an open space 
Where the moon's white radiance burns; 
lor, as a fawn that turns 
Its delicate head to sniff 
An instant longer the scent 
With the sweet wood-zephyrs blent, 
Ere it bounds away like a whiff 
Of wind-blown mist thro' the trees, 
Will she wait for him, while the breeze 
Plays with the glistening strands 
Of her hair, as she curves her hands 
Over her questioning eyes, 
Love-lit with a shy surprise. 

lever again with lute 
And love-song sweetly sung, 
Will he lure her from among 
The forest cloisters mute; 
lor from the shadowy shore, 
With songs, will he row her o'er 
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The cool, moon-whitened calm 
Unto the sheltered coves 
O'erhung by blossoming gxoves 
Of the shell-girt isles of balm: 
lot evermore again 
Will she visit the world of men; 
lor is there any stave 
Can call her back from the grave, 
lor ever a madrigal 
Can pass her beneath the pall 
Unto the pain and strife 
Which living men call Life! 

Yet, in his dreams and songs, 
She is not dead to him: 
lot all in vain he longs 
For her presence in the dim 
Green glooms of the ancient wood; 
For Heaven has found it good 
To turn forever the sting 
Of sorrow from hearts that sing. 
And all day long he treads 
The forest's whispering aisles; 
And the checkered sunlight sheds 
Its glow o'er a face that smiles-- 
Smiles as he softly strays 
Under the leafy haze-- 
Whispering, "She is here. 
Death could not wound my dear. 
Listen! you say a thrush 
With wild song breaks the hush; 
I say it is she--my love-- 
Singing in yonder grove. 
'Tis she! I say; for she said, 
One night when her fair, bright head 
Lay on my breast, 'My own, 
If ever thou'rt left alone, 
Think not that thy love is dead, 
But look till thou find'st the red 
Wild rose, and say "'Tis her cheek." 
Then kiss it close, and seek-- 
Vhere the clear dew never dries-- 
Blue violets for mine eyes; 
Then, would'st thou kiss my lips, 
The bee will lead where he sips; 
Sapphires will clasp my throat 
Where water-lilies float ; 
My hands will be the air 
Caressing thy forehead fair, 
And oft, when the rain-drops beat 
The leaves, thou wilt hear my feet 
Leading the murmuring shower 
Away from thy sylvan bower.' 
Thus did she speak, and then 
Faded from earthly ken 
Out of the arms that clasped 
Her form, and my hands but grasped 
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This robe upon either side. 
lIy arms were locked on the breast 
That her golden hair had prest, 
And thus did I lose my bride !" 

Still through the haunted aisles 
Of the wood, and at its edge 
Where the ripples stir the sedge, 
This dreamer walks, and smiles 
On the violet and the rose, 
And the lily's calm repose: 
And you who have heard his song, 
And the fantasies which throng 
Its burden, may know with me 
That the maiden was Purity, 
And the lover a sullied soul 
That saw, in the scented flowers, 
Emblems of hallowed hours,--- 
Of the Innocence that stole 
Unto its God when Sin-- 
The Dark Guestmentered in! 

SIR HUGO'S CHOICE. 

By James Jeffrey Roche. 

IT is better to die, since death comes surely, 
In the full noontide of an honored name, 
Than to lie at the end of years obscurely, 
A handful of dust in a shroud of shame. 

Sir Hugo lived in the ages golden, 
Warder of Aisne and Picardy: 
He lived and died, and his deeds are told in 
The Book immortal of Chivalric : 

How he won the love of a prince's daughter-- 
A poor knight he with a stainless sword-- 
Whereat Count Rolf, who had vainly sought her, 
Swore death should sit at the bridal board. 
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"A braggart's threat, for a brave man's scorning!" 
And Hugo laughed at his rival's ire, 
But couriers twain, on the bridal morning, 
To his castle gate came with tidings dire. 

The first a-faint and with armor riven: 
"In peril sore have I left thy bride,- 
False Roll waylaid us. For love and Heaven! 
Sir Hugo, quick to the rescue ride!" 

Stout Hugo muttered a word unholy; 
He sprang to horse and he flashed his brand, 
But a hand was laid on his bridle slowly, 
And a herald spoke: "By the king's command 

"This to Picardy's trusty warder :- 
France calls first for his loyal sword, 
The Flemish spears are across the border, 
And all is lost if they win the ford." 

Sir Hugo paused, and his face was ashen, 
His white lips trembled in silent prayer-- 
God's pity soften the spirit's passion 
When the crucifixion of Love is there! 

What need to tell of the message spoken ? 
Of the hand that shook as he poised his lance ? 
And the look that told of his brave heart broken, 
As he bade them follow, "For God and France!" 

On Cambray's field next morn they found him, 
'Mid a mighty swath of foemen dead; 
Her snow-white scarf he had bound around him 
With his loyal blood was baptized red. 

It is all writ down in the book of Glory, 
on crimson pages of blood and strife, 
With scanty thought for the simple sto T 
Of duty dearer than love or life. 

Ouly a note obscure, appended 
By warrior scribe or monk perchance, 
Saith : "The good knight's ladye was sore offended 
That he would not die for her but France." 

Did the ladye live to lament her lover? 
Or did roystering Rolf prove a better mate ? 
I have searched the records over and over, 
But nought discover to tell her fate. 

.nd I read the moral.--A brave endeavor 
To do thy duty, whate'er its worth, 
Is better than life with love forever-- 
And love is the sweetest thing on earth. 



/ 
" Bv Roberl Lozis Slevenson. 
,/! Y the time this paper 
appears, I shall have 
\ been talking for twelve 
months; and it is 
thought I should take my leave in a 
formal and seasonable manner. Yale- 
dictol T eloquence is rare. Even death- 
bed sayings have not often hit the mark 
of the occasion ; and perhaps there are 
but three that may be profitably cited. 
Charles Second, wit and sceptic, a man 
whose life had been one long lesson in 
human incredulity, an easy-going com- 
rade, a manceuvring king--remembered 
and embodied all his wit and scepticism 
along with more than his usual good 
humor in the famous "I am afraid, gen- 
tlemen, I am an unconscionable time 
a-dying." Marcus Atu-elius in that last 
passage did not forget that he was 
Cesar : " Vale vobis dico, vos precedens." 
And there is yet another passing-word : 
"Father, forgive them, for they know 
not what they do." 

TEE attitude and the words of Charles 
Second are vhat best become humanity. 
An unconscionable time a-dying--there 
is the picture (" I am afraid, gentlemen") 
of yotu-life and of mine. The sands ru 

out, and the hotu-s are "numbered and 
imputed," and the days go by ; and when 
the last of these finds us, we have been a 
long time dying, and what else ? The 
very length is something, if we reach 
that hour of separation undishonored ; 
and to have lived at all is doubtless (in 
the soldierly expression) to have served. 
There is a tale in Tacitus of how the 
veterans mutinied in the German wilder- 
ness ; of how they mobbed Germanicus, 
clamoring to go home ; and of how, seiz- 
ing their general's hand, these old, war- 
worn exiles passed his finger along their 
toothless gums. Sunt lacryme rerum : 
this was the most eloquent of the songs 
of Simeon. And when a man has lived 
to a fair age, he bears his marks of ser- 
vice. He may have never been remarked 
upon the breach at the head of thearmy ; 
at least he shah have lost his teeth on 
the camp bread. 
The idealism of serious people in this 
age of ours is of a noble character. It 
never seems to them that they have 
served enough; they have a fine impa- 
tience of their virtues. It were perhaps 
more modest to be singly thankful that 
we are no worse. It is not only our 
enemies, those desperate characters--it 
is we ourselves who know not what we 
do ;--thence springs the glimmering 
hope that perhaps we do better than we 
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think: that to scramble through this 
random business with hands reasonably 
clean, to have played the part of a man 
or woman with some reasonable fulness, 
to have often resisted the diabolic, and 
at the end to be still resisting it, is for 
the poor human soldier to have done 
right well. To ask to see some plant of 
our endeavor is but a transcendental way 
of serving for reward ; and what we take 
to be contempt of self is only greed of 
hire. 
And again if ve require so much of 
ourselves, shall we not require much of 
others ? If we do not genially judge 
our own deficiencies, is it not to be 
feared we shall be even stern to the tres- 
passes of others ? And he who (looking 
back upon his own life) can see no more 
than that he has been unconscionably 
long a-dying, will he not be tempted to 
think his neighbor unconscionably long 
of getting hanged ? It is probable that 
nearly all who think of conduct at all 
think of it too much ; it is certain we all 
think too much of sin. We are not 
damned for doing wrong, but for not 
doing right; Christ would never hear 
of negative morality ; thou shalt was ever 
his word, with which he superseded thou 
shalt not. To make our idea of morality 
centre on forbidden acts is to defile the 
imagination and to introduce into our 
udgments of our fellow-men a secret ele- 
ment of gusto. If a thing is wrong for 
us, we should not dwell upon the thought 
of it; or we shall soon dwell upon it 
with inverted pleasure. If we cannot 
drive it from our minds--one thing of 
two : Either our creed is in the wrong 
and we must more indulgently remodel 
it; or else, if our morality be in the 
right, we are criminal lunatics and should 
place our persons in restraint. A mark 
of such unwholesomely divided minds 
is the passion for interference with 
others : the Fox without the Tail was of 
this breed, but had (if his biographer is 
to be trusted) a certain antique civility 
now out of date. A man may have a 
flaw, a weakness, that unfits him for the 
duties of life, that spoflshis temper, that 
threatens his integrity, or that betrays 
him into cruelty. It has to be con- 
quered; but it must never be suffered 
to engross his thoughts. The true du- 
tieslie all upon the farther side, and must 

be attended to with a whole mind so soon 
as this preliminary cleang of the decks 
has been effected. In order that he may 
be kind and honest, it may be needful 
he should become a total abstainer ; let 
him become so then, and the next day 
let him forget the circumstance. Try- 
ing to be kind and honest will require 
all his thoughts ; a mortified appetite is 
never a wise companion ; in so far as he 
has had to mortify an appetite, he will 
still be the worse man ; and of such an 
one a great deal of cheerfulness will be 
required in judging life, and a great deal 
of humility in judging others. 
It may be argued again that dissatisfac- 
tion with our life's endeavor springs in 
some degree from dulness. We require 
higher tasks, because we do not recognize 
the height of those we have. Trying to 
be kind and honest seems an affair too 
simpl e and too inconsequential for gen- 
tlemen of our heroic mould; we had 
rather set ourselves to something bold, 
arduous, and conclusive; we had rather 
found a schism or suppress a heresy, cut 
off a hand or mortify an appetite. But 
the task before us, which is to co-endure 
with our existence, is rather one of mi- 
croscopic fineness, and the heroism re- 
quired is that of patience. There is no 
cutting of the Gordian knots of life ; each 
must be smilingly unravelled. 
To be honest, to be kind--to earn a 
little and to spend a little less, to make 
upon the whole a family happier for his 
presence, to renounce when that shall 
be necessary and not to be embittered, 
to keep a few friends but these without 
capitulationmabove all, on the same 
grim condition, to keep friends with him- 
self---here is a task for all that a man 
has of fortitude and delicacy. He has 
an ambitious soul who would ask more ; 
he has a hopeful spirit who should look 
in such an enterprise to be successful. 
There is indeed one element in human 
destiny that not blindness itself can con- 
trovert" whatever else we are intended 
to do, we are not intended to succeed ; 
failure is the fate allotted. It is so in 
every art and study; it is so above all 
in the continent art of living well. Here 
is a pleasant thought for the year's end 
or for the end of life" Only self-decep- 
tion will be satisfied, and there need be 
no despair for the despairer. 
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A CHRISTMAS SERMON. 

IIo 

BuT Christmas is not only the mile- 
mark of another year, moving us to 
thoughts of self-examination: it is a 
season, from all its associations, wheth- 
er domestic or religious, suggesting 
thoughts of joy. A man dissatisfied with 
his endeavors is a man tempted to sad- 
ness. And in the midst of the winter, 
when his life runs lowest and he is re- 
minded of the empty chairs of his be- 
loved, it is well he should be condemned 
to this fashion of the smiling face. 
loble disappointment, noble self-denial 
are not to be admired, not even to be 
pardoned, if they bring bitterness. It 
is one thing to enter the kingdom of 
heaven maim ; another to maim yourself 
and stay without. And the kingdom of 
heaven is of the childlike, of those who 
are easy to please, who love and who 
give pleasure, lIighty men of their 
hands, the smiters and the builders and 
the judges, have lived long and done 
sternly and yet preserved this lovely 
character; and among our carpet inter- 
ests and twopenny concerns, the shame 
were indelible if we should lose it. Gen- 
tleness and cheerfulness, these come be- 
fore all morality; they are the perfect 
duties. And it is the trouble with mo- 
ral men that they have neither one nor 
other. It was the moral man, the phari- 
see, whom Christ could not away with. 
If your morals make you dreary, depend 
upon it they are wrong. I do not say 
"give them up," for they may be all you 
have; but conceal them like a vice, lest 
they should spoil the lives of better and 
simpler people. 
A strange temptation attends upon 
man : to keep his eye on pleasures, even 
when he will not share in them ; to aim 
all his morals against them. This very 
year a lady (singular iconoclast !)pro- 
claimed a crusade against dolls; and 
the racy sermon against lust is quite 
a feature of the age. I venture to call 
such moralists insincere. At any excess 
or perversion of a natural appetite, their 
lyre sounds of itself with relishing de- 
nunciations ; but for all displays of the 
truly diabolic--envy, malice, the mean 
lie, the mean silence, the calumnious 
truth, the backbiter, the petty tyrant, 
the peevish poisoner of family life---their 

standard is quite different. These are 
wrong, they will admit, yet somehow not 
so wrong ; there is no zeal in their as- 
sault on them., no secret element of gusto 
warms up the sermon ; it is for things 
not wrong in themselves that they re- 
serve the choicest of their indignation. 
A man may naturally disclaim all moral 
kinship with the Reverend Mr. Zola or 
the hobgoblin old lady of the dolls ; for 
these are gross and naked instances. 
And yet in each of us some similar ele- 
ment resides. The sight of a pleasure 
in which we cannot or else will not 
share moves us to a particular impa- 
tience. It may be because we are envi- 
ous, or because we are sad, or because. 
we dislike noise and romping--being 
so refined, or becausebeing so philo- 
sophic-we have an over-weighing sense 
of this life's gravity: at least, as we go 
on in years, we are all tempted to frown 
upon our neighbor's pleasures. People 
are nowadays so fond of resisting temp- 
tations ; here is one to be resisted. They 
are fond of self-denial ; here isa propen- 
sity that cannot be too peremptorily de- 
nied. There is an idea abroad among 
moral people that they should make 
their neighbors good. One person I have 
to make good: myself. But my duty to 
my neighbor is much more nearly ex- 
pressed by saying that I have to make 
him happy--if I may. 

HtePrEss and goodness, according to 
canting moralists, stand in the relation 
of effect and cause. There was never 
anything less proved or less probable: 
our happiness is never in our own hands ; 
we inherit our constitution; we stand 
buffet among friends and enemies; we 
may be so built as to feel a sneer or an 
aspersion with unusual keenness, and 
so circumstanced as to be unusually ex- 
posed to them ; we may have nerves very 
sensitive to pain, and be afflicted with a 
disease very painful. Virtue will not 
help us, and it is not meant to help us. 
It is not even its own reward, except for 
the self-centred and--I had almost said 
--the unamiable. 1o man can pacify 
his conscience; if quiet be what he 
want, he shall do better to let that or- 
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gan perish from disuse. And to avoid 
the penalties of the law, and the minor 
capitis diminutio of social ostracism, is 
an affair of wisdom--of cunning, if you 
will--and not of virtue. 
In his own life, then, a man is not to 
expect happiness, only to profit by it 
gladly when it shall arise. He is on duty 
here;he knows not how or why, and 
does not need to know; he knows not 
for what hire, and must not ask. Some- 
how or other, though he does not know 
what goodness is, he must try to be 
good; somehow or other, though he 
cannot tell what will do it, he must try 
to give happiness to others. And no 
doubt there comes in here a frequent 
clash of duties. How far is he to make 
his neighbor happy ? How far must he 
respect that smiling face, so easy to 
cloud, so hard to brighten again ? And 
how far, on the other side, is he bound 
to be his brother's keeper and the 
prophet of his own morality ? How far 
must he resent evil ? 
The difficulty is that we have little 
guidance ; Christ's sayings on the point 
being hard to reconcile with each other, 
and (the most of them) hard to accept. 
But the truth of his teaching wotfld 
seem to be this : in our own person and 
fortune, we should be ready to accept 
and to pardon all ; it is our cheek we 
are to turn, our coat that we are to give 
away to the man who has taken our cloak. 
But when another's face is buffeted, 
perhaps a little of the lion will become 
us best. That we are to suffer others to 
be injured, and stand by, is not con- 
ceivable and surely not desirable. Re- 
venge, says Bacon, is a kind of wild jus- 
tice ; its judgments at least are delivered 
by an insane judge, and in our own 
quarrel we can see nothing truly and 
do nothing wisely. But in the quarrel 
of our neighbor, let us be more bold. 
One person's happiness is as sacred as 
another's ; when we cannot defend both, 
let us defend one with a stout heart. It 
is only in so far as we are doing this, 
that we have any right to interfere: the 
defence of B is our only ground of ac- 
tion against A. A has as good a right to 
go to the devil, as we to go to glory ; and 
neither knows what he does. 
The truth is that all these interventions 
and denunciations and militant monger- 

ings of moral half-truths, though they be 
sometimes needful, though they are often 
enjoyable, do yet belong to an inferior 
grade of duties. Ill temper and envy 
and revenge find here an arsenal of pious 
disguises ; this is the playground of in- 
verted lusts. With a little more pa- 
tience and a little less temper, a gentler 
and wiser method might be found in al- 
most every case ; and the knot that we 
cut by some fine heady quarrel-scene in 
private life, or, in public affairs, by some 
denunciatory act against what we are 
pleased to call our neighbor's vices, 
might yet have been unwoven by the 
hand of sympathy. 

IV. 

To look back upon the past year, and 
see how little we have striven and to 
what small purpose ; and how often we 
have been cowardly and hung back, or 
temerarious and rushed unwisely in; 
and how every day and all day long we 
have transgressed the law ofkindness ;- 
it may seem a paradox, but in the bitter- 
ness of these discoveries, a certain con- 
solation resides. Life is not designed 
to minister to a man's vanity. He goes 
upon his long business most of the time 
with a hanging head, and all the time 
like a blind child. Full of rewards and 
pleasures as it is--so that to see the day 
break or the moon rise, or to meet a 
friend, or to hear the dinner-call when 
he is hungry, fills him with suqrising 
joys--this world is yet for him no abid- 
ing city. Friendships fall through, 
health fails, weariness assails him ; year 
after year, he must thumb the hardly 
varying record of his own weakness and 
folly. It is a friendly process of detach- 
ment. When the time comes that he 
should go, there need be few illusions left 
about himself. Here lies one who eat 
well, tried a little, failed mwh :--surely 
that may be his epitaph, of which he 
need not be ashamed. Nor will he com- 
plain at the summons, which calls a de- 
feated soldier from the field : defeated, 
ay, if he were 1)aul or Marcus Aurelius ! 
--but if there is still one inch of fight 
in his old spirit, undishonored. The 
faith which sustained him in his life- 
long blindness and life-long disappoint- 
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